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IRISH  AYATARA.>X< 


— ♦♦►♦••«4*- 


True,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  are  gone — 
The  rainbow-like  epoch  when  Freedom  could  pause, 

For  the  few  little  years  out  of  centuries  won — 
That  betrayed  not,  and  crushed  not,  and  wept  not  her  cause. 

II. 

True,  the  chains  of  the  Catholic  clank  o^er  his  rags, 
The  Castle  still  stands,  and  the  Senate  's  no  more, 

And  the  famine  that  dwells  on  her  freedomless  crags, 
Is  extending  its  steps  to  her  desolate  shore  : — 


•  This  was  written  on  the  King  of  England's  visit  to  Ireland 
in  1821. — Editor. 
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III. 

To  her  desolate  shore,  where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a  moment  to  pause  ere  he  flies  from  his  hearth  : 

Tears  fall  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops  from  his  hands, 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth. 

IV. 

Ay  !  roar  in  his  train,  let  thine  orators  lash 
Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride : 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grattan  indignantly  flash 
His  soul  on  the  freedom  implored  and  denied  ! 


Erei'-glorious  Grattan  !  the  best  of  the  good  ! 

So  simple  in  heart— so  sublime  in  the  rest, 
With  all  that  Demosthenes  wanted  endued, 

And  his  victor,  or  rival  in  all  he  possessed: 

VI. 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute — 
With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  mankind  5 

Even  Tyranny,  listening,  sat  melted,  or  mute, 

And  Corruption  sank  scorched  from  the  glance  of  his  minJ. 

VII. 

Ay  !  back  to  our  theme — back  to  despots  and  slaves, 
Feasts  furnished  by  Famine — rejoicings  by  Pain  : 

True  Freedom  but  welcomes,  while  Slavery  still  raves. 
When  a  week's  Saturnalia  have  loosened  her  chain. 
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VIII. 

Let  the  poor  squalid  splendor  thy  wreck  can  afford, 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide,) 

Gild  over  the  palace — lo  !  Erin  thy  lord- 
Kiss  his  foot,  with  thy  blessing,  for  blessings  denied, 

IX. 

And  if  freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last. 
If  the  idol  of  brass  find  his  feet  are  of  clay — 

Must  what  terror  or  policy  wrung  forth  be  classed 

With  what  monarchs  ne'er  give,  but  as  wolves  yield  their  prey. 

X. 

But  let  not  his  name  be  thine  idol  alone  ! 

On  his  right  hand  behold  a  Sejanus  appears — 
Thine  own  Castlereagh  !  Let  him  still  be  thine  own  ! — 

A  wretch  never  named  but  with  curses  and  jeers. 

xr. 

Till  now,  when  this  Isle,  that  should  blush  for  his  birth, 
Deep,  deep  as  the  gore  which  he  shed  on  her  soil, 

Seems  proud  of  the  reptile  that  crawled  from  her  earth. 
And  for  murder  repays  him  with  shouts  and  a  smile  ! — 

XIL 

Without  one  single  ray  of  her  genius, — without 
The  fancy,  the  manhood,  the  fire  of  her  race, — 

The  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erin  in  doubt, 
If  sh-j  ever  gave  birth  to  a  being  so  base  ! 
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Xlll. 


If  she  did,  may  her  long  boasted  proverb  be  hushed, 
Which  proclaims  that  from  Erin  no  reptile  can  spring  ! 

See  the  cold-blooded  serpent,  with  venom  full  flushed, 
Still  warming  its  folds  in  the  heart  of  a  king  ! 

XTV. 

Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter  !  Oh  Erin  !  how  low 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune,  and  tyranny  till 

Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulf  still ! 

XV. 

My  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  raised  in  thy  right ; 

My  vote,*  as  a  freeman's,  still  voted  thee  free  ; 
My  arm  though  but  feeble,  would  arm  in  thy  fight  ; 

Andthisheart,  though  outworn,  had  a  throb  still  for  thee  I 

xvr. 

Yes!  I  loved  thee  and  thine,  though  thou  wert  not  my  land  ; 

I  have  known  noble  hearts  and  brave  souls  in  thy  sons. 
And  I  wept  with  delight  on  the  patriot  band 

Who  are  gone— but  I  weep  them  no  longer  as  once  1 


He  spoke  on  the  Catholic  Question. 
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XVII. 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar — 
Thy  Curran,  thy  Grattan,  thy  Sheridan, — all 

Who  for  years  were  the  chiefs  in  this  eloquent  war, 
And  redeemed,  if  they  have  not  retarded  thy  fall  ! 

XVIII. 

Yes !  happy  are  they  in  their  cold  English  graves  ! 

Theiir  shades  cannot  start  at  thy  shouts  of  to-day  ; 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  slave-kissing  slaves 

Be  damped  in  the  turf  o'er  their  fetterless  clay  ! 

XIX. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  sons  and  thy  shore  ! 

Though  their  virtues  are  blunted,  their  liberties  fled, 
There  is  something  so  warm  and  sublime  in  the  core 

Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I  envy — their  dead  ! 

XX. 

Or  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for  an  hour 
My  contempt  of  a  nation  so  servile,  though  sore, 

Which,  though  trod  like  the  worm,  will  not  turn  upon  power, 
^Tis  the  glory  of  Graltan— the  genius  of  Moore  ! 


END  OF  THE  AVATARA. 


ADVERTISEMENT    TO  MAZEPPA. 


"  Celui  qui  remplissait  alors  cette  place  etait  un  gentilhomma 
<'  Polonais,  nomme  Mazeppa,  ne  dans  le  palatinat  de  Padolie : 
"  il  avail  ete  eleve  page  de  Jean  Casimir,  et  avait  pris  a  sa 
"  cour  quelque  teinture  des  belles-lettres.  Une  intrigue  qu'il 
"  cut  dans  sa  jeunesse  avec  la  femme  d'un  gentilhomme  Polo- 
*'  nais,  ayant  ete  decouverte,  le  mari  fit  lier  tout,  nu  sur  un 
"  cheval  farouche,  et  le  laissa  aller  en  cet  etat.  Le  clieval, 
"  qui  etait  du  pays  de  I'Ukraine,  y  retourna,  et  y  porta  Mazep- 
*'  pa,  demi-mort  de  fatigue  et  de  faim.  Quelques  paysans  1© 
*<  secoururent :  il  resta  longtems  parmi  eux,  et  se  signala  dans 
"  plusieurs  courses  contre  les  Tartares.  La  superiorite  de  ses 
*'  lumieres  lui  donna  une  grande  consideration  parmi  les  Co- 
"  saques  :  sa  reputation  s'augmentant  de  jour  en  jour,  obligea 
*'  le  Czar  a  le  faire  Prince  de  I'Ukraine. ''— Voltaire,  Hist. 
de  Charles  XIL  p.  196. 

"  Le  roi  fuyant  et  poursuivi  eut  son  cheval  tue  sous  lui :  le 
"  Colonel  Gieta,  blesse,  et  perdant  tout  son  sang,  lui  donna  le 
''  sien.  Ainsi  on  remit  deux  fois  a  cheval,  dans  la  fuite,  ce 
*' conquerant  qui  n'avait  pu  y  monter  pendant  la  bataille.'^ — 
Voltaire,  Hist.de  Charles  X//.  p.  216. 

"■  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec  quelques  cavaliers. 
"  Le  carrosse,  oa  il  etait,  rompit  dans  la  marche  ;  on  le  remit 
"  a  cheval.  Pour  comble  de  disgrace,  il  s'egara  pendant  la 
"  nuit  dans  un  bois  ;  la,  son  courage  ne  pouvant  plus  sujjpleer 
*'  a  ses  forces  ^puisees,  les  douleurs  de  sa  blessure  devenues 
"  plus  insupportables  par  la  fatigue,  son  cheval  etant  tombe  de 
"  lassitude,  il  se  coucha  quelques  heures  au  pied  d^in  arbre,  en 
"danger  d'etre  surpris  a  tout  moment  par  les  vainqueurs  qui  le 
cherchaient  de  lous  cotes." — Voltaire,  Histoire  de  Charles 
X//.p.2l8. 
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'Tvras  after   dread  Piiltowa's  day, 

When  fortune  left  the  royal  Swede, 
Around  a  slaughter'd  army  lay, 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  bleed. 
The  power  and  glory  of  the  war, 

Faithless  as  their  vain  votaries,  men, 
Had  pass'd  to  the  triumphant  Czar, 

And  Moscow's  walls  were  safe  again, 
Until  a  day  more  dark  and  drear. 
And  a  more  memorable  year. 
Should  give  to  slaughter  and  to  shame 
A  mightier  host  and  haughtier  name  ; 
A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  fall, 
A  shock  to  one — a  thunderbolt  to  alL 

II. 

Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 
The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  fly 
By  day  and  night  through  field  and    flood, 
Stain'd  with  his  own  and  country's  blood ; 
For  thousands  fell  that  flight  to  aid  : 
And  noi  a  voice  was  heard  t'  upbraid 
Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour. 
When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power. 
His  horse  was  slain,  and  Gieta  gave 
His  own — and  died  the  Russians'   slave. 
This  too  sinks  after  many  a  league 
Of  well  sustain'd,  but  vain  fatigue  j 
.II.  B 
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And  in  tbe  depth  of  the  forests,  darkling 
The  watch-fires  in  the  distance  sparkling 

The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes — 
A  king  must  lay  bis  limbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  kuirels  and  repose 
For  which  the  nations  .'train  their  strength  ? 
They  laid  him  by  a  savage  tree, 
In  outworn  nature's  agony; 
His  wounds  were  stiff— his  limbs  were  stark — 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark  ; 
The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 
A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid  : 
And  thus  it  was;  but  yet  through  all, 
Kinglike  the  monarch  bore  his  fall, 
And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill, 
His  pangs  the  vessels  of  his  will : 
All  silent  aud  subdued  were  they, 
As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 

nr. 

A  band  of  chiefs  !  alas  !  how  few 
Since  but  the  fieeting  of  a  day 
Had  thinn'd  it ;  but  this  wreck  was  true 

And  chivalrous:  upon  the  clay 
Ei'.ch  sate  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute. 

Beside  bis  monarch  and  his  steed, 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute, 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need. 
Among  the  rest,  Mazeppa  made 
His  pillow  in  an  old  oak's  shade — 
Himself  as  rough,  and  scarce  less  old, 
The  Ukraine's  hetjuan,  calm  and  bold  ; 
But  first,  outspent  with  this  long  course 
The  Cossack  prince  rubb'd  down  his  horse, 
And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed, 

And  smoothed  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane. 
And  slack'd  his  girth,  and  stripp'd  his  rein^ 
And  joy'd  to  see  how  well  he  fed  : 
For  until  now  he  had  the  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browse  beneath  the  midnight  dews : 
But  he  was  hardy  as  his  lord, 
And  little  cared  for  bed  and  board  ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too; 
Whate'er  was  to  be  done,  would  do. 
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SIiap:,£?y  and  swift,  and  stronp:  of  limb, 

AH  Tartar-like  be  carried  him  ; 

Obey'd  his  voice,  and  came  to  call, 

And  knew  him  jji  the  midst  of  all : 

Though  thousanils  were  around, — and  Night, 

Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight, — 

That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 

His  chief  would  follow  like  a  fawn. 

IV. 
This  done,  Mazeppa  spread  his  cloak, 
And  laid  his  lauce  beneath  his  oak, 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
The  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood — 
If  still  the  powder  fill'd  the  pan. 

And  flints  imloosen'dkept  their  lock — 

His  sabre's  hilt  and  scabbard  felt, 

And  whether  they  had  chafed  his  belt — 

And  next  the  venerable  man, 

From  out  his  havresack  and  can. 

Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock  ; 

And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 

The  whole  or  portion  offer 'd  then 

With  far  less  of  inquietude 

Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 

And  Charles  of  this  his  slender  share 

With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there, 

To  force  a  cheer  a  greater  show. 

And  seem  above  boih  wounds  and  woe; — 

And  then  he  said — "  Of  all  our  band, 

*'  Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand, 

*'  In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 

'^  Can  less  have  said  or  more  have  done 

"  Than  thee,  Mazei)pa  !   On  the  earth 

"  So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birtli, 

"  Since  Alexander's  days  till  now, 

"  As  thy  Bucephalus  and  tliGu  : 

"  All  Scythia's  fame  to  thine  should  yield 

^'For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  field." 

Mazeppa  answer'd — "  111  betide 

*•  The  school  wherein  I  learn 'd  to  ride  !" 

Quoth  Charles— "Old  Hetman,  wherefore  so, 

*<  Since  thou  hast  learn'd  tiie  art  so  well  ?" 
Mazeppa  said — "  'Twere  long  to  tell; 
And  we  have  many  a  league  to  go, 
With  every  now  and  theii  a  blow, 
And  ten  to  one  at  least  the  foe, 
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Before  our  steeds  may  graze  at  ease 

Beyond  the  swift  Borysthenes  : 

And,  sire,  your  limbs  have  need  of  rest, 

And  t  will  be  the  centinel 

Of  this  your  troop." — "But  I  request," 

Said  Sweden's  monarch,  "  thou  wilt  tell 

This  tale  of  thine,  and  I  may  reap, 

Perchance,  of  this  the  boon  of  sleep, 

For  at  this  moment  from  my  eyes 

The  hope  of  present  slumber  flies." 

"  U'ell,  sire,  with  such  a  hope,  I'll  tracK 

My  seventy  years  of  memory  back  : 

I  think  'twas  in  my  twentieth  spring, — 

Ay,  'twas, — when  Cusimir  was  king — 

John  Casimir, — I  was  his  page 

Six  summers,  in  my  earlier  age  ; 

A  learned  monarch,  faith  !  was  he, 

And  most  unlike  your  majesty  : 

He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 

New  realms  to  lose  them  back  again  ; 

And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw's  diet) 

He  reign'd  in  most  unseemly  quiet ; 

Not  that  he  had  no  cares  to  vex, 

He  loved  the  muses  and  the  sex ; 

And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are, 

They  made  him  wish  himself  at  war  ; 

But  soon  his  wrath  being  o'er  he  took 

Another  mistress,  or  new  book  : 

And  then  he  gave  prodigious  fetes — 

All  Warsaw  gathsr'd  round  his  gates 

To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court. 

And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port ; 

He  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 

So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one. 

Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a  satire, 

And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 

It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mimes. 

Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes  ; 

Even  I  for  once  produced  some  verses, 

And  signed  my  odes  '  Despairing  Thirsis.' 

There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 

A  count  of  far  and  high  descent. 
Rich  as  a  salt  or  silver  mine  ;  * 

»  This  comparison  of  a  "  salt  mine"  may  perhaps  be  per- 
mitted to  a  Pole,  as  the  wealth  of  the  country  consists  greatly 
in  the  salt  mines* 
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And  he  was  proud,  je  may  divine, 

As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent : 
He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 

As  few  could  match  beneath  the  throne  ^ 
And  he  would  gaze  upon  his  store, 
And  o'er  his  pedigree  would  pore, 
Until  by  some  coniusion  led, 
Which  almost  look'd  like  want  of  head, 

He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own- 
His  wife  was  not  of  his  opiidon — 

His  junior  she  hv  thirty  years — 
Grew  daily  tired  m  his  dominion  ; 

And,  after  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears, 

To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears, 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances 
At  Warsaw's  youth,  some  songs,  and  dances, 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances, 
Those  happy  accidents  which  render, 
The  coldest  dames  so  very  tender, 
To  deck  her  Count  with  titles  given, 
'Tis  said,  as  passports  into  heaven  ; 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  boast 
Of  these  who  have  deserved  them  most. 


V. 

*'  I  was  a  goodly  stripling  then ; 

At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say, 
That  there  were  few,  or  boys  or  men, 

Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day, 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight's  degree. 
Could  vie  in  vanities  with  me  ; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaietj', 
A  port,  not  like  to  this  ye  see, 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  rugged  now  5 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  have  ploughM 
My  very  soul  from  out  my  brow  ; 

And  thus  I  should  be  disavow'd 
By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  could  tiiey 
Coni[iare  my  day  and  yesterday  ; 
This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 
Had  ta'en  my  features  lor  his  page  : 
With  years,  ye  know,  have  not  declined 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind, 
Or  at  this  houu  I  should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree, 
With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 
But  let  me  on  :  Thcrt.«.i's  form — 
B  2 


1«  MAZEPPA. 

Metbinks  it  glides  before  me  now. 
Between  me  and  yon  cbesnut's  bough, 
Tiie  memor.v  is  so  quick  and  warm  ; 
And  yet  I  find  no  words  to  tell 
The  sbape  ol'ber  I  loved  so  well  : 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye, 

Such  as  our  Turkish  neighbourhood 

Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  blood, 
Dark  as  above  us  in  the  sky  ; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light, 
Like  tlie  first  mooin-ise  of  midnight ; 
Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  stream, 
Which  seem'd  to  melt  to  its  own  beam  ; 
All  love,  half  langour,  and  half  fire. 
Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire, 
And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  high, 
As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die.         i 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake, 

Transparent  wit!)  the  sun  therein. 
When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make. 

And  heaven  beholds  her  lace  within., 
A  cheek  and  lip — but  why  proceed  ? 

I  loved  her  then— I  love  her  still ; 
And  such  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes — in  good  nvd  ilU 
But  still  we  love  even  in  outrage, 
And  haunted  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past, 
As  is  Mazeppa  to  the  last. 


"^  We  met — we  gazed — I  saw,  andslgh'it, 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied  ; 

There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines — 

Involuntary  sparks  of  thought. 

Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  overwrought. 

And  form  a  strange  intelligence. 

Alike  mysterious  and  intense, 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds, 

Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds  j 

Conveying,  cis  the  electric  wire. 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire. — 

I  saw,  and  sigh'd—  in  silence  wept, 

And  still  reluctant  distance  kept, 

Until  1  was  made  known  to  her. 

And  we  might  then  and  there  coniei 
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Without  suspicion— then,  even  then^ 

I  long'd,  and  was  resolved  to  speak  j 
But  on  my  lips  they  died  again, 

The  accents  tremulous  and  weak^ 
Until  one  hour. — There  is  a  game, 

A  frivolous  and  foolish  play, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day  j 
It  is — I  have  forgot  the  name — 
And  we  to  this,  it  seems,  w-ere  set, 
By  some  strange  chance,  which  I  forget : 
1  reck'd  not  if  1  won  or  lost. 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh  !  to  see 
The  being  whom  I  loved  the  most. — • 
I  watch 'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 
(May  ours  this  dark  night  watch  as  well !) 
Until  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was. 
That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain  ;  but  still 
Play'd  on  lor  hours,  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 
Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  paat 
Even  as  a  Hash  of  lightening  there, 
That  there  was  something  in  her  air 
V\'hich  would  not  doom  me  to  despair; 
And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 

All  incoherent  as  they  were — 
Their  eloquence  was  little  worth. 
But  yet  she  listeii'd — 'tis  enough — 
\V'^ho  listens  once  will  listen  twice  ; 

Her  heart,  l)e  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 
And  one  refusal  no  rebull"! 

vn. 

"  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again — 
They  tell  ma.  Sire,  you  never  knevr 
Those  gentle  Irailties  ;  if  'tis  true, 

I  shorten  all  my  Joy  or  pain  ; 

To  you  'iwould  seem  absurd  as  vain  ; 

But  all  men  are  not  born  to  reign, 

Or  o'er  their  passions,  or  as  you 

Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too. 

I  am — or  rather  was — a  prince, 

A  chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  on  wlsera  each  would  foremost  bleed  ^ 

Biit  could  not  o'ci  myself  evince 
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The  like  control— But  to  resume  : 
I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again  ; 
In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom, 

But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain. — 
We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 
Which  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 
Was  fiery  Expectation's  dower- 
My  days  and  nights  were  nothing — all 
Except  that  hour,  which  doth  recall 
In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  age 
No  other  like  itself — I'd  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 
It  o'er  once  more — and  be  a  page, 
The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 
Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 
And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  health.— 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet. 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that — I  would  have  given 
My  life  but  to  have  calPd  her  mine 
In  the  full  view  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 

For  I  did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  we  could  only  meet  by  stealth. 

VIIT. 

"  For  lovers  there  are  niiiny  eyes, 

And  such  there  were  on  us  ; — the  devil 

On  such  occasion  should  be  civil — 
The  devil — I'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong. 

It  might  be  some  untoward  saint, 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long. 

But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  vent — 
But  one  fair  night,  some  lurking  spies 
Surprised  and  seized  us  both. 
Tlie  Count  was  something  more  than  wroth- 
I  was  unarm'd  ;  but  if  in  steel, 
All  cap-a-pie  from  head  to  heel. 
What  'gainst  their  nunibers  could  I  do  ?  — 
'Twas  near  his  castle,  far  away 

From  city  or  from  succour  near, 
And  almost  on  the  break  of  day  ; 
I  did  not  think  to  see  another, 

My  moments  seem'd  reduced  to  few  ; 
And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 

And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two,^ 
As  I  resign 'd  me  to  my  fate, 
They  led  me  to  the  castle  gate  : 
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Theresa's  doom  T  never  knew, 
Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate. — 
An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine, 
Was  he,  the  pround  Count  Palatine  j 
And  he  had  reason  good  to  be. 

But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 

An  accident  should  chance  to  touch 
Upon  his  future  pedigree  ; 
Nor  less  amazed,  that  such  a  blot 
His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got, 
Wliile  he  was  highest  of  his  line  ; 

Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 

The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 
In  others'  eyes,  anU  most  in  mine. 
'Sdeath  !  with  a  page — perchance  a  king 
Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing  ; 
But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page- 
I  felt— but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

IX. 

"  *  Bring  forth  the  horse  I' — the  horse  was  brought ; 

In  truth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

A  Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed, 
Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  in  his  limbs  ;  but  he  was  wild. 

Wild  as  the  wild  dear,  and  untaught, 
With  spur  and  bridle  undefiled — 

'Twas  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught ; 
And  snorting,  with  erected  mane, 
And  struggling  fiercely,  but  in  vain. 
In  the  full  foam  of  wrath  and  dread 
To  me  the  desert-born  was  led  :        "^ 
They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throng. 
Upon  his  back  with  many  a  thong; 
Then  loosed  him  with  a  sudden  lash — 
Away  ! — away  ! — and  on  we  dash  ! — 
Torrents  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 


"  Away! 

I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on  : 

'Twas  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day, 

And  on  he  foam 'd— away  .'  —  away  ! — 

The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose, 

As  I  was  darted  from  my  I'oes, 

Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter. 

Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 
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A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout 

With  sudden  wrath  I  wrenched  my  head, 

And  snapp'd  the  cord  which  to  the  mane 

Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein, 
And,  writhing  lialf  my  form  about, 
Howl'd  back  my  course  ;  but  'midst  the  tread. 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed, 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  or  heed : 
It  vexes  me — for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  well  in  after  days  : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate, 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight. 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass. 

Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass, 
Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was  : 
1  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaze. 
Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft, 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch'd  and  blackening  roof. 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proof, 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain, 
When  lanch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash, 
They  bade  mo  to  destruction  dash. 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 
They  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank, 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide, 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank  : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 
For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  even — 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour. 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforgiven, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

XI. 

"  Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 
All  human  dwellings  left  behind  ; 
W^e  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky, 
When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  chequer'd  with  the  northern  light : 
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Town — villiage — none  were  on  our  track, 

But  a  wild  plain  of  far  extent, 
And  bounded  bj'  a  forest  black  ; 

And,  save  the  scarce  seen  battlement 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold, 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old, 
No  trace  of  man.     The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o'er  ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod, 
The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod  :  — 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray, 

And  a  low  breeze  crept  moaning  by — 

I  could  have  answer 'd  with  a  sigh — 
But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away — 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray  ; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  courser's  bristling  mane  ; 
But,  snorting  still  with  rage  and  fear, 
He  flew  upon  hia  far  career  : 
At  times  1  almost  thought,  indeed, 
He  must  have  slacken 'd  in  his  speed  ; 
But  no— my  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might. 
And  aierely  like  a  spur  became  : 
Each  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
My  swoln  limbs  from  their  agony 

Increased  his  fury  and  affright : 
I  tried  my  voice, — 'twas  faint  and  low, 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  from  a  blow  ; 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  tempest's  clang  : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore. 
Which,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er ; 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  something  fierier  far  than  flame. 

xn. 

"■  We  near'd  the  wild  wood — 'twas  so  wide, 

I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side  ; 

'Twas  stutlded  with  old  sturdy  trees. 

That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breeze 

Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 

And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 

But  thase  were  few,  and  far  between 

Set  thick  with  sihrubs  more  young  and  green, 

Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves, 

Ere  strown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
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That  nip  the  forest's  iblia^e  dead, 
Discolour'd  with  a  lifeless  red, 
Which  stands  thereon  like  stiften'd  gore 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle's  o'er, 
And  some  long  winter's  night  hath  shed 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tombless  head, 
So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  unpierc'd  each  iVozen  cheek  : 
'Twus  a  wild  waste  of  underwood, 
And  here  and  there  a  chesnut  stood, 
The  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine  ; 

But  far  apart—  and  well  it  were. 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine — 

The  boughs  gave  waj-,  and  did  not  tear 
My  limbs  ;  and  I  i'ound  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  cold — 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind. 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind  ; 
By  night  I  heaid  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  back. 
With  their  long  gallop,  which  can  tire 
The  hound's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  fire  : 
Where'er  we  flew,  they  foUow'd  on. 
Nor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun  ; 
Behind  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  rood, 
At  day-break  winding  through  the  wood. 
And  thiougli  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat. 
Oh  !  how  1  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword, 
At  least  to  die  arnidst  Ihe  horde, 
And  perish—  if  it  must  be  so — 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe. 
When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won. 
But  now  I  doubted  strength  and  speed. 
Vain  doubt!  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerv'd  him  like  the  mountain-roe  ; 
Nor  faster  falls  the  blinding  snow 
Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  the  door 
Whose  threshold  he  shall  cross  no  more, 
Bewiider'd  wilh  the  dazzling  blast. 
Than  through  the  forest-paths  he  past— 
Untired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild  ; 
All  furious  as  a  favoiu''d  child 
Baik'd  of  its  wish  ;  or  fiercer  still— 
A  woman  piciued— who  has  her  will. 
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xin. 


*'  The  wood  was  past ;  'twas  more  than  nooii) 

But  chill  the  air,  although  in  June ; 

Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold  — 

Prolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold  ; 

And  I  was  then  not  what  I  seem, 

But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream, 

And  wore  my  leelings  out  before 

I  well  could  count  their  causes  o'er  : 

And  what  with  lury,  fear,  and  wrath, 

The  tortures  which  beset  my  path, 

Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress, 

Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness : 

Sprung  from  a  race  whose  rising  blood 

When  slirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood, 

And  trodden  hard  upon,  is  like 

The  rattle-snake's,  in  act  to  strike, 

^Vhat  marvel  if  this  worn-out  trunk 

Beneath  it*  woes  a  moment  sunk  ? 

'J  he  earth  gave  waj',  the  skies  roU'd  round, 

I  seem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground ; 

But  err'd,  for  I  was  fastly  bound. 

]My  heart  turn'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore, 

And  throbb'd  awmle,  then  beat  no  more  : 

The  skies  spmi  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 

]  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel, 

And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes. 

Which  saw  no  i'arther  ;  he  who  dies 

Can  ilie  no  more  than  then  I  died. 

O'ertortured  by  that  ghastly  ride, 

1  felt  the  blackness  come  and  go, 

And  strove  to  wake  \  but  could  not  make 
My  senses  climb  up  from  below  : 
1  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea. 
When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o'er  thee. 
At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm, 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  as 
The  fancied  lights  that  flitting  pass 
Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain  ; 
But  soon  it  pass'd,  with  little  pain," 
But  a  confusion  worse  than  such  : 
I  own  that  1  should  deem  it  much, 
Dying,  to  feel  the  same  again  ; 
And  yet  f  do  suppose  we  must 
Feel  lav  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 

VOL.    II.  C 
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No  matter  :  I  have  Irared  my  brow 
Full  in  death's  face— belore— and  now. 

XIV. 

"  My  thoughts  came  back  ;  where  was  I  ?  Cold, 
And  numb,  and  giddy  :  pulse  by  pulse 

Life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold. 

And  throb  by  throb  :  till  grown  a  pang 
Which  for  a  moment  would  convulse, 
My  blood  reflow'd,  though  thick  and  chill; 

My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang, 
My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 

My  sight  return'd,  though  dim  ;  alas  ! 

And  thicken 'd  as  it  were,  with  glass. 

Methought  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh  ; 

There  was  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky, 

Studded  with  stars  ;—  it  is  no  dream  ; 

The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream  ! 

The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 

Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide. 

And  we  are  half-way,  struggling  o'er 

To  yon  unknown  and  silent  shore. 

The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance, 

And  with  a  temporary  strength 
My  stiffen 'd  limbs  were  rebaptized. 

My  courser's  broad  breast  proudly  braves 

And  dashes  off  the  ascending  waves, 

And  onward  we  advance  I 

We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length, 
A  haven  I  but  little  prized, 

For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear. 

And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 

How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 

In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay, 

I  could  not  tell :   I  scarcely  knew 

If  this  were  human  breath  I  drew. 

XV. 

"  With  glossy  skin,  and  dripping  mane. 

And  reeling  limbs,  and  reeking  flank, 
The  wild  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  strain 

Up  the  repelling  bank. 
We  gain  the  top  :  a  boundless  plain 
Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  night. 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems, 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreams, 
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To  stretch  beyond  the  sight ; 

And  here  and  tliere  a  speck  of  white. 

Or  scattered  spot  ol  dusky  green, 
fn  masses  broke  into  the  light, 
As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right. 

But  nought  distinctly  seen 
In  the  dim  waste  would  indicate 
The  omen  of  a  cottage  gate  ; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afar 
Stood  like  a  hospitable  star  5 
Not  even  an  ignis-fatuus  rose 
To  make  him  merry  with  my  woes  : 

That  very  cheat  had  cheer'd  me  then  : 
Although  detected,  welcome  still. 
Reminding  me,  through  every  ill, 

Of  the  abodes  of  men, 

XVL 

"  Onward  we  went — but  slack  and  slow  ; 

His  savage  force  at  length  o'erspent, 
The  drooping  courser,  faint  and  low 

All  feebly  foaming  went. 
A  sickly  inlant  had  had  power 
To  guide  him  forward  in  that  hour  ; 

But  useless  all  to  me. 
His  new-born  tameness  nought  avail'd, 
My  limbs  were  bound;  my  force  had  faiPd, 

Perchance,  had  tiiey  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied — 

But  still  it  was  in  vain  ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more, 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er, 

Which  but  proloDg'd  their  pain  : 
The  dizzy  race  seem'd  almost  dont^. 
Although  no  goal  was  nearly  won  ; 
Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  sun — 

How  slow,  alas  1  he  came  I 
Methought  that  mist  of  dawning  gray 
Would  never  dapple  into  day  ; 
How  heavily  it  roll'd  away — 

Before  the  eastern  Hame 
Rose  crimson,  and  deposed  the  stars. 
And  calPd  the  radiance  from  their  tars, 
And  fill'd  the  earth,  from  his  deep  throne, 
With  lonely  lustre.,  all  bis  o'\ii. 
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XVIf. 


*'  Up  rose  the  sun  ;  the  mists  were  curl'd 
Back  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — behind — belore  ; 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o^er 
Plain,  iorest,  river  ?  Man  nor  brute, 
Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot. 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil ; 
The  very  air  was  mute  ; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  born, 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  was  borne 
from  herb  nor  thicket.     Many  a  werst, 
Panting  as  if  his  heart  would  burst. 
The  weary  brule  still  stagger'd  on ; 
And  still  we  were — or  seem'd — alone  : 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 
Methought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh. 
From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 
Is  it  the  wind  those  branches  stirs? 
No,  no  !  from  out  the  forest  prance 

A  trampling  troop  ;  I  see  them  come  ! 
In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance  I 

I  strove  to  cry — my  lips  were  dumb. 
The  steeds  rush  on  in  plunging  pride  ; 
But  where  are  they  the  reins  to  guide  ? 
A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride  ! 
With  flowing  tail,  and  flying  mane, 
^V'ide  nostrils — never  stretched  by  pain, 
Mouths  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rein, 
And  feet  that  iron  never  shod. 
And  flanks  unscarr'd  by  spur  or  rod, 
A  thousand  horse,  the  wild,  the  free. 
Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea. 

Came  thickly  thundering  on, 
As  if  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 
The  sight  re-nerv'd  my  courser's  feet, 
A  moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet, 
A  moment,  with  a  laint  low  neigh, 

He  answer'd,  and  then  fell ; 
With  gasps  and  glazing  eyes  be  lay. 

And  reeking  limbs  immoveable. 
His  first  and  last  career  is  done  I 
On  came  the  troop — they  saw  him  stoop, 

They  saw  me  strangely  bound  along 

His  back  with  many  a  bloody  thong  : 
They  stop— they  start — they  snuff  the  air, 
Gallop  a  moment  here  and  there, 
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Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  and  round, 
Then  plunging  back  with  sudden  bound, 
Headed  by  one  black  mighty  steed, 
V/ho  seem'd  the  patriarch  of  Jiis  breed, 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair. 
Of  white  upon  his  shaggy  hide  ; 
They  snort — they  foam — neigh — swerve  aside, 
And  backward  to  the  forest  fly, 
]}y  instinct,  from  a  human  eye. — 

They  left  me  there,  to  my  despair, 
Link'd  to  the  dead  and  stillening  wretch, 
Whose  lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretch, 
Relieved  from  that  unwonted  weight, 
From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 
Nor  him  nor  me — and  there  we  lay 

The  dying  on  the  dead  I 
I  little  deem'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helpless  head, 

"  And  there  from  morn  till  twilight  bound, 

I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  see 

My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me. 

In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind. 

That  makes  us  feel  at  length  resign'd 

To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 

Presents  the  worst  and   last  of  fears 

Inevitable — even  a  boon. 

Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon  ; 

Yet  shunn'd  and  dreaded  with  such  care. 

As  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  might  escape  : 
At  times  both  wished  for  and  implored. 
At  times  sought  with  self-pointed  sword, 
Yet  still  a  d;!ik  and  hideous  close 
To  even  intolerable  woes, 

And  welcome  in  no  shape. 
And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasin'e. 
They  wiio  have  revel! 'd  beyond  measure 
In  beaut)',  wassail,  wine  and  treasure. 
Die  calm,  or  calmer,  oit,  than  he 
\V'ho.-^e  heritage  was  misery  : 
J'or  he  wlio  hath  in  turn  run  through 
All  that  was  beautiful  and  new, 

Hatli  nought  to  hope,  aiul  nought  to  leave  ; 
And  save  the  future,  (which  is  view'd 
Not  quite  as  men  are  base  or  good. 
But  as  I  heir  nerves  may  be  endued). 

With  nought  perhajis  to  grieve :  — 
C  2 
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The  wretch  still  hopes  his  woes  must  end, 
And  Death,  whom  he  sliouki  ileem  his  friend, 
Appears,  to  his  distemper'd  eyes, 
Arrived  to  rob  him  ol'  his  prize. 
The  tree  of  this  new  Paradise. 
To-morrow  would  have  given  him  all, 
I*epKid  his  pangs,  repair'd  his  fall ; 
To-morrow  would  have  been  the  first 
Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  curst. 
But  brig!it,  and  long,  and  beckoning  years, 
Seen  dazzling  through  Uie  mist  of  tears. 
Guerdon  of  many  a  painful  hour  ; 
To-morro\,v  would  have  given  him  power 
To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save — 
And  iVAisi  it  dawn  upon  Lis  grave  ? 

XVIII. 

"  The  sun  was  sinking — still  I  lay 

Chain'dto  the  chill  and  stitlening  steed, 
I  thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay  ; 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  need, 

No  ho[.e  arose  of  being  ireed  : 
I  cast  my  last  looks  up  the  sky, 

And  there  between  me  and  the  sun 
I  saw  the  expecting  raven  fly, 
Who  scarce  would  wait  till  both  should  die, 

Ere  his  repast  begun  ; 
He  flew,  and  perched,  then  flew  once  more. 
And  each  time  nearer  than  before  ; 
I  saw  his  wing  through  twilight  flit. 
And  once  so  near  me  he  alit 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength 
But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand. 
And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand, 
The  exerted  throat's  faint  struggling  noise, 
Which  scarcely  could  be  cail'd  a  voice, 

Together  scared  him  otV  at  length. — 
I  know  no  more — my  latest  dream 

Is  someUiing  of  a  lovely  star 

Which  fix'u  my  dull  eyes  from  afar, 
And  went  and  came  with  wandering  beam;^ 
And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 
Sensation  of  recurring  sense, 
And  then  subsiding  back  to  death, 
And  then  again  a  little  breath, 
A  little  thrill,  a  short  suspense. 

An  icy  sickness  curdling  o'er 
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My  heart,  and  sparks  that  cross\l  my  brain    - 
A  f?asp,  a  throb,  a  start  of  pain, 
A  sigh,  and  nothing  more, 

XIX. 

"  I  woke — Where  was  I  ? — Do  I  see 
A  human  lace  look  down  on  me  ? 
And  doth  a  root'  above  me  close  ? 
Do  tliese  limbs  on  a  couch  repose  ? 
Is  this  a  chamber  where  I  lie  ? 
And  is  it  mortal,  yon  bright  eye. 
That  watches  me  with  gentle  glance  ? 

I  closed  my  own  again  once  more. 
As  doubtful  that  the  former  trance 
Could  not  as  yet  be  o'er. 
A  slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  tall. 
Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  wall ; 
The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  caught. 
Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought ; 
For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 
A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 
With  her  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free  : 
I  gazed,  and  gazed,  until  I  knew 
No  vision  it  could  be, — 
But  that  I  lived,  and  was  released 
From  a(Uling  to  the  vulture's  feast : 
And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 
My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseaPd, 
She  smiled — and  I  essay'd  to  speak, 

But  fail'd — and  she  approach'd,  and  made 
With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 
I  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 
The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 
Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free  ; 
And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid, 
And  smoolh'dthe  pillow  lor  my  head. 
And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 

And  gently  oped  the  door  and  spake 
In  whispers — ne'er  was  voice  so  sweet  ! 
Even  music  follow'd  her  light  feet; — 

But  those  she  cali'd  were  not  awake, 
And  she  went  forth  ;  but,  ere  she  pass'd. 
Another  look  on  me  she  cast, 

Anotlier  sign  she  made,  to  say, 
That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 
Were  near,  at  my  command  or  call, 

And  she  would  not  delay 
Her  due  return  : — while  she  was  gone, 
iMethought  I  felt  too  much  alone. 
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XX. 


She  came  with  mother  and  with  sire — 
What  need  ol"  more  ?—  I  will  not  tire 
With  long  recital  of  the  rest, 
Since  I  became  the  Cossacks*  guest  : 
They  found  me  senseless  on  the  plain — 

They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut — 
They  brought  me  into  life  again — 
Me — one  day  o'er  their  realm  to  reign  ! 

Thus  the  vain  fool  who  strove  to  glut 
His  rage,  refining  on  my  pain, 

Sent  me  forth  to  the  wilderness, 
Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone, 
To  pass  the  desert  to  a  throne, — 

What  mortal  his  own  doom  may  guess?  — 

Let  none  despond,  let  none  despair  ! 
To-morrow  the  Borysthenes 
May  see  our  coursers  graze  at  ease 
Upon  his  Turkish  bank, — and  never 
Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 

As  I  shall  yield  when  safely  there. 
Comrades,  good  night !"— The  Hetman  threvr 

His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  shade. 

With  leafy  couch  already  made, 
A  bed  not  comfortless  nor  new 
To  him,  who  took  his  rest  whene'er 
The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  where  : 

His  eyes  the  hastening  slumbers  steep. 
And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 
To  thank  his  tale,  he  wonder'd  not,— 
The  king  had  been  an  hour  asleep. 
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SHE    WALKS    IN    BEAUTV. 


She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies  ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  a«pect  and  her  eyes  : 

Thus  niellow'd  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 


One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less, 
Had  half  impaired  the  nameless  grace 

Which  waves  in  every  raven  tress, 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face  ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling  place. 

.3. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow, 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow, 

But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  heart  whose  love  is  innocent ! 


THE    HAnP    THE    MONARCH    MINSTRK' 


The  harp  the  monarch  minstrel  swept. 
The  King  of  men,  the  loved  of  Heaven, 

Which  Music  hallowM  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given, 
Redoubled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are  riven 
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It  softened  men  of  iron  mould, 

It  gave  ihem  virtues  not  their  own  ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold, 
That  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone, 
Till  David's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  his  throne  ! 

2. 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  King, 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God  ; 
It  made  our  gladden 'd  valleys  ring, 

The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod ; 

Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there  abode  ! 
Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more, 

Devotion,  and  her  daughter  Love, 
Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 

To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above, 

In  dreams  that  day's  broad  light  can  not  remove. 


IF   THAT   HIGH    WORLD. 


If  that  high  world,  which  lies  beyond 

Our  own,  surviving  Love  endears  ; 
If  there  the  cherished  heart  be  fond, 

The  eye  the  same,  except  in  tears — 
How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres  \ 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die  ! 
To  soar  from  earth  and  find  all  fears 

Lost  in  thy  light—  Eternity  ! 

2. 

It  must  be  so  :  'tis  not  for  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink  ; 
And  striving  to  overleap  the  gulf, 

Yet  cling  to  Being's  severing  link. 
Oh  !  in  that  future  let  us  think 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  that  shares, 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink. 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathless  theirs ! 
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THE    WILD    GAZELLE. 


1. 

The  wild  gazelle  on  Judah's  liills 

Exulting- yet  may  bound, 
And  drink  iVom  all  the  living  rills 

That  gush  on  holy  ground  ; 
Its  airy  step  and  glorious  eye 
May  glance  in  tameless  transport  by :  — 

2. 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright. 

Hath  Judah  witness'd  there ; 
And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 

Inhabitants  more  fair. 
The  cedars  wave  on  Lebanon, 
But  Judah's  statelier  maids  are  gone  ! 

3. 
More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those  plains 

Than  Israel's  scatter'd  race  ; 
For,  taking  root,  it  there  remains 

In  solitary  grace  : 
It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth, 
It  will  not  live  in  other  earth. 

4. 

But  we  must  wander  witheringly, 

In  other  lands  to  die  ; 
And  where  our  fathers'  ashes  be, 

Our  own  may  never  lie  : 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone, 
And  Mockery  sits  on  Salem's  throne. 


weep  for  those. 


1. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream  ; 
Weep  lor  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ; 
Mourn— where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  Godless  dwell 


And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
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And  Judab's  melody  once  more  rejoice 

The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice 


Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast, 
How  snail  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild-dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 
Mankind  their  country— Israel  but  the  grave! 


JBPHTHA'S    DAUGHTER. 


Since  our  Country,  our  God — Oh,  my  Sire  ! 
Demand  that  thy  Daughter  expire; 
Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  the  bosom  that  's  bared  for  thee  now  ! 

2. 
And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er, 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more  : 
If  the  hand  thai  1  love  lay  me  low, 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow  ! 

3. 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  Father !  be  sure 
That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 
As  the  blessings  f  beg  ere  it  flow, 
And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 


Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Be  the  judge  and  the  hero  unbent ! 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee, 
And  my  Father  and  Couiitry  are  free  ! 

5. 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gush'd. 
When  the  voice  that  tliou  lovest  is  hush'd, 
Let  my  memory  still  be  tiiy  pride, 
And  forget  not  I  smiled  as  I  died  ! 


HEBREW    MELODIES.  35 


ON    JORDAN'S    BANKS. 


On  Jordan's  banks  the  Arab's  camels  stray, 

On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray, 

The  Baal  adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep — 

Yet  there— even  there— Oh  God  !  thy  thunders  sleep  '. 


There— where  thy  finger  scorched  the  tablet  stone  ! 
There — where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people  shone  ! 
Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire  : 
Thyself — none  living  see  and  not  expire  ! 

3. 

Oh  !  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear! 
Sweep  from  his  shiver'd  hand  the  oppressor's  spear  ! 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod  ! 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipless,  Oh  God  ! 


OH  !  snatch'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom. 

1. 

Oh  !  snatch'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom. 
On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderous  tomb ; 
But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year  ; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom  : 


And  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head, 

And  feed  deep  thought  with  many  a  dream. 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  tread  ; 
Fond  wret«h  !  as  if  her  step  disturb'd  the  dead  ! 


Away  !  we  know  that  tears  are  vain, 
That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distress  : 

Will  this  unteach  us  to  complain  ? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less? 

And  thou — who  tell'st  me  to  forget. 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 

OL.    11.  D 
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MY    SOUL    IS    DARK. 


My  soul  is  dark — Oh  !  quickly  string 

The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  hear  ; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  dear, 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again  ! 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

^Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  my  brain  ! 


But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep, 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first : 
I  tell  thee,  minstrel,  J  must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst ; 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst, 

And  ached  in  sleepless  silence  long; 
And  now  'tis  doom'd  to  know  the  worst, 

And  break  at  once — or  yield  to  song. 


I    SAW    THEE    WEEP. 


I  saw  thee  weep — the  big  bright  tear 

Came  o'er  that  eye  of  blue  ; 
And  then  melhought  it  did  appear 

A  violet  dropping  dew  : 
I  saw  thee  smile— the  sapphire's  blaze 

Beside  fhee  ceased  to  shine  ; 
It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 

That  fiU'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

2. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  die. 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 

Can  banish  from  the  sky. 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart ; 
Their  sunshine  leaves  a  glow  behind 

That  lightens  o'er  the  heart. 
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THY    DAVS    ARE    DONE. 
1. 

Thy  days  are  done,  thy  fame  begun  ; 

Thy  country's  strains  record 
The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  Son, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword  ! 
The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  won, 

The  freedom  he  restored  ! 

2. 

Though  thou  art  fall'n,  while  we  are  free 

Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death  ! 
The  generous  blood  that  flowed  from  thee 

Disdain'd  to  »iiik  beneath  : 

Within  our  veins  its  currents  be, 

Thy  spirit  on  our  breath  ! 

3. 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along. 

Shall  be  the  battle-word  ! 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

From  virgin  voices  pour'd  ! 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong ; 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST  BATTLE. 
1. 

Warriors  and  Chiefs  !  should  the  shaft  or  the  sword 
Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 
Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in  your  path  : 
Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Gath  ! 


Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow. 
Should  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  from  the  foe, 
Stretch  me  that  moment  in  blood  at  thy  feet ! 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not  to  meet. 


Farewell  to  others,  but  never  we  part, 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart ! 
Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway. 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day  ! 
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1. 

Thou  whose  spell  can  raise  the  dead, 
Bid  the  prophet's  form  appear. 

"  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head  ! 
"  King  !  behold  the  phantom  seer  I" 
Earth  yawn'd  :  he  stood  the  centre  of  a  cloud  : 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  shroud. 
Death  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye  ; 
His  band  was  wither'd,  and  his  veins  were  dry ; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whiteness,  glitter'd  there, 
Shrunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare 
From  lips  that  moved  not,  and  unbreathing  frame, 
Like  cavernM  winds,  the  hollow  accents  came. 
Saul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak. 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke, 

2. 

Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  ? 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  ? 
Is  it  thou,  O  King  !    Behold, 
Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold  ! 
Such  are  mine  ;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine  to-morrow,  when  with  me  : 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low. 
Pierced  by  shafts  of  many  a  bow  ; 
And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide  : 
Crownless,  breathless,  headless  fall, 
Son  and  sire,  the  house  of  Saul  I" 


ALL    IS   VANITY,    SAITH    THE    PREACHER. 


1. 

Fame,  wisdom,  love,  and  power  were  mine, 
And  health  and  youth  possess'd  me  j 

My  goblets  blushM  from  every  vine, 
And  lovely  forms  caress 'd  me  j 
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I  sunn'd  my  heart  in  benuty's  eyes, 

And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender  ; 
4.11  earth  can  give,  or  mortnl  prize, 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 


J  strive  to  number  o'er  what  days 
Remembrance  can  discover. 

Which  all  that  lile  or  earth  displays 
Would  lure  me  to  live  over. 

There  rose  no  daj-,  there  roU'd  no  hour 

Of  pleasure  unembitter'd ; 
And  not  a  trapping  deck'd  my  power 

That  galPd  not  while  it  glitter'd. 

3. 
The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 

And  spells,  is  won  from  harming  : 
But  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 

Oh  !  who  hath  power  of  charming  ? 

It  will  not  list  to  wisdom's  lore, 
Noi^iusic's  voice  can  lure  it ; 

But  there  it  stings  i'or  evermore 
The  soul  that  must  endure  it. 


WHEN    COLDNESS    WRAPS    THIS    SUFFERING    CLAT. 
1. 

When  coldness  wraps  this  suffering  clay. 

Ah,  whither  strays  the  immortal  mind? 
It  cannot  die,  it  cannot  stay, 

But  leaves  its  darken 'd  dust  behind. 
Then,  unemboiiied,  doth  it  trace 

By  steps  each  planet's  heavenly  way  ? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A  thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey  ? 


Eternal,  boundless,  undecay'd, 
A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all, 

All,  all  in  earth  or  ^kies  display'd, 
Shall  it  survey  :  shall  it  recall : 
D  2 
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Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds 
So  darkl)'  of  departed  years, 

In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 
And  all  that  was  at  once  appears. 


Before  Creation  peopled  earth, 

Its  eye  shall  roll  through  chaos  back  ; 
And  where  the  furthest  heaven  had  birth, 

The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 
And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes, 

Its  glance  dilate  o'er  all  to  be, 
While  sun  is  quench'd  or  system  breaks, 

Fix'd  in  its  own  eternity. 

4. 

Above  or  Love,   Hope,  Hate,  or  Fear, 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure  : 
An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year  ; 

lts,);gars  as  moments  shall  endure. 
A*way,  away,  without  a  wing. 

O'er  all,  through  all,  its  thoughts  shall  fly, 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing, 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


VISIOX    OF    BELSHAZZAa. 

1. 

The  King  was  on  his  throne. 

The  Satraps  throng'd  the  hall ; 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  high  festival. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold, 

In  Judah  deem'd  divine — 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

The  godless  Heathen's  Avine  ! 

2. 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall,  ' 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall, 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand ; 
The  fingers  of  a  man  ; — 

A  solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran, 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 
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3. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook, 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice  : 
All  bloodless  wax'd  his  look. 

And  tremulous  his  voice, 
*'  Let  the  men  of  lore  appear, 

"  The  wisest  of  the  earth, 
"  And  expound  the  words  of  fear 

<'  Which  mar  our  royal  mirth." 

4. 

Chaldea's  seers  are  good. 

But  here  they  have  no  skill : 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood 

Untold  and  awful  still. 
And  BabePs  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore  ; 
But  now  they  were  not  sage, 

They  saw — but  knew  no  more.^ 

5. 

A  captive  in  the  land, 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, 
He  heard  the  king's  command, 

He  saw  that  writing's  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view  ; 
He  read  it  on  that  night — 

The  morrow  proved  it  true. 


<'  Belshazzar's  grave  is  made, 

"  His  kingdom  pass'd  away, 
*'  He,  in  the  balance  weigh'd, 

"  Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 
"  The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state, 

*'  His  canopy  the  stone  ; 
"  The  Mede  is  at  his  gate  ! 

"  The  Persian  on  his  throne  l" 
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SUN    OF    THE    SLEEPLESS ! 

Sun  of  the  sleepless  I  melancholy  star  ! 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulously  far, 
That  show'st  the  darkness  thou  canst  not  dispel, 
How  like  art  thou  to  joy  rememberM  well  I 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  lays ; 
A  night-beam  Sorrow  watcheth  to  behold, 
Distinct,  but  distant — clear — but,  oh  how  cold ! 


WERE   MY    BOSOM    AS    FALSE   AS    THOU    DEEM'ST    IT    TO    BE. 


Were  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem'st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  have  wander'd  from  far  Galilee  : 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  creed  to  efface 

The  curse  which,  thou  say'st,  is  the  crime  of  my  race. 

2. 

If  the  bad  never  triumph,  then  God  is  with  thee  ! 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and  free  I 
If  the  Exile  on  earth  is  an  Outcast  on  high. 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

3-. 
I  have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou  canst  bestow, 
As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know  ; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heart,  and  my  hope — and  in  thine 
The  land  and  the  life  which  for  him  I  resign. 


HEROD'S    LAMENT    FOR    MARIAMNE 


1. 

Oh,  Mariamne  !  now  for  thee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  bled'st  is  bleeding 
Revenge  is  lost  in  agony, 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 
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Oh,  Mariamne  !  where  are  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading  : 
Ah,  couldst  thou — thou  wouklst  pardon  now, 

Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 


And  is  she  dead  ? — and  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  phrenzy's  jealous  raving  ? 
My  wrath  but  doom'd  my  own  despair  : 

The  sword  that  smote  her  's  o'er  me  waving. 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murder'd  love  ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above. 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

3. 

She  's  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem  ; 

Sne  sunk,  with  her  my  joj's  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah's  stem 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming  ; 
And  mine  's  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  hell. 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming  ; 
And  I  have  earned  those  tortures  well. 

Which  unconsumed  are  still  consuming ! 


ON    THE    DAY    OF    THE    DESTRUCTION    OF    JERUSALEM    BY 
TITUS. 

1. 

From  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  thy  once  holy  dome, 
1  beheld  thee.  Oh  Sion  !  when  render'd  to  Kome : 
'Twas  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of  thy  fall 
Flash 'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  thy  wall. 

2. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 
And  forgot  ior  a  moment  my  bondage  to  come  ; 
I  beheld  but  the  death-fire  that  fed  on  thy  fane, 
And  the  fast-fetter'd  hands  that  made  vengeance  in  vain. 
3. 

On  many  an  eve,   the  high  spot  whence  I  gazed 
Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  blazed  ; 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline. 
Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  that  shone  on  thy  shrine. 
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4. 

And  now  on  that  mountain  I  stood  on  that  day, 
But  T  mark'd  not  the  twilight-beam  melting  away; 
Oh  !  would  that  the  lightning  had  glared  in  its  stead, 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conqueror's  head  ! 

5. 
But  the  Gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profane 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to  reign  ; 
And  scatter'd  and  scorn'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
Our  worship,  oh  Father  !  is  only  for  thee. 


BY   THE    RIVERS    OF    BABYLON    WE    SAT    DOWN    AND    WEPT. 


1. 

We  sate  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughters, 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prey ; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters  ! 
Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 


While  sadly  we  gazed  on  the  river 
Which  rollM  on  in  freedom  below, 

They  demanded  the  song  ;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know  ! 

May  this  right  hand  be  wither'd  for  ever. 
Ere  it  string  our  high  harp  for  the  foe  ! 

3. 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended. 
Oh  Salem  !  its  sound  should  be  free  ; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were   ended, 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee  : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me  ! 
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THE    DESTRUCTION'   OF    SENNACHERIB. 


1. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  a  wolf  on  the  fold, 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold  ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea, 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

2. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer  is  green, 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen  : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hath  blown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  withered  and  strown. 

3. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd  : 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  waxM  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  ever  grew  still ! 

4. 
And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide. 
But  through  it  there  roU'd  not  the  breath  of  his  pride  : 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf. 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

5. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
VV^ith  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on  his  mail, 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

6. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal : 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord  ! 
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FROM   JOB. 


A  spirit  pass'd  before  me  :  I  beheld 

The  lace  of  Immortality  unveil'd — 

Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  save  mine — 

And  there  it  stood — all  formless — but  divine  : 

Along  iuy  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake: 

And  as  my  damp  hair  stiffened,  thus  it  spake : 

2. 

"  Is  man  more  just  than  God  ?    Is  man  more  pure 
"  Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  insecure  ? 
"  Creatures  of  clay — vain  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 
**  The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  more  just  ? 
"  Things  of  a  day  !   you  wither  ere  the  night, 
"Heedless  and  blind  to  Wisdom's  wasted  light!" 


END  OF  THE  HEBREW  MELODIES. 


ODE 


NAPOLEOiS   BUONAPARTE, 


Expende  Annibalem  :— quot  libras  in  duce  summo 

■  Invenies  ? ^' 

Juvenal)  Sat.  X. 


"  The  Emperor  Nepos  was  acknowleged  by  the  Senate,  by 
the  Italians,  and  by  the  Provincials  of  Ga7d;  his  moral  virtues, 
and  military  talents,  were  lOudly  celebrated ;  and  those  who 
derived  any  private  benefit  from  his  government  announced  in 
prophetic  strains  the  restoration  of  public  felicity. 


By  this  shameful  abdication,  he  protracted  his  life  a  few  years? 
in  a  very  ambiguous  state,    between  an  Emperor  and  an  Exile? 

till » 

Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall,  vol.  vi.  p.  220. 


1. 


^Tis  done— but  yesterday  a  King ! 

And  arm'd  with  Kings  to  strive — 
And  now  thou  art  a  nameless  thing  i 

So  abject-  yet  alive  ! 
Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones. 
Who  strew'd  our  earth  with  hostile  bonesi 

And  can  he  thus  survive  ? 
Since  he,  miscalled  the  Morning  Star, 
Nor  man  nor  fiend  hath  fallen  so  far. 
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Ill-minded  man  !  why  scourge  thy  kind 

Who  bow'd  so  low  the  Icnee  ? 
By  gazing  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

Thou  taught'st  the  rest  to  see. 
With  might  unquestion'd — power  to  save- 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave 

To  those  that  worshipp'd  thee  : 
Nor  till  thy  fall  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  less  thau  littleness  ! 

3. 

Thanks  for  that  lesson — it  will  teach 

To  after- warriors  more 
Than  high  Philosophy  can  preach, 

And  vainly  preach'd  before. 
That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again. 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  Pagod  things  of  sabre-sway, 
With  fronts  of  brass,  and  feet  of  clay. 

4. 

The  triumph,  and  the  vanity, 

The  rapture  of  the  strife — (1) 
The  earthquake  voice  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life  ; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seem'd  made  but  to  obey, 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife- 
All  quell'd  ! — Dark  Spirit !  what  roust  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memory  ! 


The  Desolator  desolate  ! 

The  Victor  overthrown  ! 
The  arbiter  of  others'  late 

A  suppliant  for  his  own  ! 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope 
That  viith  such  change  can  calmly  cope  ? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  ? 
To  die  a  prince — or  live  a  slave — 
Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave  ! 
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He  (2)  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak, 
Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound  ; 

Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke — 
Alone — how  look'd  he  round  ? 

Thou  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength 

An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length, 
And  darker  fate  has  found  : 

He  fell,  the  forest-prowlers'  prey  ; 

But  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away  ! 

7. 

The  Roman,  (3)  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger — dared  depart, 

In  savage  grandeur,  home. — 
He  dared  depart  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  borne, 

Yet  left  him  such  a  doom  ! 
His  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  self-upheld  abandoned  power. 


The  Spaniard,  (4)  when  the  lust  of  sway 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 
An  empire  for  a  cell ; 

A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 

A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds, 
His  dotage  trifled  well : 

Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 

A  bigot's  shrine,  nor  despot's  throne. 

9. 

But  thou — from  thy  reluctant  hand 

The  thunderbolt  is  wrung  — 
Too  late  thou  leav'st  the  high  command 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung  ; 
All  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art, 
It  is  enough  to  grieve  the  heart. 

To  see  thine  own  unstrung  : 
To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  been 
The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean ; 
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10. 


And  Earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him, 

Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own  ! 
And  Monarch  bowM  the  trembling  limb, 

And  thank'd  him  lor  a  throne  ! 
Fair  Freedom  !  we  may  hold  thee  dear, 
When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 
Oh  !  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind  ! 

11. 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore, 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain — 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  deepen  every  stain — 
If  thou  hast  died  as  honour  dies, 
Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise, 

To  shame  the  world  again — 
But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height, 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night  ? 

12. 

Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay  ; 
Thy  scales,  Mortality  !  are  just 

To  all  that  pass  away  ; 
But  yet  methought  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate. 

To  dazzle  and  dismay  ; 
Nor  deem  Contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth. 

13. 

And  she,  proud  Austria's  mournful  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride  ; 
How  bears  ber  breast  the  torturing  hour  ? 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side  ? 
Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thj'  late  repentance,  long  despair, 

Thou  throneless  Homicide  ? 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem, 
^Tis  worth  thy  vanish 'd  diadem  ! 
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16. 


Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Isle, 
And  gaze  upon  the  sea  : 

That  element  may  meet  thy  smile, 
It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee  ! 
Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand 
In  loitering  mood  upon  the  sand 

That  Earth  is  now  as  free  ! 
That  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 
Transferr'd  his  by- word  to  thy  brow. 

15. 

Thou  Timour !  in  his  captive's  cage  (5) 

What  thougbts  w^ill  there  be  thine, 
Wiiile  brooding  in  thy  prison 'd  rage  ? 

But  one — "  The  world  tvas  mine  !" 
Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 
All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone. 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  pour'd  so  widely  forth — 
So  long  obey'd —  so  little  worth  ! 

„^  16. 

I  Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven,  (6) 
Wilt  thou  withstand  the  shock  ? 
And  share  with  him,  the  unforgiven, 

His  vulture  and  his  rock  ! 
Foredoom'd  by  God — by  man  accurst, 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  worst, 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock  ;  (7) 
He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died  !  <. 
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NOTES 

TO    THE 

ODE  TO  BUONAPARTE. 


(1) 

The  rapture  of  the  strife. 
Certaminis  gaiidia,  the  expression  of  Attila  in  his  harangue 
to  his  army,   previous    to    the    battle  of   Chalons,   given    in 
Cassiodorus. 

(2) 
He    who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak. 
Milo. 

(3) 
The  Roman,  when  his  burning  heart. 
Sylla. 

(^) 
The  Spaniard,  ivhen  the  lust  of  sieay. 
Charles  V. 

o. 
Thou  Timour !  in  his  captive's  cage. 
The  cage  of  Bajazet,  by  order  of  Tamerlane, 

(<3) 
Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven. 
Prometheus. 

(') 
The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock* 

"  The  fiend's  arch  mock — 
"  To  lip  a  wanton,   and  suppose  her  chaste.'^ — 

Shakspeare. 


MONODY 

ox    THE 

DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON'.  R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 

SPOKEN    AT    DRURY-LANE    THEATRE. 

>tf  f»444— 

When  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 

In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away, 

Who  halh  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 

Sinlc  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower  ? 

With  a  pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes 

While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause, 

Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Time 

Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime, 

Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and  deep. 

The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  spake  but  weep, 

A  holy  concord — and  a  bright  regret, 

A  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set  ? 

'Tis  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a  tenderer  w^oe, 

Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below. 

Felt  without  bitterness — but  full  and  clear, 

A  sweet  dejection — a  transparent  tear, 

Unmix'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 

Shed  without  shame — and  secret  without  pain. 

Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 
When  Summer's  day  declines  along  the  hills. 
So  feels  the  I'ulness  of  our  heart  and  eyes 
When  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies. 
A  mighty  Spirit  is  eclipsed — a  power 
Hath  pass'd  from  day  to  darkness— to  whose  hour 
Of  light  no  likeness  is  bequeath'd — no  name, 
Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  Fame ! 
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The  flash  of  Wit — the  bright  intelligence. 

The  beam  of  Song — the  blaze  of  Eloquence, 

Set  with  their  Sun — but  still  have  left  behind 

The  enduring  produce  of  immortal  Mind  ; 

Fruits  of  a  genial  morn,  and  glorious  noon, 

A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 

But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous  whole, 

These  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling  soul. 

Which  all  embraced — and  lighten'd  over  all, 

To  cheer — to  pierce — to  please — or  to  appal. 

From  the  charm'd  council  to  the  festive  board, 

Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord  ! 

In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  vied, 

The  praised — the  proud — who  made  his  praise  their  pride. 

When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan* 

Arose  to  Heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man, 

His  was  the  thunder— his  the  avenging  rod. 

The  wrath— the  delegated  voice  of  God  ! 

Which  shook  the  nations  through  his  lips— and  blazed 

Till  vanquished  senates  trembled  as  they  praised. 

And  here,  oh  I  here,  where  yet  all  young  and  warm 

The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm, 

The  matchless  dialogue— the  deathless  wit, 

Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 

The  glowing  portraits,  fresh  from  life,  that  bring 

Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which  they  spring  j 

These  wondrous  beings  of  his  Fancy,  wrought 

To  fulness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought, 

Here  in  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet. 

Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat  j 

A  halo  of  the  light  of  other  days, 

^Vhich  still  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  blight 
Of  failing  Wisdom  yields  a  base  delight, 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  which  was  born  their  own, 
Still  let  them  pause — Ah  !  little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  Vice  might  be  but  Woe. 
Hard  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gaze 
Is  fix'd  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise  ; 


*  See  Fox,  Burke,  and  Pitt's  eulogy  on  Mr.  Sheridan's 
speech  on  the  charges  exhibited  against  Mr.  Hastings  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  Mr.  Pitt  entreated  the  House  to  adjourn, 
to  give  time  for  a  calmer  consideration  of  the  question  than 
could  then  occur  after  the  immediate  etfect  of  that  oration. 
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Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name, 

And  Folly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 

The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepless  eye 

Stands  sentinel — accuser — judge— and  spy, 

The  foe — the  fool— the  jealous— and  the  vain. 

The  envious  who  but  breathe  in  others'  pain, 

Behold  the  host !  delighting  to  deprave, 

Who  track  the  steps  of  Glory  to  the  grave. 

Watch  every  fault  that  daring  Genius  owes 

Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestows, 

Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie. 

And  pile  the  Pyramid  of  Calumny  ! 

These  are  his  portion — but  if  join'd  to  these 

Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep  Disease, 

If  the  high  Spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 

And  stoop  to  strive  with  Alisery  at  the  door. 

To  soothe  Indignity — and  face  to  face 

Meet  sordid  Rage--  and  wrestle  with  Disgrace, 

To  find  in  Hope  but  the  renewM  caress, 

The  serpent-fold  of  further  Faithlessness, — 

If  such  may  be  the  Ills  which  men  assail. 

What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail  ? 

Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 

Bear  hearts  electric — charged  with  fire  from  Heaven, 

Black  with  the  rude  collision,  inly  torn. 

By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne. 

Driven  o'er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 

Thoughts  which  have  tutn'd  to  thunder — scorch — and  burst. 

But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 

Such  things  should  be — if  such  have  ever  been ; 

Onrs  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task, 

To  give  the  tribute  Glory  need  not  ask, 

To  mourn  the  vanish'd  beam — and  add  our  mite 

Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

Ye  Orators  !  whom  yet  our  councils  yield. 

Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  your  field  ! 

The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  T/iree  !* 

Whose  words  were  sparks  of  Immortality  ! 

Ye  Bards  !  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 

He  was  your  Master — emulate  him  here  I 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence  ! 

He  was  your  brother — bear  his  ashes  hence  ! 

While  Powers  of  mind  almost  of  boundless  range, 

Complete  in  kind — as  various  in  their  change. 


•  Fox— Pitt— Burke. 
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While  Eloquence — Wit — Poesy — and  Mirth, 
That  humbler  Harmonist  of  care  on  Earth, 
Survive  within  our  souls — while  lives  our  sense 
Of  pride  in  Merit's  proud  pre-eminence, 
Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness — long  in  vain, 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  that  Nature  formM  but  one  such  man. 
And  broke  the  die— in  moulding  Sheridan  ! 


END  OF  THE  MONODY. 


THE 

LAMENT  OF  TASSO, 


At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  are  preserved  the  original  JNISS. 
of  Tasso's  Gierusalemme  and  of  Guarini's  Pastor  Fido,  with 
letters  of  Tasso,  one  from  Titian  to  Ariosto  ;  and  the  inhstand 
and  chair,  the  tomb  and  the  house  of  the  latter.  But  as  mis- 
fortune has  a  greater  interest  for  posterity,  and  little  or  none 
for  the  contemporary,  the  cell  where  Tasso  was  confined  in  the 
hospital  of  St.  Anna  attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the 
residence  or  the  monument  of  Ariosto — at  least  it  had  this 
effect  on  me.  There  are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer 
gate,  the  second  over  the  cell  itself,  inviting,  unnecessarily, 
the  wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator.  Ferrara  is 
much  decayed,  and  depopulated  ;  the  castle  still  exists  entire  ; 
and  I  saw  the  court  where  Parisina,  and  Hugo  were  beheaded, 
according  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


I. 

Long  years  ! — It  tries  the  thrilling  frame  to  bear 

And  eagle-spirit  of  a  Child  of  Song 

Long  5ears  of  outrage,  calumny,  and  wrong  ; 

Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude, 

And  the  mind's  canker  in  its  savage  mood. 

When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 

Parches  the  heart ;  and  the  abhorred  grate, 

Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade, 

Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to  the  brain 

With  a  hot  scene  of  heaviness  and  pain  j 
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And  bare,  at  once,  Captivity  display'd 
Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-open'd  gate, 
Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  day 
And  tasteless  food,  which  1  have  eat  alone 
Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone  ; 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey, 
Sullen  and  lonely,   couching  in  the  cave 
Which  is  my  lair,  and — it  may  be — my  grave. 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  wear, 
But  must  be  borne.     T  stoop  not  to  despair  ; 
For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agony. 
And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 
The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon  wall, 
Bnd  freed  the  Holy  sepulchre  from  thrall ; 
And  revell'd  among  men  and  things  divine. 
And  pour'd  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 
In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  him, 
The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven, 
For  he  hath  strengthenM  me  in  heart  and  limb. 
That  through  this  sufterance  I  might  be  forgiven, 
I  have  employ'd  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored. 

H. 

But  this  is  o-er— my  pleasant  task  is  done  : — 

My  long-sustaining  friend  of  many  years  I 

If  I  do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears. 

Know,  that  my  sorrows  have  wrung  from  me  none. 

But  thou,  my  young  creation  !  my  soul's  child ! 

Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled, 

And  woo'd  me  from  myself  with  thy  sweet  sight. 

Thou  too  art  gone — and  so  is  my  delight : 

And  therefore  do  I  weep  and  inly  b^eed 

With  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed. 

Thou  too  art  ended — what  is  left  me  now  ? 

For  I  have  anguish  yet  to  bear — and  how  ? 

I  know  not  that — but  in  the  innate  force 

Of  my  own  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 

I  have  not  sunk,  for  I  had  no  remorse. 

Nor  cause  for  such  :  they  calPd  me  mad — and  why  ? 

Oh  Leonora  !  wilt  not  thou  reply  ? 

I  was  indeed  delirious  in  my  heart 

To  lift  mj  love  so  lofty  as  thou  art ; 

But  still  my  frenzy  was  not  of  the  mind  ; 

I  knew  my  lault,  and  feel  my  punishment 

Not  less  because  I  sufter  it  unbent. 
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Thnt  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I  not  blind, 

Hath  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  I'lom  mankind  j 

But  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will, 

My  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still ; 

Successful  love  may  sate  itself  away. 

The  wretched  are  the  lailhfiil  ;  ^tis  their  fate 

To  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay. 

And  every  passion  into  one  dilate, 

As  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  pour  ; 

But  ours  is  fathomless,  and  hath  no  shore. 

III. 

Above  me,  hark  !  the  long  and  maniac  cry 

Of  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity. 

And  hark  !  the  lash  and  the  increasing  howl, 

And  the  half-inarticulate  blasphemy ! 

There  be  some  here  with  worse  than  frenzy  foul, 

Some  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o'er- labour 'd  mind, 

And  dim  the  little  light  that's  left  behind 

AVith  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrant  will 

Is  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill : 

With  these  and  with  their  victims  am  I  class'd, 

^Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have  passM  ; 

'Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life  may  close  : 

So  let  it  be—  for  then  I  shall  repose. 

IV. 

I  have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet  j 
I  had  forgotten  half  I  would  forget. 
But  it  revives — oh  !  would  it  were  my  lot 
To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot ! 
Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 
h\  this  vast  lazar-house  of  many  woes  ? 
AVhere  laughter  is  not  mirth,  !)or  thought  the  mind, 
Nor  words  a  language,  nor  ev'n  ni?n  mankind  ; 
Where  cries  reply  to  curses,  siiiieks  and  blows, 
And  each  is  tortured  in  his  separate  hell — 
For  we  are  crowded  in  our  solitudes — 
Many,  but  each  divided  by  the  wall. 
Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babbling  moods  ; — 
While  all  can  hear,  none  heed  his  neighbour's  call- 
None  !  save  that  One,  the  veriest  wrench  of  all, 
Who  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  tiiese, 
Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 
Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed  me  here  ? 

VOL.    II.  F 


60  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 

Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 
Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own, 
Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career. 
Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shun  and  fear 
Would  I  not  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again, 
And  leach  them  inward  sorrow's  stifled  groan  ? 
The  struggle  to  be  calm,  and  cold  distress, 
Vrbich  unilerniines  our  Sloical  success  ? 
No  !— still  too  proud  to  be  vindictive—  I 
Have  pardon'd  princes'  insults,  and  would  die. 
Yes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign  !  for  thy  sake 
I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast, 
It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a  guest ; 
Thy  brother  hates — but  I  can  not  detest  ; 
Thou  pitiest  not — but  I  can  not  forsake. 

V. 

Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despair, 
But  all  unquench'd  is  still  my  better  part, 
Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart 
As  dwells  the  gather'd  lightning  in  its  cloud, 
Encompass'd  with  its  dark  and  rolling  shroud. 
Till  struck, — forth  files  the  all-ethereal  darl! 
And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thy  name 
The  vivid  thought  still  flashes  through  my  frame, 
And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 
Flit  by  me  ; — they  are  gone — I  am  the  same. 
And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew  ; 
I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  I  knew 
A  princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a  bard  ; 
J  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  was 
Sufiicient  to  itself,  its  own  reward  ; 
And  if  my  eyes  revealed  it,  thej-,  alas  ! 
Were  punish'd  by  the  silentness  of  thine, 
And  yet  I  did  not  venture  to  repine. 
Thou  wert  to  me  a  crystal-girded  shrine, 
Worshipp'd  at  holy  distance,  and  around 
Hallow'd  and  meekly  kiss'd  the  saintly  ground; 
Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  but  that  Love 
Had  robed  thee  with  a  glory,  and  array'd 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  di-^may'd — 
Oh  !  not  dismay'd — but  awed,  like  One  above  ; 
And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass — 
I  know  not  how — thy  genius  master'd  mine — 
jNIv  star  stood  still  before  thea  :— if  it  were 
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Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design, 
That  sad  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear  ; 
But  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I  should  be 
Fit  tor  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but  lor  thee. 
The  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  llghten'd  halt'  its  weight;  and  lor  the  rest, 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain. 
And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast, 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  pain. 

VI. 

It  is  no  marvel — from  my  very  birth 

My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 

And  mingle  with  whatever  I  saw  on  earth  ; 

Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 

Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers, 

And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 

Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  the  shade 

Of  waving  trees,  and  dream'd  uncounted  hours. 

Though  I  was  chid  for  wandering;  and  the  wise 

Shook  tlieir  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 

Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made, 

And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe. 

And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow  ; 

And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  weep,  * 

But  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 

Return'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 

The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 

And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 

With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  pain  ! 

And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  AV'ant, 

But  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 

I  found  the  thing  I  sought — and  that  was  thee; 

And  then  I  lost  my  being  all  to  be 

Absorb'd  in  thine     the  world  was  past  away — 

Thou  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me  ! 


VIT. 

I  loved  all  solitude — but  little  thought 

To  spend  T  know  not  what  of  lii'e,  remote 

From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 

The  maniac  and  his  tyrant ;  had  I  been 

Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 

My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave, 

But  who  bath  seen  m,e  writhe,  or  heard  me  rave  ? 
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Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore  ; 
The  world  is  all  before  him— mine  is  /ie7-e. 
Scarce  twice  the  space,  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  /le  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky — 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof, 
Although  'tis  clouded  by  my  dungeon  roof. 

VIII. 

Yet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline, 
But  with  a  sense  of  its  decay  : — I  see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine, 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
\V^ith  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free  ; 
But  much  to  One,  who  long  hath  sutter'dso, 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place, 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thought  mine  enemies  had  been  but  man, 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  Earth 
Abandons — Hewven  lorgets  me  ; — in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can. 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  prevail] 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire  ?  because  I  loved  ? 
Because  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see, 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 

IX. 

I  once  was  quick  in  feeling— that  is  o'er  ; — 

My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  should  have  dash'd 

My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  sun  flash'd 

In  mockery  through  them  ; — if  I  bear  and  bore 

The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 

Which  hath  no  words,  'tis  that  I  would  not  die 

And  sanction  with  self-slaughter  the  dull  lie 

Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  of  shamo 

Stamp  madness  deep  into  my  memory. 

And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name, 

Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  proclaim. 

No — it  shall  be  immortal ! — and  I  make 

A  future  temple  of  my  present  cell. 

Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 
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While  thou,  Ferrara  !  when  no  longer  dwell 

The  ducal  chiefs  within  thee,  shalt  lall  down, 

And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  heartless  halls, 

A  poet's  wreath  shall  be  thine  only  crown, 

A  poet's  dungeon  thy  most  lar  renown. 

While  strangers  wonder  o'er  thy  unpeopled  walls! 

And  tliou,  Leonora  !  thou — wlio  wert  ashamed 

That  such  as  I  could  love— who  blusli'il  to  hear, 

To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  couldst  be  dear, 

Go  !  tell  ihy  brother  that  my  heart  untamed 

By  griet,  years,  weariness — and  it  may  be 

A  taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  me — 

From  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this. 

Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abyss, 

Adores  thee  still ; — and  add — that  when  the  towers 

And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  hoiy.s 

Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  forgot, 

Or  left  untended  in  a  dull  repose. 

This — this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot ! 

But  Thou — when  all  that  Birth  and  Beauty  throws 

Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinct — shalt  have 

One  half  the  laurel  whici)  o'ershades  my  grave. 

No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart, 

As  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  my  heart. 

Yes,  Leonora  !  it  shall  be  our  fate 

To  be  entwined  lor  ever — but  too  late  ! 


END  OF  THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 
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WRITTEN    IN    AN   ALBUM. 
1. 

As  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 

Some  name  arrests  the  passer  by  j 
Thus,  when  thou  view'st  this  page  alone. 

May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye ! 

2. 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read, 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year,  , 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead, 
And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

September  14//*,  1809. 


Oh  Lady  !  when  I  left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore,  which  gave  me  birth, 
I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more, 

To  quit  another  spot  on  earth: 
Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle, 

Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  head, 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  from  Albion's  craggy  shore> 

Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main; 
A  few,  brief  rolling  seasons  o'er. 

Perchance  I  view  her  clitts  again : 
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But  wheresoe'er  I  now  may  roam, 

Through  scorching  clime,   and  varied  sea> 
Though  Time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  ej'es  on  thee  ; 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  move,. 
Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire, 

And,  oh  !  forgive  the  word  to  love. 
Forgive  the  word  in  one  who  ne'er 

With  such  a  word  can  more  offend  ; 
And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 

Believe  me  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  waml'ier  and  be  less? 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  dis(ress? 
Ah  !  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 

Through  Danger's  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  death-wing'd  tempest's  blast. 

And  'scaped  the  tyrant's  fiercer  wrath  ? 
Lady!  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose  ; 
And  Stamboul's  oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose  ; 
On  me  'twill  hold  a  dearer  claim. 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity  : 
And  though  I  bid  tnee  now  farewell, 

When  I  behold  that  wondrous  scene, 
Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

'Twill  soothe  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN    IN   PASSING    THE    AMBRACIAN    GVLF, 

November  14,  1809. 
1. 
Through  cloudless  skies,  in  silvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Aclium's  coast : 
And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen. 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 


And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look. 
The  azure  grave  of  many  a  Roman  ; 

Where  stern  Ambition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 
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3. 

Florence  !   whom  I  will  love  as  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung, 
(Since  Orpiiens  sang  his  spouse  from  hell) 

Whilst  Ihou  art  lair  and  I  am  30ung  ; 

4. 
Sweet  Florence  !  those  were  pleasant  times, 

When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies'  eyes  : 
Had  hards  as  hiany  realms  as  rhymes, 

Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anthonies. 


Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be, 
Yet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  curl'd  ! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee. 
But  would  not  lose  thee  for  a  world  1 


STANZAS 


Composed  October  ilth,  1809,  during  the  night  in  a  thunder- 
storm, when  the  guides  had  lost  the  road  to  Zitza,  near  the 
range  of  mountains  formerly  called  Pindus,  in  Albania, 

1. 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 

\\'^here  Pindus'  mountains  rise, 
And  angry  cIoulIs  are  pouring  fast 

The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 


Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost, 

And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 
But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  crost, 

Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

3. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom — 
How  welcome  were  its  shade  ! — ah,  no  ! 

'Tis  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 
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4. 

Tlirough  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I  hear  a  voice  exclaim — 
My  way-worn  countryman,  who  callsj 

On  distant  England's  name. 


A  shot  is  fired — by  foe  or  friend  ? 

Another — 'tis  to  tell 
The  mountain-peasants  to  descend. 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwell. 

6. 

Oh  !  who  in  such  a  night  will  dare 

To  tempt  the  wilderness  ? 
And  who  'mid  thunder  peals  can  hear 

Our  signal  of  distress  ? 

7. 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  ris» 

To  try  the  dubious  road  ? 
Nor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 


Clouds  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour  ! 

More  fiercely  pours  the  storm  ! 
Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  keep  my  bosom  warm, 

9. 

While  M-and'ring  through  each  broken  path, 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow  ; 
While  elements  exhaust  their  wrath, 

Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou  ? 

10. 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea, 
Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone  : 

Oh,  may  the  storm  thai  pours  on  me, 
Bow  down  my  head  alone  ! 

U. 
Full  swiftly  blew  the  swift  Siroc, 

When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip  ; 
And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  shock, 

Impell'd  thy  gallant  ship. 
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12. 

No\r  thou  art  safe  ;   nay,  lona;  ere  now 
Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain  ; 

'Twere  hard  if  aught  so  fair  as  thou 
Should  linger  on  the  main. 

13. 

And  since  I  now  remember  thee 

In  darkness  and  in  dread, 
As  in  those  hours  of  revehy 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped  ; 

14. 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls, 

If  Cadiz  yet  be  free, 
At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea  ; 


Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles, 

Endear'd  by  days  gone  by  ; 
To  others  give  a  thousand  smiles, 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

16. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  face, 
A  half-form'd  tear,  a  transient  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace, 

IT. 

Again  thou'lt  smile,  and  blushing  shun 

Some  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  thought 'st  of  one, 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

18. 
Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain. 

Wh"en  sever'd  hearts  repine, 
My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main. 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 


POEMS. 
WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS. 

JA.N'UARY  16,  1810. 

The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown  ! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitlnl  fever  : 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan  ; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 
Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 

Recalls  the  woes  of  Nature's  charter, 
And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought, 

But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 


WRITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  FROM  SESTOS 

TO    ABYDOS.    (1) 

MAY  9, 1810. 

1. 

If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 
(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  remember  ?) 

To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont ! 


If  when  the  wintry  tempest  roar'd, 
He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loth. 

And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour'd, 
Fair  Venus  !  how  1  pity  both  ! 

8. 

For  mc,  degenerate  modern  wretch, 
Though  in  the  genial  nioiith  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch, 
And  think  Tve  done  a  feat  to-day. 

4. 

But  since  he  cross'd  the  rapid  tide 
According  to  the  doubtlul  story, 

To  woo,— and — Lord  knows  what  beside. 
And  swam  for  Love,  as  I  for  Glory  j 


'Twere  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best : 
Sad  mortals ;  thus  the  Gods  still  plague  you  ! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest : 
For  he  was  drown'd,  and  I've  the  ague. 
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SONG. 

Z&"»j    fxov  era?  ayxvu.  (2) 

ATHENS,    1810. 


Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Give,  oil,  give  me  back  m)'  heart ! 
Or  since  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  belbre  I  go, 
Zw»j  /xof   era?  ccya/ita. 


By  those  tresses  unconfined, 
VVoo'd  by  each  iEgean  wind  ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks'  blooming  tinge  5 
By  these  wild  eyes  like  the  roe, 
Zwq  n>6oy  ca?  aynita. 


By  that  lip  I  long  to  taste  ;  , 

By  that  zone  encircled  waist ; 
By  all  the  token-fiowers  (3)  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well ; 
By  Love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 
'Leon  f/.ov  ace;  ccyccTra. 

4. 
Maid  of  Athens !  I  am  gone  : 
Think  of  me,  sweet !  when  alone. 
Though  I  fly  to  Istamboul,  (4) 
Athens  holds  my  houit  and  soul : 
Can  J  cease  to  love  thee  ?  No  ! 
liuYi  fAov  aa;  ayociru. 
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TRANSLATION    OF    THE    FAMOUS    GREEK    WAR    »0N0, 

Written  by  Riga,  who  perislied  in  the  attempt  to  revolutionisa 
Greece.  The  followinpf  Ircinslation  is  as  literal  as  the  author 
could  make  it  in  verse ;  it  is  of  the  same  measure  as  that  of 
the  original. 


Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise  ! 

The  glorious  hour's  gone  forth, 
And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 

Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

CHORUS. 

Sons  of  Greeks  !  let  us  go 
In  arms  against  the  foe, 
Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 
In  H  river  past  our  feet. 

2. 
Then  manfully  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke, 
Let  your  country  see  you  rising. 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  shades  of  (^hiefs  and  sages, 

Behold  th«  coming  strife  ! 
Hellenes  of  past  ages. 

Oh,  start  again  to  life  ! 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me  ! 
And  the  seven-hill'd  (5)  city  seeking, 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we're  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  <fec. 

3. 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  tiiou  lie  ? 
Awake,  and  join  thy  numbers 

With  Athens,  old  ally  ! 
Leonidas  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  song. 
Who  saved  ye  once  from  falling. 

The  terrible  !  the  strong  ! 
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Who  made  that  bold  diversion 

III  old  Thermopylae, 
And  warring  with  the  Persian 

To  keep  his  conntry  free  ; 
With  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood, 
And  like  a  lion  raging, 

Expired  in  seas  ol'  blood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  &c. 


TRANSLATION    OF    THE    ROMAIC    SONG. 

**  MTTivaf  fXHj  'to-'  7r£f»l3oXi 

The  song  from  which  this  is  taken  is  a  great  favorite  with  the 
young  girls  of  Athens  of  all  classes.  Their  manner  of  singing 
it  is  by  verses  in  rotation,  the  whole  number  present  joining 
in  the  chorus.  1  have  heard  it  frefjuently  at  our  "  %opoi" 
in  the  winter  of  1810-11.     The  air  is  plaintive  and  pretty. 

1.  ^ 

I  enter  the  garden  of  roses, 

Beloved  and  fair  Haidee, 
Each  morning  where  Flora  reiroses, 

For  surely  I  see  her  in  thee. 
Oh,  lovely  !  thus  low  I  implore  thee. 

Receive  this  fond  truth  from  my  tongue, 
Which  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee. 

Yet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung  ; 
As  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Nature, 

Adds  fragrance  and  I'ruit  to  the  tree. 
Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every  feature, 

Shines  the  soul  of  the  young  Haidee. 


But  the  loveliest  garden  grows  hateful 

When  Love  has  abandon 'd  the  bowers  ; 
Bring  me  hemlock — since  mine  is  ungrateful. 

That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour'd  from  the  chalice, 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl. 
But  when  drunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 

The  draught  shall  be  sweet  to  my  soul. 
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Too  cruel !  in  vain  I  implore  thee 
My  heart  from  these  liorrors  to  save  : 

Will  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee  ? 
Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

3. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advances 

Secure  of  his  conquest  before, 
Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lances. 

Hast  pierced  through  my  heart  to  its  core. 
Ah,  tell  me  my  soul !  must  I  perish 

By  pangs  which  a  smile  would  dispel  ? 
Would  the  hope,  which  thou  bad'st  me  to  cherish. 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well  ? 
Now  sad  is  the  garden  of  roses, 

Beloved  but  false  Haidee  ! 
There  Flora  all  wither\l  reposes, 

And  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


WRITTEN   BENEATH    A    PICTURE. 
1. 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care  ! 

Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 
To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 


'Tis  said  with  sorrow  Time  can  cope  j 
But  this  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  true  : 

For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  hope 
My  memory  immortal  grew. 


ox    PARTING. 


1. 

The  kiss,  dear  maid  Ihy  lip  has  left. 
Shall  never  part  from  mine, 

Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  thine. 
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2. 

Thy  partinp:  glance,  which  fondly  beams, 

An  equal  love  may  see  : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

3. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest 

]n  gazing  when  alone  ; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast, 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

4. 

Nor  need  I  write — to  tell  the  tale 

My  pen  were  doubly  weak  : 
Oh  !  what  can  idle  words  avail, 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak  ? 

5, 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

That  heart,  no  longer  free, 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show, 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO    THYRZA. 


Without  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot. 

And  say,  what  Truth  might  well  have  said. 
By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot, 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid  ? 
By  taany  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain  ; 
The  pa^t,  the  future  fled  to  thee 

To  bid  us  meet — no — ne'er  again  ! 
Could  this  have  been— a  word,  a  look 

That  softly  said,  "  We  part  in  peace,"" 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 
And  did'st  thou  not,  since  Death  for  the* 

Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  dart. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  shalt  see^ 

Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart  ? 
Oh  !  who  like  him  hath  watch'd  thee  here  ? 

Or  sadly  maik'd  thy  glazing  eye, 
In  that  dread  hour  ere  l)eath  appear 

When  silent  Sorrow  fears  to  sigh, 
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Till  all  was  past  ?  But  when  no  more 

^Twas  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe, 
Aftection's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er, 

Had  f^ow'd  as  fast — as  now  they  flow. 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 

In  these,  to  me,  deserle  1  towers. 
Ere  call'd  but  for  a  time  away, 

Atiection's  mingling  tears  were  ours  ? 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside  ; 

The  smile  none  else  might  understand  ; 
The  whisper'd  thought  of  hearts  allied, 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand  ; 
The  kiss,  so  guiltless  and  refined 

That  love  each  warmer  wish  forbore  ; 
Those  eyes  proclaim'd  so  pure  a  mind. 

Even  passion  biush'd  to  plead  Jor  more. 
The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  rejoice, 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine  ; 
The  song  celestial  jrom  thy  voice, 

But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  thine  ; 
The  pledge  we  wore — I  wear  it  still, 

But  where  is  thine  ? — ah,  where  art  thou  \ 
Oft  have  I  borne  the  weight  of  iil. 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now  I 
Well  hast  thou  left  in  life's  best  bloom 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 
If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again  ; 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere, 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss. 

To  wean  me  from  my  anguish  here. 
Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee  ! 

To  bear  forgiving  and  forgiven  : 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me  ; 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  iji  heaven  I 
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1. 
Away,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe  ! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain, 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh  ! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again». 
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To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  (la3-s — 
But  lull  the  chords,  for  now.,  ahis 

I  must  not  think,  I  may  not  gaze 
Ou  what  I  am— oji  what  I  was. 


The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  hush'd,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled  ; 
Anil  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead  ! 
Yes,  Thyrza !  jes,  they  breathe  of  thee. 

Beloved  dust !   since  dust  thou  art ; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart ! 


'Tis  silent  all — but  on  my  ear 

The  well  remembered  echoes  thrill ; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still. 
Yet  oft  my  doubting  soul  'twill  shake  : 

Even  slumber  owns  its  genlle  tone, 
'Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

4. 

Sweet  Thyrza !  waking  as  in  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream  ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o'er  the  deep, 

Then  turn'd  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 
But  he,  who  through  file's  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath, 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  scatter'd  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

1. 

One  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee. 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  before: 
Though  every  joy  is  fled  belo>y, 

What  futuiegrief  can  touch  me  more  ? 
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2. 


Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring  ; 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone  : 
I'll  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 

That  smiles  with  all,  and  weeps  with  none. 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear, 

Jt  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
riast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here  ; 

Thou'rt  nothing,  all  are  nothing  now. 

3. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe  ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow^  fain  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath, 

Like  roses  oVr  a  sepulchre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  soul, 

Tue  heart— the  heart  is.  lonely  still ! 


On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

Jt  sooth'd  to  gaze  upon  the  sky  ; 
For  then  I  deem'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye  : 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon, 

When  sailing  o'er  the  ^gean  wave, 
"  Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon — " 

Alas!  it  gleam 'd  upon  her  grave  ! 


When  stretch'd  on  fever's  sleepless  bed, 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins, 
"  'Tis  comibrt  still,"  I  Jaintly  said, 

"That  ThjTza  cannot  know  my  pains  :" 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  'tis  idle  then  to  give. 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gav^ 

My  life  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  live  ! 

6. 
My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new  ! 
How  different  now  thou  meet'st  my  gaze  ! 

How  tinged  by  time  with'sorrow's  hue  ! 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee 

Is  silent— ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  e'en  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feels,,  it  sickens  with  the  chill, . 
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7. 
Thou  bitter  pletlcfe  !  thou  mournful  token  ! 

Though  painful,  welcome  to  my  breast ! 
Slill,  still  preserve  that  love  unbroken, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou'rt  prest ! 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes. 

More  hallow'd  when  its  hope  is  fled  : 
Oh  !  what  are  thousand  living  loves 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUTHANASIA. 

1. 

Whex  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead, 

Oblivion  !  may  th)-  languid  wing 
^Vave  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed  ! 

2. 
No  band  of  friends  or  heirs  be  there, 

To  weep,  or  wish,  the  coming  blow  : 
No  maiden,  with  dishevell'd  hair. 

To  feel,  or  feign,  decorous  woe. 

2.      " 

But  silent  let  me  sink  to  Earth, 
With  no  officious  mourners  near  : 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 
Nor  startle  friendship  with  a  tear.  , 

4. 
Yet  Love,  if  Love  in  such  an  hour 

Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs, 
Might  then  exert  its  latest  power 

In  her  who  lives,  and  him  who  dies. 


'Twere  sweet,  my  Psyche  !  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see  : 

Forgetful  of  its  struggles  past. 

E'en  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  t!,ee. 

6. 
But  vain  the  wish— for  Beauty  still 

Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath 
And  woman's  tears,  produced  at  will, 

Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 
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Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour, 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan  ! 

For  thousands  Death  hath  ceased  to  lower, 
And  pain  being  transient  or  unknown. 


"  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,"  alas  ! 

Where  all  have  gone,  and  all  must  go  ! 
To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was 

Ere  born  to  life  and  living  woe  ! 


Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen. 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
'Tis  something  better  not  to  be. 


STANZAS., 

'^  Heu  quanto  minus  est  cum  reliquis  versari  quam  tui 
meminisse!'' 

1. 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth  ; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare, 

Too  soon  return'd  to  Earth  ! 
Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed, 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  of  mirth, 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

2. 
I  will  not  ask  where  thou  liest  low, 

Nor  gaze  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow. 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove 
That  what  J  loved  and  long  must  love 

Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell, 
'Tis  Nothing  that  I  loved  so  well. 
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3. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  the  past, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  falsehood  disavow : 
And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  see 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 

4. 

The  better  days  of  life  were  ours  ; 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine  : 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  lowers, 

Shall  never  more  be  thine. 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep  ; 

Nor  need  I  to  repine 
That  all  those  charms  have  pass'd  away  ; 
I  might  have  watch'd  through  long  decay. 

6. 
The  flower  in  ripen'd  bloom  unmatch'd 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey  ; 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch'd, 

The  leaves  must  dro[t  away  : 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf. 

Than  see  it  pluck'd  to-day  ; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair. 

6. 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beauties  fade  ; 
The  night  that  follow'd  such  a  morn 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade  : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past, 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last ; 

Extinguish'd,  not  decay'd  ; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high. 

7. 
As  once  I  wept,  if  I  could  weep. 

My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 
To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  vigil  o'er  thy  bed  ; 
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To  gaze,  hov/  fondly  !  on  tliy  face, 
To  told  thee  in  <i  faint  embrace, 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head  ; 
And  show  that  love,  however  vain, 
Nor  thou  nor  I  can  feel  aorain. 


Yet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain. 

Though  thou  hast  left  me  free. 
The  loveliest  things  that  still  remain. 

Than  thus  remember  thee  ! 
The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternit}', 

Returns  again  to  me, 
And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  aught,  except  its  living  years. 


STANZAS. 
1. 

If  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fade, 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade  : 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore. 
And  sorrow  unobserved  may  pour 

The  plaint  slie  dare  not  speak  before. 

2. 
Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 

i  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee, 
And,  self-condemn-d,  appear  to  smile. 

Unfaithful  to  thy  Memory  ! 
Nor  deem  that  memory  less  dear. 
That  then  I  seem  iiot  to  repine  ; 
I  would  not  foo's  should  -overhear 

One  sigh  that  should  be  wholly  thine. 
3. 
If  not  the  goblet  pass  unquaff'd, 

It  is  not  drain'd  to  banish  care  ; 
The  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  draught, 

That  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 

From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 
I'd  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 
That  drowu'd  a  single  thought  on  Ihee. 
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4. 
For  wertthou  vanish'd  from  my  mind, 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn  ? 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind 

To  honour  thine  abandonM  Urn  ? 
No,  no— it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil ; 
Though  all  the  world  forget  beside, 

'Tis  meet  that  I  remember  still. 


For  well  I  know,  that  such  had  been 

Thy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
Unmourn'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou  } 
And,  Oh  !  I  feel  in  that  was  given 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  me  ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  Heaven, 

For  earthly  Love  to  merit  thee. 

Marsh  Ufh,  1912. 


ON    A    CORNELIAN    HEART    WHICH    WAS    BROKEN. 
1. 

Ill-fated  Heart !  and  can  it  be 

That  thou  shouldst  thus  be  rent  in  twain  ? 

Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 
Alike  been  all  employM  in  vain  ? 

;2. 

Yet  precious  seems  each  shatter'd  part. 
And  every  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee,  feels  thou  art 
A  fitter  emblem  of  his  own. 


rhis  poem  and  the  following  w-ere  written  some  years  ago.] 
TO  a  youthful  friend. 

1. 

Few  years  have  pass'd  since  thou  and  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least  in  name, 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity 

Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

OL,   II.  H 
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2. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  theu  know'st 
AVhat  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall  ; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  soon  forgot  they  loved  at  all. 


And  such  the  change  the  heart  displays, 
So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's. 
Will  view  thy  mind  estranged  again. 


If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 

To  mourn  the  loss  of  such  a  heart ; 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fault,  not  thine, 
Which  made  thee  fickle  as  thou  art. 

5. 
As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide. 

So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow  ; 
And  who  would  in  a  breast  confide 

Where  stormy  passions  ever  glow  ? 


It  boots  not,  that  together  bred, 
OUr  childish  days  were  days  of  joy  : 

.My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled ; 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 

7. 
And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  j^outh, 

Slaves  to  the  specious  world's  control, 
We  sigh  a  long  farewell  to  truth  ; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 


Ah,  joyous  season  !  when  the  mind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie  ; 

When  thought  ere  spoke  is  unconfined, 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 


Not  so  in  Man's  maturer  years, 
When  Man  himself  is  but  a  tool  ; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fears, 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 
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10. 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same, 
We  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  blend  j 

And  those,  and  those  alone,  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man  : 
Can  we  then  'scape  from  folly  free  ? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan, 
"Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be  ? 

12. 

No,  for  myself,  so  dark  my  fate 

Through  every  turn  of  life  hath  been  ; 

Man  and  the  world  I  so  much  hate, 
1  care  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 

1.1. 
But  thou,  with  spirit  frail  and  light. 

Wilt  shine  awhile  and  pass  away  ; 
As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  night, 

But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alas  !  whenever  folly  calls' 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 

(For  cherish'd  first  in  royal  halls. 
The  welcome  vices  kindly  greet) 

15. 
Ev'n  now  thou-'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 

One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd  ; 
And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad, 

To  join  the  vain,  and  court  the  proud, 

16. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fair, 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  haste, 

As  flies  along  the  gay  parterre. 

That  taint  the  flowers  they  scarcely  taste. 

17. 

But  say,  what  nymph  will  prize  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  vapours  move, 

To  flit  along  from  dame  to  dame, 
An  ignis-fatuus  gleam  of  love  ? 
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18. 
What  friend  for  thee,  howe'er  inclined. 

Will  deign  to  own  a  kindred  care  ? 
Who  will  debase  his  manly  mind. 

For  friendship  every  fool  may  share  ? 

19. 

In  time  forbear  ;  amidst  the  throngs 
No  more  so  base  a  thing  be  seen ; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  along  : 

Be  something,  any  thing,  but— mean. 


XO     •»*•** 

1. 

Well!  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too  ; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

2. 

Thy  husband's  blest — and  Uwill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot : 

But  let  them  pass — Oh  !  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

3. 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  child, 
I  thought  ray  jealous  heart  would  break  j 

But  when  th'  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kiss'd  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

4. 

I  kiss'd  it,  and  repress'd  my  sighs 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see  ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

5. 

Mary,  adieu !  I  must  away  : 

While  thou  art  blest  I'll  not  repine  ; 

But  near  thee  I  can  never  stay  ; 
My  heart  would  soon   again  be  thine. 
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I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
Had  quench'd  at  length  by  boyish  flaoie  ; 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  tby  side, 
My  heart  iu  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 

7. 

Yet  was  I  calm  :  I  knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  before  tby  look  ; 

But  now  to  tremble  were  a  crime — 
We  met,  and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

8. 
I  saw  thee  gaze  upon  my  face, 

Yet  meet  with  Jio  confusion  there  : 
One  only  feeling  couUPst  thou  trace  ; 

The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

9. 
Away  !  away  !  my  early  dream 

Remembrance  never  must  awake  : 
Oh  !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream? 

My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break. 


FROM    THE    PORTUGUESE. 

In  moments  to  delight  devoted, 

"  My  life  !"  with  tend'rest  tone,  you  cry  ;  '' 
Dear  words  !  on  which  my  heart  had  doted, 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 
To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roll. 

Ah  !  then  repent  those  accents  never  j 
Or  change  "  my  life  !"  into  "my  soul  V 

Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 


IMPROMPTU,    IN    REPLY    TO   A    FRIEND- 

When  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits, 

Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high. 
And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits, 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye  ; 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shaU  sink  : 

My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  too  well : 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink, 

Aiid  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 
H  2 
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ADDRESS, 


SPOKEN   AT   THE    OPEMNG   OF    DRURY-LANE  THEATRE, 
SATURDAY,    OCTOBER    10,    1812. 

Is  one  dread  night  our  city  saw,  and  sigh'd, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tewer  of  pride  ; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  fane, 
Appollo  siuk,  and  Shakespeare  cease  to  reign. 

Ye  who  beheld,  (oh  I  sight  admired  and  mourn'd, 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adorn'd!) 
Through  clouds  of  fire  the  massy  fragments  riven, 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  from  heaven  j 
Saw  the  long  colunm  of  revolving  ilames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames, 
Wbile  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  dome, 
Shran^v  back  appall'd,  and  trembled  lor  their  home, 
As  glared  the  vokimed  blaze,  and  ghastly  shone 
The  skies,  with  lightnings  awful  as  their  own, 
Till  blackening  ashes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurped  the  Muse's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  fall  ; 
Saj- — shall  this  new,  nor  less  aspiring  pile, 
Rear'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  our  isle, 
Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former  knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakespeare — worthy  him  andyoa  f 

Yes — it  shall  be — the  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame  ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
And  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  been  : 
This  fabric's  birth  attests  the  potent  spell — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say.  How  well ! 

As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last. 
Oh  !  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past. 
Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Drury  first  your  Siddons'  thrilling  art 
O'erwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  sternest  heart. 
On  Drury,  Garrick's  latest  laurels  grew  ; 
Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roscius  drew, 
Sigh'd  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last  adieu  : 
But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreathes  may  blOom 
That  only  waste  their  odours  o'er  the  tomb. 
Such  Drury  claimVl  and  claims — nor  you  refuse 
One  tribute  to  revive  his  slumberiny:  muse  ; 
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With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander's  head  ! 
Nor  hoard  your  honours  idly  for  the  dead  ! 

Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  annals  bright, 
Ere  Garrick  fled,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Heirs  to  their  labours,  like  all  high-born  heirs. 
Vain  of  our  ancestry  as  they  ot  t/ieirs  ; 
While  thus  Remembrance  borrows  Banquo's  glass 
To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  pass, 
And  we  the  mirror  hold,  where  imaged  shine 
Immortal  names,  emblazou'd  on  our  line, 
Pause — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you  condemn, 
Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them  ! 

Friends  of  the  stage  !  to  whom  both  Players  and  Plays, 
Must  sue  alike  for  pardon,  or  for  praise. 
Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 
The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject ; 
If  e'er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame. 
And  made  us  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame; 
If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 
To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend, 
All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute. 
And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute  ! 
Oh  !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  Drama's  laws. 
Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause  ; 
So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powers, 
And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  back  by  ours ! 

This  greeting  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd, 
The  Drama's  homage  by  her  herald  paid. 
Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 
Springs  from  our  hearts,  and  fain  would  win  your  own. 
The  curtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Drury's  days  of  old  ! 
Britons  our  judges,  Nature  for  our  guide, 
Still  may  ive  please — long,  long  may  i/ou  preside  ! 


Time  I  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 
The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly. 

Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring. 
But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die—- 
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Hail  thou  !  who  on  my  birth  bestow M 

Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thee  known  ; 
Yet  better  I  sustain  thy  load, 

For  now  I  bear  the  weight  alone. 
I  would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 

The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given; 
And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  could^st  spare 

All  that  I  loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 
To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 

Thy  future  ills  shall  press  in  vain ; 
I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 
Yet  even  that  pain  was  some  relief ; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power : 
The  active  agony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  counts  the  hour. 
In  joy  I've  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 

Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow ; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  light, 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe  ; 
For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 

My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky  ; 
One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 

To  prove  thee — not  Eternity. 
That  beam  hath  sunk,  and  now  thou  art 

A  blank  ;  a  thing  to  count  and  curse 
Through  each  dull  tedious  trifling  part. 

Which  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearse. 
One  scene  even  (hou  canst  not  deform , 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  heed  : 
And  I  can  smile  to  think  how  weak 

Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown. 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreak 

Must  fall  upon— a  nameless  stone. 


TRANSLATION*    OF    A    ROMAIC    LOVE    SONG. 


Ah  !  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  the  doubt. 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh, 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 
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2. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 
1  faint,  I  die  beneath  tiie  blow. 
That  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew  ; 
Alas  !  I  find  them  poison'd  too. 


Birds,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net, 
Which  Love  around  your  haunts  hath  set ; 
Or  circled  by  his  fatal  fire. 
Your  hearts  shall  burn,  your  hopes  expire. 

4. 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smiling  spring; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare, 
1  burn,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

5. 
Who  Bfe'er  nave  lOVed,  zm  lorcd  in  vain, 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain, 
The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance, 
The  lightning  of  Love's  angry  glance. 

6. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  mine  ; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline  ; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 


My  light  of  life  !  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  lip,  and  alter'd  eye  ? 
My  bird  of  love  !  my  beauteous  mute  ! 
And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate  ? 

8. 
Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o'erflow  : 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  wee  ? 
My  bird  !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A  charm,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 


My  curdling  blood,  my  madd'ning  brain,  ] 
In  silent  anguish  I  sustain  ; 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  partaking 
Onej)angs,  exults  -while  mine  is  breaking. 
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10. 

Pour  me  the  poison  ;  fear  not  thou  ! 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now  : 
I've  Hved  to  curse  my  natal  day, 
And  Love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

11. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast, 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest  ? 
Alas  !  too  late,  I  dearly  know, 
That  joy  is  harbinger  of  woe. 


1. 

Thou  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  fickle, 
To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought } 

Tiie  tears  tuat  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 

'Tis  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievest, 

Too  well  thou  lov'st — too  soon  thou  leavest. 

2. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 
And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit  ; 

But  she  who  not  a  thought  disguises. 
Whose  love  is  as  sincere  and  sweet, — 

When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly, 

It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

3. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
Is  doom'd  to  all  who  love  or  live ; 

A)id  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow, 
We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive. 

That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only, 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

4. 

What  must  fhey  feel  whom  no  false  vision, 
But  truest,  tenderest  passion  warm'd  ? 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charm'd  ? 

Ah  !  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  scheming, 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming ! 


POEMS.  93 


ON    BEING   ASKED    WHAT    WAS   THE    "  ORIGIN    OF    tOVE 

The  "  Origin  of  Love  !" — Ah  why 

That  cruel  question  ask  of  me, 
"When  thou  may'st  read  in  many  an  eye 

He  starts  to  life  on  seeing  thee  ? 
And  shoukl'st  thou  seek  his  end  to  know  : 

My  heart  forebodes,  my  fears  foresee, 
He'll  linger  long  in  silent  woe  ; 

But  live — until  I  cease  to  be. 


REMEMBER   HIM,    ETC. 
1. 

Remember  him,  whom  passion's  power 

Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved  : 
Remember  thou  that  dangerous  hour 

When  neither  fell,  though  both  were  loved. 

2. 
That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye, 

Too  much  invited  to  be  blest : 
That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh, 

The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

3. 
Oh  !  let  me  feel  that  all  I  lost 

But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fears : 
And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  years. 

4. 

Yet  think  of  this  v,hen  many  a  tongue, 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  blame, 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong, 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  name. 

5, 
Think  that  whate'ev  to  others,  thou 

Hast  seen  each  selfish  thought  subdued  : 
T  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now  in  midnight  solitude. 
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Oh  God  !   that  we  had  met  in  time, 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  free  ; 

When  ^hou  had'st  loved  without  a  crime, 
And  I  been  Jess  unworthy  thee  ! 

7. 
Far  may  thy  days,'  as  heretofore, 

From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  past ! 
And  that  too  bitter  moment  o^er, 

Oh  !  may  such  trial  be  thy  last ! 


This  heart,  alas  !  perverted  long, 
Ttself  destroy'd  might  there  destroy ; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng, 
Would  wake  Presumption's  hope  of  joy. 

9. 
Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe, 

Like  mine,  is  mild  and  worthless  all. 
That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego. 

Where  those  who  feel  must  surely  fall. 

10. 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tenderness, 
Thy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pure  ; 

From  what  even  here  hath  past  may  guess 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure. 

11. 

Oh  !  pardon  that  imploring  tear. 
Since  not  by  Virtue  shed  in  vain. 

My  frenzy  drew  from  eyes  so  dear; 
For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

12. 

Though  long  and  mournful  must  it  be. 
The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet 

Yet  I  deserve  the  stern  decree. 
And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweet. 

13. 

Still,  had  I  loved  thee  less,  my  heart 
Had  then  less  sacrificed  to  thine  : 

It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  part. 
As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  mine. 
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LINES 

INSCRIBED    UPON    A    CUP    FORMED    FROM    A    SKULL. 
1. 

Start  not — nor  deem  my  spirit  fled  : 

In  me  behold  the  only  skull, 
From  which,  unlike  a  living  head, 

Whatever  flows  is  never  dull. 


I  lived,  I  loved,  I  quatt''d,  like  thee  ; 

I  died  J  let  earth  my  bones  resign  : 
Fill  up — thou  canst  not  injure  me  ; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 


Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape. 
Than  nurse  the  earth-worm's  slimy  brood  ; 

And  circle  in  the  goblet's  shape 

The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

4. 
Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  hath  shone, 


In  aid  of  others'  let  me  shine 


And  when,  alas  !   our  brains  are  gone, 
What  nobler  substitute  thdn  wine  ? 

5. 

Quaff  while  thou  canst — another  race. 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  sped, 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth's  embrace, 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

6. 
Why  not?  since  through  life's  little  day 

Our  heads  such  sad  elfects  produce  ; 
Redeem 'd  from  worms  and  wasting  claj^. 
This  chance  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 
Newstead  Abbey,  1808. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER  PARKER,  BART. 
1. 

There  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 

A  mourner  o'er  the  humblest  grave  ; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 
And  Triumph  wc'.^ps  above  the  brave. 

VOL.    11.  I 
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2. 

For  them  is  Sorrow's  purest  sigh 
O'er  Ocean's  heaving  bosom  sent : 

In  vain  their  bones  unburied  lie, 

All  earth  becomes  their  monument  ! 

3. 

A  tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page, 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue  : 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age. 

For  them  bewail,  to  ihem  belong. 

4. 

for  them  the  voice  of  festal  mirth 

Grows  hush'd,  their  name  the  only  sound  ; 

While  deep  Remembrance  pours  to  Worth 
The  goblet's  tributarj-  round. 


A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not, 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes. 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot  ? 

Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  choae  ? 

.6. 

And,  gallant  Parker  !  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be  ; 

And  early  valor,  glowing,  find 
A  model  iu  thy  memory. 

7. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 
In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell  ; 

And  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 


Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  ? 

When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name  ? 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness, 

While  Grief's  full  heart  is  fed  by  Fame. 


Alas  I  for  them  though  not  for  Ihee, 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 
Who  ne'er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 
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TO    A    LADY    WEEPIXG. 


Wrep,  daughter  of  a  royal  line, 
A  sire's  diss^race,  a  realm's  decay  ; 

Ah  happy  !  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a  father's  fault  away  ! 

2. 

Weep—  for  thy  tears  are  Virtue's  tears — 
Auspicious  to  these  Kufferint?  isles  ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people's  smiles  ! 

March  1812. 


FROM    THE    TURKISH. 
]. 

The  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view, 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound  ; 

The  heart  that  offer 'd  both  was  true, 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 


These  gifts  were  charmed  by  secret  spell, 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine  ; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas  !  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

3. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  Jink, 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch  ; 

Thai  lute  was  sweet— till  thou  could'st  think 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

4. 
Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 

Tlie  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp, 
Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 

Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 


When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alter'd  too  ; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mule 
'Tis  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu — 

False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 
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SONNET. 


TO    GENEVIIA. 


Thixe  e3-es'  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair, 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — cauj^ht 
From  contemplation — where  serenely  wrought, 
S<^ems  Sorrow's  softness  charm'dfrom  its  despair- 
Have  thrown  such  speaking:  sadness  in  thine  air, 
That — but  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraua:ht 
With  mines  of  unalloy'd  and  stainless  thouarht — 
I  should  have  deem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent, 

When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil  born, 
(Except  that  t/iou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 

The  Magdalen  of  Guido  saw  the  morn — 
Such  seem'st  thou — but  how  much  more  excellent ! 
With  nought  Remorse  rnay  claim — nor  Virtue  scorn. 


SONNET. 

TO    GENEVRA. 

Thy  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  from  woe, 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  Mirth  could  flush 
Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest  blush, 

My  heart  would  wish  away  that  ruder  glow  : 

And  dazzle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  oh  ! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gush, 
And  into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  rush. 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow. 

For,  through  the  long  dark  lashes  low  depending, 
The  soul  of  melancholv  Gentleness 

Gleams  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending. 
Above  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  distress ; 

At  once  such  majesty  with  sweetness  blending, 
I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 


TNSCRIPTrON 

ON  THE  MONUMENT  OF  A  NEWFOUNDLAND  DOG. 

When  some  proud  son  of  man  returns  to  earth. 
Unknown  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth, 
The  sculptor's  art  exhausts  the  pomp  of  woe. 
And  storied  urns  record  who  rests  below  ; 
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When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen, 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been  * 

But  the  poor  dog,  in  Hie  the  firmest  friend, 

The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend, 

Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master's  own, 

Who  labours,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone, 

Unhonour'd  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth, 

Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth, 

While  man,  vain  insect !  hopes  to  be  forgiven, 

And  claims  himself  a  soul  exclusive  heaven, 

Oh  man  !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour, 

Debased  by  slaver)^,  or  corrupt  by  power. 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust, 

Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust  ! 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit  ! 

By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name, 

Each  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame. 

Ye  !   who  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn, 

Pass  on— it  honours  none  you  wish  to  mourn  : 

To  mark  a  friend's  remains  these  stones  arise ; 

I  never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  lies. 

Newstead  Jbheijy   Oct.ZO,  180S. 


FAREWELL. 

Farewell  !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  other's  weal  avail'd  on  high, 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
'Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh  : 

Oh  !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell, 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye, 

Are  in  that  word— Farewell  !— Farewell! 

These  lips  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry  ; 

But  in  my  breasf,  and  in  my  brain, 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by, 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 
My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel ; 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

1  onlv  feel— Farewell !— Farewell ! 


I  2 
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Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul  I 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control, 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine, 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be  ; 
And  our  sorrow  may  cease  to  repine, 

When  we  know  that  thy  God  is  with  thee. 

2. 

Light  be  the  turf  on  thy  tomb  ! 

•  May  its  virtue  like  emeralds  be  : 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom, 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 
Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 

]May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest : 
But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see  ; 

For  why  should  we  mourn  for  ihe  blest  ? 


Whex  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears, 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years, 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold, 

Colder  thy  kiss ; 
Truly  that  hour  foretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

2. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  my  brow — 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  vows  are  all  broken, 

And  light  is  thy  fame  ; 
I  hear  thy  name  spoken, 

And  share  in  its  shame. 
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3. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  of  mine  ear ; 
A  shudder  comes  o'er  me — 

Why  \rert  thou  so  dear  ? 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee, 

Who  knew  thee  too  well : — 
Long,  long  shall  I  rue  thee, 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

4. 

In  secret  we  met — 

In  silence  I  grieve, 
That  thy  heart  could  forget. 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years, 
How  should  I  greet  thee  ? — 

With  silence  and  tears. 

,1808. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

"  O  Lachrymarum  fons,  tenero  sacros 
*'  Ducentium  ortus  ex  animo  :  quater 
*'  Felix  !  in  imo  qui  scatentem 
"  Pectore  te,  pia  Nympha,  sensit." 

Grai/'s  Poemata. 

1. 

There's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it  takes  away. 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  in  feeling's  dull  decay; 
^Tis  not  on  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alone,  which  fades 

so  fast, 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself  be  past. 


Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  wreck  of  happiness 
Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  excess  : 
The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points  in  vain 
The  shore  to  which  their  shiver'd  sail  shall  never  stretch  again. 
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3. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  soul  like  death  itself  come* 

down  ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  others'  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own  ; 
That  heavy  chill  has  frozen  o'er  the  fountain  of  our  tears, 
And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  'tis  where  the  ice  appears. 

4. 

Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth  distract  the 

breast, 
Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more  their  former  hope 

of  rest ; 
'Tis  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruin'd  turret  wreath. 
All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  gray  beneath. 

5. 

Oh  could  I  feel  as  I  have  felt — or  be  what  I  have  been. 

Or  weep  as  I  could  once  have  w^ept,  o'er  many  a  vanish 'd 

scene  : 
As  springs  in  deserts  fovmd  seem  sweet,  all  brackish  though 

they  be. 
So  midst  the  wither'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would  flow 

to  me. 

18]i. 
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There  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee  ; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me : 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charmed  ocean's  pausing. 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 
And  the  luU'd  winds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep  ; 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving, 
As  an  infant's  asleep  : 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 

To  listen  and  adore  thee  ; 

With  a  full  but  soft  emotion. 

Like  the  swell  of  Summer's  ocean. 
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FARE  THEE  WELL. 

Fare  Ihee  well !  and  if  for  ever, 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well: 
Even  thou^'li  unforgiving,  never 

^Gainst  Ihee  shall  ni)-  heart  rebel. 
Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  thee 

Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 
AV'hile  that  placid  slee^)  came  o'er  thee 

Wliich  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again  : 
Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over. 

Every  inmost  thought  could  show  ! 
Then  thou  woukP.stat  last  discover 

'Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 
Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee  — 

Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow, 
Even  its  praises  must  olFend  thee, 

Founded  on  another's  woe — 
Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 

To  iriHict  a  cureless  wound  ? 
Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not ; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 
But  by  sudilen  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away  : 
Still  thine  own  its  life  retaineth — 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat ; 
And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 

Is — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 
These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead  ; 
Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

'Wake  us  from  a  widow'd  bed. 
And  when  thou  wouKI'st  solace  g  ither. 

When  our  child's  first  accents  flow. 
Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  '^  Father  I " 

Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 
When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee, 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest, 
Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bless  thee, 

Tliink  of  him  thy  love  had  bless'd! 
Should  her  lineaments  resemble 

Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see, 
Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 

With  a  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 
AH  my  faults  perchance  thou  knowest, 

All  my  madness  none  can  know  5 
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All  mj-  hopes,  where'er  thou  goest, 

Wither,  yet  with  thee  they  go. 
Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken  ; 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  could  bow, 
Bows  to  thee — by  thee  forsaken. 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now  : 
But  'tis  done  all  words  are  idle — 

Word.>  from  me  are  vainer  still  ; 
But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 

Force  the  way  without  the  will, — 
Fare  thee  well ! — thus  disunited. 

Torn  from  every  nearer  tie, 
Sear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted- 

More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 


A   SKETCH. 


"  Honest— Honest  lago  ! 

*'  If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee."  Shaks. 

Born  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred, 

Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  mistress'  head  ; 

Next — for  some  gracious  service  uaexprest, 

And  I'rom  its  wages  only  to  be  guess'd  — 

Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  table — where 

Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  lier  chair. 

With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash'd, 

She  dines  from  oft"  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 

Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie— 

The  genial  confidante,  and  general  spy — 

Who  could,  ye  gods  !  her  next  employment  guess — 

An  only  infant's  earliest  governess  ! 

She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 

That  slie  herself,  by  teaching,  learn 'd  to  spell. 

An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows, 

As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  shows  : 

What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 

None  know— but  that  high  Soul  secur'd  the  heart, 

And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear, 

With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 

Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  j-outhful  mind. 

Which  Flattery  fool'd  not— Baseness  could  not  blind, 

Deceit  infect  not — near  Contagion  soil — 

Indulgence  weaken — nor  Example  spoil — 

Nor  master'd  Science  tempt  her  to  look  down 

On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown  -- 
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Nor  Genius  swell — nor  Beauty  render  vain — 

Nor  Envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain — 

Nor  Fortune  change — Pritle  raise — nor  Pass^ion  bow. 

Nor  Virtue  teach  austerity —till  now. 

Serenely  purest  ot  her  sex  that  live, 

But  wanting  one  sweet  weaktiess — to  forgive. 

Too  shock'd  at  laults  her  soul  can  never  know, 

She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below  : 

Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  Virtue's  friend. 

For  Virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme  : — now  laid  aside  too  long 

The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song— 

Though  all  her  former  functions  are  no  more, 

She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 

If  mothers— none  know  why— before  her  quake; 

If  daughters  dread  her  for  the  mother's  sake. 

If  early  habits — those  false  links,  which  bind 

At  times  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 

Have  given  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 

The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will  ; 

If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls 

Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls  ; 

If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind. 

And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  )iot  find  ; 

What  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 

Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks. 

To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dwells, 

And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells  ? 

Skill'd  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's  tints 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints 

While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood  — sneers  with  smiles — 

A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 

A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming, 

To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-hardeu'd  scheming  j 

A  lip  of  lies    -a  face  form'd  to  conceal; 

Atid,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel : 

With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown  ; 

A  cheek  of  parchment — and  an  eye  of  stone. 

Mark,  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 

Ooze  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud, 

Cased  like  the  centipede  in  saflron  mail, 

Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion's  scale — 

(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 

Congenial  colours  in  that  soul  or  face) — 

Look  on  her  features  !  and  behold  her  mind 

As  in  a  mirror  of  itself  defin'd  : 

Look  on  the  picture  !  deem  it  not  o'ercharged  : 

There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enlarged  : 
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Yet  true  to  "  Nature's  journeymen,"  who  made 
This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade,- - 
This  iemale  dog-star  of  iier  little  sky. 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die. 

Oh  !  wretch  without  a  tear — without  a  thought — 

Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  ^Aiought — 

The  time  shall  come,  nor  long  remote,  when  thou 

Shalt  feel  far  more  than  thou  infiictest  now  ; 

Feel  for  thy  vile  self-loving  self  in  vain, 

And  turn  thee  howling  in  unpitied  pain. 

May  the  strong  curse  of  crush'd  afledions  light 

Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight ! 

And  make  thee  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind 

As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind  ! 

Till  all  thy  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate, 

Black— as  thy  will  for  others  would  create  : 

Till  thy  hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust. 

And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust. 

Oh,  may  the  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed, — 

The  widow"d  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  hast  spread ! 

Then,  when  thou  fain  would 'st  weary  Heaven  with  prayer, 

Look  on  thine  earthly  victims — and  despair! 

Down  to  the  dust  I — and  as  thou  rott'st  away, 

Even  worms  shall  peiish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 

But  for  the  love  1  bore,  and  still  must  bear, 

To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear  — 

Thy  urme — thy  human  name — to  every  eye 

The  climax  of  all  scorn  should  hang  on  high, 

Exalted  o'er  thy  less  abhorr-'d  compeers — 

And  festering  in  the  infamy  of  years. 


When  all  around  grew  drear  and  dark. 
And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray — 

And  hope  hut  shed  a  dying  spark 
Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way  ; 


In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 
And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 

When  dreading  to  be  deem'd  too  kind, 
'J  he  weak  despair — the  cold  depart ; 
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3. 

When  Fortune  changetl— and  love  fled  far, 
And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fast, 

Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 

Which  rose  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

4. 

Oh  !  blest  be  thine  unbroken  light! 

That  watch'd  me  as  a  seraph's  eye. 
And  stood  between  me  ajul  the  nigbt, 

For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

5. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  as  came, 

Which  strove  to  blacken  o'er  tiiy  ra)' — ■ 

Then  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame, 
And  dash'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

6. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 
And  teach  it  what  to  brave  or  brook — 

There  's  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine 
Than  in  the  VTorld's  defied  rebuke. 

7. 

Thou  stood 'st,  as  stands  a  lovely  tree, 
That  still  unbroke,  though  gently  bent, 

Still  waves  with  iond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  above  a  monument. 


The  winds  might  rend — the  skies  might  pour, 
But  there  thou  wert — and  slill  would'st  be 

Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hour 

To  shed  thy  weeping  leaves  o'er  me. 

9. 

But  thou  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight. 
Whatever  fate  on  me  may  fall ; 

F-or  heav'n  in  sunshine  will  requite 
The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  all, 

10. 
Then  let  the  ties  of  baflded  love 

Be  broken — thine  will  never  break  ; 
Thy  heart  can  feel — but  will  not  move  ; 

Thy  soul,  tbongh  sol't,  will  never  shake, 

VOL,   II,  K 
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11. 

And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside, 
Were  found  and  still  are  fix'd  in  the«- 

And  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried, 
Earth  is  no  desert — ev'n  to  me. 


ODE. 


FROM    THE    FREXCH. 
I. 

We  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo  ! 
Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plain  bedew  ; 
There  Hw;is  shed,  but  is  not  sunk — 
Rising  from  each  gory  trunk. 
Like  the  Water- spout  from  ocean. 
With  a  strong  and  growing  motion — 
It  soars,  and  mingles  in  the  air. 
With  that  of  lost  Lacedoyere — 
With  that  of  him  whose  honour'd  grare 
Contains  the  "bravest  of  the  brave." 
A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows 
But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose  ; 
When  'tis  full  'twill  burst  asunder — 
Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder 
As  then  .shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder- 
Never  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 
As  o'er  heav'n  shall  then  be  bright'ning  ! 
Like  the  Wormwood  Star  foretold 
By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 
Show'ring  down  a  fiery  flood, 
Turning  rivers  into  blood.  (G) 

IL 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  you, 

Vanquishers  of  W^aterloo  ! 

When  the  soldier  citizen 

Sway'd  not  o'er  his  fellow  men — 

Save  in  deeds  tbat  led  them  on 

Where  Glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son — 

Wlio,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 

With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 

Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated^ 
Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded  ? 
Till,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting. 
The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King  ? 
Then  he  fell :— So  perish  all, 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral ! 
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III. 


And  thou  too  of  the  snow-white  plume 
Whose  reahn  refused  thee  ev'n  a  tomb,  (7) 
Better  had'st  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  her  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding, 
Than  sold  th5s?lf  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name  ; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears, 
Who  thy  blood  bought  tiUe  bears, 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 

On  thy  warhorse  through  the  ranks, 

Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks. 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shiver'd  fast  around  thee — 
Of  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  ? 
Once — as  the  Moon  sways  o'er  the  tide. 
It  rolPd  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide  j 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight. 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendancy, — 
And,  as  it  onward  rolling  rose. 
So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 
There,  where  death's  brief  pang  was  quickest, 
And  the  battle's  wreck  lay  thickest, 
Strew'd  beneath  the  advancing  banner 

Of  the  eagle's  hurning  crest — 
(There  with  thunder-clouds  to  fan  her, 

fVlio  could  then  her  wing  arrest — 

Victory  beaming  from  her  breast? — • 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 

Fell,  or  fled  along  tlie  plain  ; 
There  be  sure  was  Murat  charging! 

There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again ! 

IV. 

O'er  glories  gone  the  invaders  march, 
Weeps  Triumph  o'er  each  levell'd  alrcb— ' 
But  let  Freedom  rejoice. 
With  her  heart  in  her  voice  ; 
But,  her  hand  on  her  sword, 
Doubly  shall  she  be  adored  ; 
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France  hath  twice  too  well  been  tangh'5 

The  "moral  lesson"  dearly  bought — 

Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne. 

With  Capet  or  Napoleon  ! 

But  in  equal  rights  and  laws, 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause — 

Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  given 

Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven, 

With  their  breath,  and  irom  their  birth, 

Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the  earth  ; 

With  a  fierce  and  lavish  hand 

Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand  j 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water, 

In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter ! 

V. 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 
And  the  voice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  in  communion — 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union? 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued — 
Man  may  die — the  soul's  renew'd : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit — 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble- 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet. 


PP.OM    THE    FRENCH. 


''  All  wept,  but  particularly  Suvary,  and  a  Polish  officer  who 
had  been  exalted  from  the  ranks  hy  Buonaparte.  He  clung 
to  his  master's  knees ;  wrote  a  letter  to  Lord  Keith,  entreat- 
ing permission  to  accompany  him,  even  in  the  most  menial 
capacity,  which  could  not  be  admitted." 


MrsT  thou  go,  my  glorious  Chief, 
Sever 'd  from  thy  faithful  crew  ? 

Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  grief, 
Maddening  o'er  that  long  adieu  ? 

Woman's  love,  and  friendship's  ze^l. 
Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me — 
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What  nre  they  to  all  T  feel. 

With  a  soldier's  iaitb  for  thee  ? 


idol  of  the  soldier's  soul ! 

First  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now : 
Many  could  a  world  control  ; 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  side  for  years  I  dared 

Death  ;  and  envied  those  who  fell, 
When  their  dying  shout  was  heard. 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  well.  (8) 

3. 

Would  that  I  were  cold  with  those, 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  see  ; 
When  the  doubts  of  coward  I'oes 

Scarce  ilire  trust  a  maji  with  thee, 
D;-  •n>Iiii'^':  '^■.irh  should  set  thee  free  I 

Oh  I  aliliough  in  dung<»ons  pent, 
All  their  chains  were  light  to  me. 

Gazing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

4. 
Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer. 
Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dim, 

In  his  native  darkness  share  ? 
Were  that  world  this  hour  his  owli, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign. 
Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine  ? 

5. 
My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu ! 

Never  did  I  droop  before  ; 
Never  to  my  sovereign  sue, 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore ; 
All  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave  ; 
Sharing  by  the  hero's  side 

liis  fall,  his  exile,  and  his  grav*. 


KS 
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ON  THE  STAR  OF    "THE  LEGION  OF    HONOUR, 

[from    the    FRENCH.] 
1. 

Star  of  the  brave  ! — whose  beam  hath  shed 

Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead — 

Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit ! 

Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  greet, — 

Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth  ! 

Why  rise  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth  ? 

2. 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  [form'd  thy  ra3's  ; 
Eternit)-  flash'd  through  thy  blaze; 
The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fame  on  high  and  honour  here  ; 
And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes, 
Like  a  V^olcano  of  the  skies, 

3. 

Like  lava  roll'd  thy  stream  of  blood, 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood  ; 
Earth  rock-d  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space  ; 
And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air, 
And  set  while  thou  vvert  dwelling  there. 

4. 
♦  Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 
Of  three  bright  colours,  (9)  each  divine, 
And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 
For  Freedom's  hand  had  blended  thenr, 
Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

5. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  dyes  : 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraph's  eyes'^ 
One,  the  pure  Spirit's  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light: 
The  tliree  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a  heavenly  dream. 


Star  of  the  brave  !  thy  ray  is  pale, 
And  darkness  must  again  prevail ! 
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l^ut,  oil  thou  Rainbow  of  tlie  free! 
Our  tears  find  blood  must  fluw  for  thee. 
AVhen  thy  bright  i)roniise  fades  away, 
Our  life  is  but  a  load  of  clay. 

7. 

And  Freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead  ; 
For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array  ; 
And  soon,  oh,  Goddess  !  may  we  be 
For  evermore  with  them  or  thee  ! 


NAPOLEON'S   FAREWELL. 

[from    the    FREXCIi.] 
1. 

Farewell  to  the  Land,  where  the  gloom  of  my  Glory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  her  name — 

She  abandons  me  now — but  the  page  of  her  story, 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fill'd  with  my  fame. 

I  have  warr'd  with  the  world  which  vanquish'd  me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  nie  too  far  ', 

I  have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus  lonely, 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war, 

2. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  !  v,hcii  ihy  diadem  crown'd  me, 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth, — 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  found  thee, 

Decay'd  in  thy  glory,  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 

Oh  !  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  wasted 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  were  won — 

Then  the  Eagle,  whose  gaze  in  that  moment  was  blasted, 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fix'd  on  victory's  sun ! 

3. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  '.—but  when  Liberty  rallies 

Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then — 

The  violet  still  grows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys  j 

Though  wither'd,  thy  tear  will  unfold  it  again — 

Yet,  yet,  I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us. 

And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice — 

There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  chain  that  ha^ 

bound  us. 
Then  turn  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thy  choici  ! 
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WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  "THE  PLEASURES  OF  HEMORT.'/ 

A  BSENT  or  present,  still  to  thee, 

M)'  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong ! 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me. 

In  turn  thy  converse,  and  thy  song. 
But  Mhen  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come 

By  Friendship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh. 
And  "  Memory"  o'er  her  Druid's  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die, 
How  fondly  will  She  then  repay 

Thy  homage  ofter'd  at  her  shrine, 
And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away. 

Her  name  immortally  with  thine ! 

April  19,  1812. 


SONNET. 

RossEAU-- Voltaire — our  Gibbon — and  de  Stael — 
(10)  Leman  I  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore, 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these  !  wert  thou  no  more. 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  recall : 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all. 

But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  Lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 

Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wond'rous ;  but  by  thee 

How  much  more.  Lake  of  Beauty  !  do  we  feel, 
In  sweetly  gliding  o'er  thy  crystal  sea. 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  zeal, 
Which  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 

Is  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real ! 


STANZAS  TO 

1. 

Though  the  day  of  my  destiny's  over, 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined, 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  find  ; 
Thougii  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  ac(iuain(e(iy 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  wilh  me. 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  paiiiteil 

it  never  hath  found  but  in  thee. 
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2. 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling, 

The  hist  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling, 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  lliine  ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  wiili  ihe  ocean; 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 
If  (heir  billows  excite  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

3. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  shiver'd, 

And  ils  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver'd 

To  piiin — it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me  : 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  Contem.n — 
They  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me — 

'Tis  of  thee  that  I  think — not  of  them. 

4. 
Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me, 

Though  slunder'd,  thou  never  couldst  shake, — 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchful,  'twas  not  to  defame  me, 

Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

6. 
Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one — 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

'Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun  : 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  tltee. 

6. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perish'd, 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall, 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  cherish'd, 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all  : 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing, 

In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  tree. 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing, 

\Vhich  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  thcc. 
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DARKNESS. 


I  HAD  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 

The  bright  sun  was  extiriguish'd,  and  the  stars 

Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 

Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  ic)-  earth 

Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonless  air; 

Morn  came,  and  went— ajul  came,  and  brought  no  day> 

And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 

Of  this  their  desolation  ;  and  all  hearts 

Were  chill'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light  : 

And  they  did  live  by  watchfires — and  the  thrones. 

The  palaces  of  crowned  kings— the  huts. 

The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell. 

Were  burnt  lor  beacons  ;  cities  were  consumed, 

And  men  were  gather'd  round  their  blazing  homes 

To  look  once  more  into  each  other's  face  ; 

Happy  were  those  who  dwelt  within  the  eye 

Of  the  volcanos,  and  their  mountain-torch  : 

A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  contain 'd  ; 

Forests  were  set  on  fire — but  hour  by  hour 

They  fell  and  faded — and  the  crackling  trunks 

Extinguish'd  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black- 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 

Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 

The  flashes  fell  upon  them  ;  some  lay  down 

And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept ;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled  ; 

And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 

Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  look'd  up 

With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky, 

The  pall  of  a  past  world  ;  and  then  again 

With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust, 

And  gnash'd  tlieir  teeth  and  howl'd  :  the  wild  birds  shriek'd, 

And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground. 

And  flap  their  useless  wings  ;  the  wildest  brutes 

C«me  tame  and  tremulous  ;  and  vipers  crawl'd 

And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude. 

Hissing,  but  stingless — they  were  slain  for  food  : 

And  W^ar,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more. 

Did  glut  himself  again  ; — a  meal  was  bought 

With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 

Gorging  himself  in  gloom  :  no  love  was  left ; 

All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death. 

Immediate  and  inglorious  ;  and  the  pang 

Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails — men 

Died,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  their  flesh  J 

The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour'd, 
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Even  dogs  assail'd  their  masters,  all  save  onf, 

And  he  was  faithful  to  a  corse,  and  liept 

The  birds  and  beasts  and  famish'd  men  at  bay. 

Till  hunger  clurig  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 

Lured  their  lank  jaws  ;  himself  sought  out  no  food. 

But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan, 

And  a  quicli  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 

Which  answer'd  not  with  a  caress — he  died. 

The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degrees  j  but  two 

Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive, 

And  they  were  enemies  ;  they  met  beside 

The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 

Where  had  been  heap'd  a  mass  of  holy  things 

For  an  unholy  usage  ;  they  raked  up, 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  bauds 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 

Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 

Which  was  a  mockery  ;  then  they  lifted  up 

Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 

Each  other's  aspects — saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  tlied— - 

Even  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died. 

Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 

Famine  had  written  Fiend.     The  world  was  void. 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 

Seasonless,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless — 

A  lump  of  death— a  chaos  of  hard  clay. 

The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean  all  stood  still. 

And  nothing  stirr'd  within  their  silent  depths  j 

Ships  sailoriess  lay  rotting  on  the  sea. 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal  ;  as  they  dropp'd 

They  slept  on  the  abjss  without  a  surge — 

The  waves  were  dead ;  the  tides  were  in  their  grave, 

The  moon  their  mistress  had  expired  before  ; 

The  winds  were  wither 'd  in  the  stagnant  air. 

And  the  clouds  perish'd  ;  Darkness  had  no  need 

Of  aid  from  them — She  was  the  universe. 


CHURCHILL'S    GRAVE, 

A    FACT    LITKRALLY    RENDERED. 

y  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blazed 
The  comet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gazed 
With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe  , 
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On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone, 

With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  unknown, 

Which  lay  unread  around  it ;  and  I  a^Ic'd 

The  Gardener  of  that  gicund,  why  it  might  be 

That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  lask'd 

Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century ; 

And  thns  he  answer'd — "  Well,  I  do  not  know 

"  Vv'hy  frequent  travellers  turn  to  ])ilgriins  so; 

"  lie  died  before  my  day  of  Sextonsiiip, 

"  And  I  had  not  the  digging  of  this  grave." 

And  is  this  all  ?    I  thought, — and  do  we  rip 

The  veil  of  Immortality  ?  and  crave 

I  know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 

Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight  ? 

So  soon  and  so  successless  ?    As  I  said. 

The  Architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 

For  Earth  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 

To  extricate  remembrance  I'rom  the  clay. 

Whose  miuglings  might  confase  a  Newton's  thought 

Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one, 

Of  which  we  are  but  dreamers  ;^as  he  caught 

As  'twere  the  twilight  of  a  former  Sun, 

Thus  spoke  he,—''  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 

"  You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 

"  Was  a  most  famous  writer  in  his  day, 

"  And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 

"  To  pay  him  honour,  —and  myself  whate'er 

*'  Your  honour  pleases," — then  most  pleas'd  I  shook' 

From  out  my  pocket's  avaricious  nook 

Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as  'twere 

Perforce  I  gave  this  man,  though  I  could  spare 

So  much  but  inconveniently  ; — Ye  smile, 

I  see  ye,  ye  profane  ones  !    all  the  while,  ' 

Because  my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would  tell. 

You  are  the  fools,  not  I — for  I  did  dwell' 

With  a  deep  thought,  and  with  a  soften'd  eye. 

On  that  old  Sexton's  natural  homily. 

In  which  thera  was  Obscurity  and  Fame, 

The  Glory  and  the  Nothing  of  a  Name. 


THE  DREAM, 


1. 


Our  life  is  twofold  ;  Sleep  hath  its  own  world; 
A  boundai^-  between  the  things  misnamed 
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Death  and  existence :  Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 
And  dreams  in  their  developement  have  breativ, 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy  ; 
They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts, 
They  take  a  weight  from  oft'  our  waking  toils. 
They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves,  as  of  our  time, 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity  ; 
They  pass  lik«  spirits  of  the  past, — they  speak 
Like  sibyls  of  the  future  ;  they  have  power — 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain  ; 
They  make  us  what  we  were  not — what  they  will 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that 's  gone  by, 
The  dread  of  vanish'd  shadows — Are  they  so  ? 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  ?    What  are  they  ? 
Creations  of  the  mind  ? — The  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than^have  been,  and  give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 
I  would  recall  a  vision  which  I  dream 'd 
Perchance  in  sleep — for  in  itself  a  thought, 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years. 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 

II. 

I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill. 
Green  and  of  mild  declivit)',  the  last 
As  'twere  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  such. 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 
But  a  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
Of  wood  and  cornfields,  and  the  abodes  of  mea 
Scattered  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofs  ;  — the  hill 
Was  crown'd  with  a  peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  circular  array,  so  fix'd. 
Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man  : 
These  two,  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 
Gazing — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself — but  the  boy  gazed  on  her  ; 
And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful  : 
And  both  were  young — yet  not  alike  in  youth. 
As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge 
The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood  ; 
The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 
Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
VOL.  rt.  L 
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There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 

And  that  was  shining  on  him  ;  he  had  look'd 

Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away  ; 

He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  hers ; 

She  was  his  voice  ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

But  trembled  on  her  words  ;  she  was  his  sight, 

For  his  eje  follow 'd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers. 

Which  colour'd  all  his  objects  :  he  had  ceased 

To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 

The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts, 

Which  terminated  all :  upon  atone, 

A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow, 

And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously — his  heart 

Unknowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 

But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share : 

Her  sighs  were  not  for  him  ;  to  her  he  was 

Even  as  a  brother — but  no  more  ;  'twas  much, 

For  brotherless  she  was,  save  in  the  name 

Her  infant  friendship  had  bestowM  on  him  j 

Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 

Of  a  time-honour'd  race- — It  was  a  name 

Which  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not — and  why  ? 

Time  taught  him  a  deep  answer — when  she  loved 

Another  ;  even  noiv  she  loved  another. 

And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 

Looking  ai'ar  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 

Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 

HI. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 

Its  walls  there  was  a  steed  caparison'd: 

Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 

The  Boy  of  whom  I  spake  ;  he  was  alone, 

And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro  :  anon 

He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen,  and  traced 

Words  which  I  could  not  guess  of;  then  he  lean'd 

His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  as  'twere 

With  a  convulsion — then  arose  again. 

And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 

What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 

And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  brow 

Into  a  kind  of  quiet :  as  he  paused, 

The  Lady  of  his  love  re-enter'd  there  ; 

She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 

She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved,—  she  knew. 

For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that  his  heart 

Wasdarken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
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That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all.. 

He  rose,  and  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 

He  took  her  hand  :  a  moment  o'er  his  face 

A  tablet  of  unnutterable  thoughts 

AVas  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came  ; 

He  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 

Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 

For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles  ;  he  pass'd 

From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 

And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way  ; 

And  ne'er  repass'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 

IV. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Boy  was  sprung  to  manhood  :  in  the  wilds 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  himself  a  home. 
And  his  Soul  drank  their  sunbeams  :  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects  ;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been  :  ou  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer ; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all ;  and  in  the  last  he  lay. 
Reposing  from  the  noon-tide  sultriness, 
Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  hud  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them  ;  by  his  sleeping  side 
Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fasten 'd  near  a  fountain  ;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  flovi^ing  garl)  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  around  : 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky. 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautilul, 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  Heaven. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  One 

Who  did  not  love  her  better  :— in  her  home 

A  thousand  leagues  from  his, — her  native  home. 

She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Infancy, 

Daughters  and  sons  of  Beauty — but  behold  ! 

Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 

The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife. 

And  an  untjuiet  drooping  of  the  eye 

As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 
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What  could  hev  gr'wS  be  ? — she  had  all  she  loved, 
And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 
Or  ilI-repre.>sM  afflictiou,  her  pure  thoughts. 
What  could  her  griel  be  ? — she  had  loved  him  not, 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved. 
Nor  could  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 
~tJpon  her  mind — a  spectre  of  the  past. 

VI. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  drearn. 

The  Wanderer  was  relurn'd.— T  saw  him  stand 

Before  an  Altar-- with  a  gentle  bride ; 

Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  made 

The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood  ; — as  he  stood 

Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 

The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shock 

That  in  the  antique  Oratory  shook 

His  bosom  in  its  solitude ;  and  then — 

As  in  that  hour — a  moment  o'er  his  face 

The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 

Was  traced,— and  then  it  faded  as  it  came. 

And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 

The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own  words, 

And  all  things  reel'd  around  him  ;  he  could  see 

Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  have  bee»- 

But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  hall. 

And  the  remember'd  chambers,  and  the  place 

The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shade, 

All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour, 

And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  came  back 

And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the  light : 

What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a  time  ? 

vn. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  ; — oh  !  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul ;  her  mind 
Had  wander'd  from  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth  ;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm  ;  her  thoughts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things  ; 
And  forms  impalpable  and  unperceived 
Of  others'  sight  familiar  were  to  hers. 
And  this  the  world  calls  phrensy  ;  but  the  wise 
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Have  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearful  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies, 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real! 

VIII. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream* 

The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 

The  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gone, 

Or  were  at  war  with  him  ;  he  was  a  mark 

For  blight  and  desolation,  compass'd  round 

With  Hatred  and  Contention  ;  Pain  was  mix'd 

In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until, 

Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days,  (11) 

He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 

But  were  a  kind  of  nutriment ;  he  lived 

Through  .that  which  had  been  death  to  many  men, 

And  made  him  friends  of  mountains  :  with  the  stars 

And  the  quick  Spirit  of.  the  Universe 

He  held  his  dialogues  j  and  they  did  teach 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries  ; 

To  him  the  book  of  Night  was  opeii'd  wide, 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveal'd 

A  marvel  and  a  secret  be  it  so. 


IX. 

My  dream  was  past ;  it  had  no  further  change. 

It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  out 

Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 

To  end  ia  madness — both  in  misery. 


PROMETHEUS. 
I. 

Titan  !  to  whose  immortal  eyes 
The  sufferings  of  mortality, 
Seen  in  their  sad  reality, 

Were  not  as  things  that  gods  despise  ; 

What  was  thy  pity's  recompense  ? 

A  silent  suffering,  and  intense  ; 

The  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chain, 

All  that  the  proud  can  ieel  of  pain, 
L  2 
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The  agony  they  do  not  show, 
The  suffocating  sense  of  woe, 

Which  speaks  but  in  its  loneliness. 
And  then  is  jealous  lest  the  sky 
Should  have  a  listener,  nor  will  sigh 

Until  its  voice  is  echoless. 

II. 

Titan  !  to  thee  the  strife  was  given 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will. 
Which  torture  where  they  cannot  kill"; 
And  the  inexorable  Heaven, 
And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 
The  ruling  principle  of  Hate, 
Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate. 
Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  die : 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 
Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  back 
On  him  the  torments  and  the  rack  ; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 
But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell ; 
And  in  thy  Silence  was  his  Sentence, 
And  in  his  Soul  a  vain  repentance. 
And  evil  dread  so  ill  dissembled 
That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

HI. 

Thy  Godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind. 
To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 
The  sum  of  human  wretchedness,         ♦ 

And  strengthen  Man  with  his  own  mind  j 

But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high. 

Still  in  thy  patient  energy. 

In  the  endurance,  and  repulse 
Of  thine  impenetrable  Spirit, 

Which  Earth  and  Heaven  could  not  convulse, 
A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit : 

Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 

To  Mortals  of  their  fate  and  force  ; 

Like  thee,  Man  is  in    part  divine, 

A  troubled  stream  from  a  pure  E0urc«; 

And  Man  in  portions  can  foresee 

His  own  funereal  destiny  ; 
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His  wretchedness,  and  his  resistance, 
And  his  sad  unallied  existence  : 
To  which  his  Spirit  may  oppose 
Itself — an  equal  to  all  woes. 

And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  sense, 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 

Its  own  concenter'd  recompense, 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy, 
And  making  Death  a  Victory. 


A  VERY  MOURNFUL  BALLAD 

ON    THE 

SIEGE   AND    CONQUEST   OF   ALHAMA. 
IVhichf  in  the  Arabic  language ,  is  to  the  following  p'urport. 


The  effect  of  the  original  ballad  (which  existed  both  in  Spanish 
and  Arabic)  was  such  that  it  was  forbidden  to  be  sung  by 
the  Moors,  on  pain  of  death,  within  Granada. 


]. 

The  Moorish  King  rides  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town  ; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

2. 

Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 
How  Alhama's  city  fell ; 
In  the  fire  the  scroll  lie  threw, 
And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

3. 

He  quits  his  mule,  and  mounts  his  horse, 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  course ; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Albambra  spurring  in. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhnnaa  ! 
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4. 

When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gain'd^ 
On  the  moment  he  ordain'd 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 
With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

5. 
And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar, 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain, 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 


Then  the  Moors  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  recall'd  them  there, 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 


Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
*'  Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  king  ? 
"  What  may  mean  this  gathering  ?'' 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

8. 
"  Friends !  ye  have,  alas  !  to  know 
"  Of  a  most  disastrous  blow, 
"  That  the  Christians,  stern  and  bold, 
*'  Have  obtain'  d  Alhama's  hold.  '^ 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 


Out  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 

With  his  beard  so  white  to  see 

«  Good  King!  thou  art  justly  served, 

"Good  King  !  this  thou  hast  deserved. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

10. 

"  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour, 
**  The  Abencerrage,  Granada's  flower  ; 
"  And  strangers  were  received  by  thee 
"  Of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 
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11. 

"  And  for  this,  oh  King  !  is  sent 

"  On  thee  a  double  chastisement : 

<'  Thee  and  thine,  tliy  crown  and  realm, 

"  One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 


<*  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe, 
"  He  must  perish  by  the  law  ; 
•'  And  Granada  must  be  won, 
"  And  thyself  with  her  undone." 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

13. 
Fire  flash 'd  from  out  the  old  Moor's  eyes. 
The  Monarch's  wrath  began  to  rise. 
Because  he  answer'd,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

14. 

"  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
"  As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings  :" — 
Thus,  snorting  with  his  choler,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

15. 
Moor  Alfaqui !  Moor  Alfaqui  ! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  king  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seized, 
For  Alhama's  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

16. 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone  ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law. 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

17. 
"  Cavalier  ;  and  man  of  worth  ! 
"  Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth  ; 
*'  Let  the  Moorish  Monarch  know, 
**  That  to  him  I  nothing  owe  ; 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 
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18. 
"  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs, 
"And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys: 
"  And  if  the  King  his  land  hath  lost, 
"  Yet  others  may  have  lost  the  most. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

19. 
"  Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wives 
"  Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  lives  ; 
"  One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
"  Hath  lost,  another  wealth,  or  fame. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

20. 

"  I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour, 
"  Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower  ; 
"  Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay, 
"And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day." 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

21. 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said, 
They  sever'd  from  the  trunk  his  head ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra-^s  wall  with  speed 
'Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

22. 

And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep  ; 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  tears. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

23. 

And  from  the  windows  o*er  the  walls 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls  5 
The  King  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 


POEMS,  129 

TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTORELLI. 

ON   A    NUN. 

Sonnet  composed  in  the  name  of  a  father  whose  daughter  had 
recently  died  shortly  after  her  marriage  :  and  addressed  to 
the  father  of  her  who  had  lately  taken  the  veil. 

Of  two  fair  virgins,  modest,  though  admired, 
Heaven  made  us  happy  ;  and  now,  wretched  sires, 
Heaven  lor  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  desires, 
And  gazing  upon  either,  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 
Becomes  extinguish'd,  soon — too  soon — expires  : 
But  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired. 
Eternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  thou  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door. 
Which  shuts  betwen  your  never-meeting  epes, 
May'st  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  once  more  : 

I  to  the  marble,  where  mj/  daughter  lies, 
Rush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  pour, 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock, — but  none  replies. 


ODE. 


Oh  Venice  !  Venice!  when  thy  marble  walls 
Are  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  be 
A  cry  of  nations  o'er  thy  sunken  halls, 

A  loud  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea  ! 
Tf  1,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thee, 
What  should  thy  sons  do  ? — any  thing  but  weep  : 
And  yet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 
In  contrast  with  their  fathers — as  the  slime, 
The  dull  green  ooze  of  the  receding  deep. 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  spring-tide  foam, 
That  drives  the  sailors  shipless  to  his  home, 
Are  they  to  those  that  were  ;  and  thus  they  creep. 
Crouching  and  crab-like,  through  their  sapping  streets. 
Oh  !  agony — that  centuries  should  reap 
No  mellower  harvest !  Thirteen  hundred  years 
Of  wealth  and  glory  turn'd  to  dust  and  ears  ; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets. 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  greets  ; 
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And  ev'n  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears, 

And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum, 

With  dull  and  daily  dissonance  repeats 

The  echo  of  thy  tyrant's  voice  along 

The  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song, 

That  heaved  Jjeneath  the  moonlight  with  the  throng 

Of  gondolcis— and  to  the  busy  hum 

Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  smful  deeds 

Were  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart, 

And  flow  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needs 

The  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  apart 

From  the  luxuriant  and  voluptuous  flood 

Of  sweet  sensations,  battlhig  with  the  blood. 

But  these  are  better  than  the  gloomy  errors, 

The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay, 

When  Vice  walks  forth  with  her  unsoften'd  terrors, 

And  mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smiles  to  slay  ; 

And  Hope  is  nothing  but  a  false  delay, 

The  sick  man's  lightening  half  an  hour  ere  death,. 

When  Faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  ot  Pam, 

And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  begmnmg 

Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  death  is  wmniBg, 

Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away  ; 

Yet  so  relieving  the  o'er-tortured  clay, 

To  him  appears  renewal  of  his  breath. 

And  freedom  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chain— 

And  then  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  again 

He  feels  his  spirit  soaring— albeit  weak, 

And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek ; 

And  as  he  whispers,  knows  not  that  he  gasps, 

That  his  thin  finger  feels  not  what  it  clasps. 

And  so  the  film  comes  o'er  him- and  the  dizzy 

Chamber  swims  round  and  round-and  shadows  b.sj, 

At  which  he  vainly  catches,  flit  and  gleam, 

Till  the  last  rattle  chokes  the  strangled  scream. 

And  all  is  ice  and  blackness- and  the  earth 

That  which  it  was  the  moment  ere  our  birth. 

II. 

There  is  no  hope  for  nations  !— Search  the  page 

Of  many  thousand  years—the  daily  scene, 
The  flow  and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age. 
The  everlasting  to  be  which  hath  been, 
Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little  :  still  we  lean 
On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wear 
Our  strength  away  in  wrestling  with  the  air  ; 
For  'lis  our  nature  strikes  us  down  :  the  beasts 
Slaughtered  in  hourly  hecatombs  for  feasts 
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Are  of  as  high  an  order — they  must  go 

Even  where  the  driver  goads  them,  though  to  slaughter. 

Ye  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kuigs  as  water. 

What  have  they  given  your  children  in  return  ? 

A  heritage  of  servitude  and  woes, 

A  blindfold  bondage,  where  your  hire  is  blows. 

What !  do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  burn, 

O'er  which  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal, 

And  deem  this  proof  of  royalty  the  real. 

Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scars, 

And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars  ? 

All  that  your  sires  have  left  you,  all  that  Time 

Bequeaths  of  free,  and  History  of  sublime, 

Spring  from  a  different  theme  ! — Ye  see  and  read, 

Admire  and  sigh  and  then  succumb  and  bleed ! 

Save  the  few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all, 

And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  engendered 

By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall, 

And  tliirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tender'd 

Gushing  from  Freedom's  fountains — when  the  crowd, 

Madden'd  with  centuries  of  drought,  are  loud, 

And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain 

The  cup  which  brings  oblivion  of  a  chain 

Heavy  and  sore — in  which  long  yoked  they  plough'd 

The  sand,— or  if  there  sprung  the  jellow  grain, 

'Twas  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  too  much  bow'd, 

And  their  dead  palates  chew'd  the  cud  of  pain  :  — 

Yes  !  the  few  spirits — who,  despite  of  deeds 

Which  they  abiior,  confound  not  with  the  cause 

Those  momentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws, 

Which  like  the  pestilence  and  earthquake,  smite 

But  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth 

With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 

With  a  few  summers,  and  again  put  forth 

Cities  and  generations— fair,  when  free. 

For,  Tyranny,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee  ! 

HI. 

Glory  and  Empire  !  once  upon  these  towers 
With  Freedom— godlike  Triad  !  how  ye  sate  ! 

The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those  hours 
W^hen  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate. 
But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit— in  her  fate 

All  were  enwrapp'd  :  the  feasted  monarchs  knew 
And  loved  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to  hate, 

Althovigh  they  humbled — with  the  kingly  few 

The  many  felt,  for  from  all  days  and  climes 
TOL.    II.  M 
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She  was  the  voyager's  worship  ; — even  her  crimes 
Were  of  the  softer  order — horn  of  Love, 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fatten'd  on  the  dead. 
But  gladdeird  where  her  harmless  conquests  spread  ; 
For  these  restored  the  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallow'd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  incessant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Crescent, 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled.  Earth  may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  Freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles  ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe. 
And  call'd  the  "  kingdom"  of  a  conquering  foe, 
But  knows  what  all — and,  most  of  all,  ive  know — 
With  what  set  giltled  terms  a  tyrant  juggles  ! 

IV. 

The  name  of  Commonwealth  i^  past  and  gone 

O'er  the  three  factions  of  the  groaning  globe  ; 
Venice  is  crush 'd..  and  Holland  deigns  to  own 

A  sceptre,  and  endures  tlie  purple  robe  ; 
If  the  free  Switzer  yet  bestrides  alone 
His  chaiuless  mouutains,  'tis  but  for  a  time, 
For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 
And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.     One  great  clime, 
Whose  vigorous  oftspring  by  dividing  ocean 
Are  kept  apart  atid  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 
Bequeath'd— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land. 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  motion, 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science — 
Still  one  great  clim.e,  in  iuU  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic  ! — She  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughly  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag. 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  bought 
Rights  cheaply  earn'd  with  blood.     Still,  still,  for  ever 
Better,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were  a  river, 
That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  la/.y  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains, 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep, 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering  : — better  be 
Where  the  exiinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free. 
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III  tljeirprou;!  clKirncl  of  ThermopjlcT, 
Than  slaoftiatt'  iu  our  marsli,— or  o'tT  tlit^  deep 
Fly  mill  one  ciiireiit  to  tlie  ocean  atkl, 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  lathers  had, 
One  J'reeman  more,  America,  to  thee  I 

NOTES. 

0) 
fFrittot  after  swimming  from  Sestos  to  Abydos. 
On  the  3d  May,  ISIO,  while  the  Salsette  (Captain  Bathurst) 
was  lying  in  the  Dardanelles,  Lieutenant  Ekenhead  of  that 
frigate  and  the  writer  of  these  rhymes  swrim  Irom  the  Euro- 
pean shore  to  the  Asiatic— by  the  bye,  from  Abydos  to  Sestos 
would  have  been  more  correct.  The  whole  distance  from  the 
place  whence  we  started  to  our  landing  on  the  other  side,  in- 
cluding the  length  we  were  carried  by  the  current,  was  com- 
puted by  those  on  board  the  frigate  at  upwards  of  four  English 
miles  :  though  the  actual  breath  is  barely  one.  The  rapidity 
of  the  current  is  such  that  no  boat  can  row  directly  across,  and 
it  may  in  some  measure  be  estimated  from  the  circumstance  of 
the  whole  distance  being  accomplishc^d  by  one  of  tlie  parties  in 
an  hour  and  five,  and  by  the  other  in  an  hour  and  ten  minutes. 
The  water  was  extremely  cold  from  the  melting  of  the  moun- 
tain-snows. About  three  weeks  before,  in  April,  we  had 
made  an  attempt,  but  having  ridden  all  the  way  from  the  Troad 
the  same  morning,  and  the  water  being  of  an  icy  chillness,  we 
found  it  necessary  to  postpone  the  completion  till  the  frigate 
anchored  below  the  castles,  when  we  swam  the  straits,  as  just 
stated  ;  entering  a  considerable  way  above  the  European,  and 
lauding  below  the  Asiatic,  fort.  Chevalier  says  that  a  young 
Jew  swam  the  same  distance  for  his  mistress  ;  and  Oliver  men- 
tions its  having  been  done  by  a  Neapolitan  ;  but  our  consul, 
Tarragona,  remembered  neither  of  these  circumstances,  and 
tried  to  persuade  us  from  the  attempt.  A  number  of  the  Sal- 
sette's  crew  were  known  to  have  accomplish(>d  a  greater  dis- 
tance J  and  the  only  thing  that  surpriseil  me  was,  that  as  doubts 
had  been  entertained  of  the  truth  of  Leander's  story,  no  tra- 
veller had  ever  endeavoured  to  ascertain  its  practicability. 

(2) 
Z«»9  ftoy   (7«;  ocyxTCu. 

Zo'i  mou,  sas  agapoy  or  Z«»)  /-toy  o-fli?  aycc~:co,  a  Romaic  ex- 
jiression  of  tenderness ;  if  \   translate  it,  I   shall   allront   the 
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gentlemen,  as  it  may  seem  Ihnt  I  supposed  they  could  not ; 
and  if  I  do  not,  I  may  affront  the  ladiis.  For  Tear  of  any 
misconstruction  on  tlie  part  of  the  latter  I  shall  do  so,  begging 
pardon  of  the  learned.  It  means,  "  My  life,  I  love  you  I'* 
which  sounds  very  prettily  in  all  lanp^uages,  and  is  as  much  in 
fashion  in  Greece  at  this  day,  as  Javenal  tells  us,  the  two  first 
words  were  among<Jt  the  Roman  ladies,  whose  exotic  expressions 
wt-re  all  Hellenized. 

(3) 

By  all  the  token-fiuicerx  that  tell. 

In  the  East  (where  ladies  are  not  taught  to  write,  lest  they 
should  scribble  lussignations)  flowers,  cinders,  pebbles,  d:c. 
coiivey  the  sentiments  of  the  parlies  by  that  universal  deputy 
of  Mercury — an  old  woman.  A  cinder  saj's,  "  I  burn  for 
thee^'  u  bunch  of  flowers  tied^with  hair,  "  Take  me  and  fly  ;*' 
but  a  pebble  declares — what  nothing  else  can. 

(4) 

Though  I  fly  to  htamhal. 

Constantinople. 

(5) 

Constantinople,  "  Zirr  0.7^0(^0(1." 

Turning  rivers  into  blood' 

See  Rey.  chap.  viii.  verse  7,  <ic.  '*  The  first  angel  sounded, 
and  there  followed  hail  and  fire  mingled  with  blood." 

Verse  8.  "  And  the  second  angel  sounded,  and  as  it  were 
a  great  mountain  burning  with  fire  was  cast  into  the  sea  ;  and 
the  third  part  of  the  sea  became  blood,"  &c. 

Verse  10.  "  And  the  third  angel  sounded,  and  there  fell  a 
great  star  from  heav'n  burning  as  it  were  a  lamp  ;  and  it  fell 
upon  the  third  part  of  the  rivers,  and  upon  the  fountains  of  the 
waters." 

Verse  11.  "  And  the  name  of  <he  star  is  called  fVormwood  : 
and  the  third  part  of  the  waters  became  tvwniwood  ;  and  many 
men  died  of  the  waters,  because  they  were  made  bitter." 

TVhose  reabn  refuse  thee  even  a  tomb. 
Murat's  remains  are  said  to  have  been  torn  from  the  grave  and 
burnt. 
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(8) 

Blessing  him  tkcy  served  so  icell. 

^*At  Waterloo,  one  man  was  seen,  whose  left  arm  was  sliat- 
terd  by  a  cannon  ball,  to  wrench  it  ott"  with  the  other,  ami 
throwing  it  up  in  the  air,  exclaimed  to  his  comrades,  '  Vive 
I'Empereiir,  jusqu'^  la  mort!'  There  were  many  other  in- 
stances of  the  like  :  this  you  may,  however,  depend  on  as  true," 
Aprivate  Letter  from  Brussels. 

Of  three  bright  colours ^  each  divine. 
The  tri- colour. 

(10) 
Leman  !  these  names  are  tvorthy  of  thy  shore ! 
Geneva,  FerJiey,  Coppet,  Lausanne. 

(H) 
Like  to  the  Politic  vionarch  of  old  days. 
Mithridates  of  Pontus. 
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THE 

PROPHECY  OF  DANTE. 


'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 
And  coming  eveiils  cast  their  shadows  before.'* 

Campbell. 


Once  more  in  man's  frail  world  !  which  I  had  left 
So  long  that  'twas  forgotten  ;  and  I  feel 
The  weight  of  clay  again,— too  soon  bereft 
Of  the  immortal  vision  which  could  heal 
My  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  God^s  own  skies 
Lift  me  from  that  deep  gulf  without  repeal, 
AVhere  late  my  ears  rung  with  the  damned  cries 
Of  souls  in  liopeless  bale  ;  and  Irom  that  place 
Of  lesser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 
Pure  from  the  fire  to  join  the  angelic  race  ; 

Midst  whom  my  own  bright  Beatrice  bless'd  (1) 
My  spirit  with  her  light  ;  and  to  the  base 
Of  the  eternal  Triad  !  first,  last,  best, 

Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinife,  great  God! 
Soul  universal !   led  the  mortal  guest, 
Unblasted  by  tbe  glory,  though  he  trod 

From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  cilmighty  throne. 
Oh  Beatrice  !  whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 
So  long  hath  prest,  and  the  cold  marble  stone, 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love. 
Love  so  inetiable,  a)id  so  alone. 
That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom  move. 
And  meeting  Iht e  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  without  which  my  soul,  like  the  arkless  dove. 
Had  wander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Kelitved  her  wing  till  found  5  without  thy  light 
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My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete.  (2) 
Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  lite,  the  essence  of  my  thought, 
Loved  ere  1  knew  the  name  of  love  and  bright 
Still  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 

With  the  world's  war,  and  years,  and  banishment. 
And  tears  for  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 
For  mine  is  not  a  nature  to  be  bent 
By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling  crowd  ; 
And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  hath  been  spent 
In  vain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apennine,  my  mind's  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 
Of  me,  can  I  return,  though  but  to  die. 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quench'd  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stern  and  high. 
But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set, 
And  the  night  cometh  ;  I  am  old  in  days, 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  met 
Destruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 

The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found  me,  pure, 
And  if  T  have  not  gather'd  yet  its  praise, 
I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure  ; 

Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  my  name 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscure. 
Though  such  was  not  my  ambition's  end  or  aim. 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  those 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 
And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  blovrs 
Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  be  class'd 
WUh  conquerors,  and  virtue's  other  foes,  , 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 

I  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free  :  (3) 
Oh  Florence  !  Florence  !  imto  me  thou  wast 
Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 
Wept  over,  "  but  thou  wouldst  not;'^  as  the  bird 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gather'd  thee 
Beneath  a  parent  pinion,  hadst  thou  heard 
My  voice  ;  but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce, 
Against  the  breast  that  cherish 'd  thee  was  stirr'd 
Thy  vejiom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerse, 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire. 
Ahis  !  how  bitter  is  bis  country's  curse 
To  him  who/or  that  country  would  expire, 
But  did  not  merit  to  expire  by  her, 
And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 
The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  hare 
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The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  transfer  (4) 

Of  him,  whom  she  denied  a  home,  the  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  granted ;  let  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falls ;  nor  shall  the  soil  which  gave 

Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  reassume 
My  indignant  bones,  because  her  angry  gust 

Forsooth  is  over,  and  repeaPd  her  doom  ; 
No, — she  denied  me  what  was  mine- -my  roof, 
And  shall  not  have  what  is  net  hers — my  tomb. 

Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 

The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for  her,  the  heart 
That  beat,  the  mind  which  was  temptation  proof. 

The  man  who  fought,  toil-d,  travell'd,  and  each  part 
Of  a  true  citizen  fulfill'd,  and  saw. 
For  his  reward  the  Guelf's  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 
These  things  are  not  made  for  forgetfulness, 
Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first ;  too  raw 

The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  distress 
Of  such  endurance  too  prolong'd  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less. 

Though  late  repented  ;  yet — yet  for  her  sake 
I  feel  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thine. 
My  own  Beatrice,  I  would  hardly  take 

Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  mine, 
And  still  is  hallow'd  by  thy  dust's  return. 
Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like  a  shrine. 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  urn. 

Though,  like  old  Marius  from  Minturnae's  marsh 
And  Carthage  ruins,  my  lone  breast  may  burn 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh. 
And  sometimes  fhe  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 
Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  o'erarch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — let  them  go  ! 
Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 
Who  long  have  sufl'er'd  more  than  mortal  woe, 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge— Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking  glows 

With  the  oft-baffled,  slakeless  thirst  of  change, 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  wkile  Death  and  Ate  range 

O'er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  necks Great  God  f 

Take  these  thoughts  from  me — to  thy  hands  T  yield 
My  many  wrongs,  unci  thine  almighty  rod 
Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me, — be  my  shield  ! 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain. 
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Tn  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field — 
111  toil,  and  many  troubles  bore  in  vain 

For  Florence.— I  ii[)peiil  Ironi  ber  to  Thee  ! 

Thcf,  whom  I  late  saw  in  tiiy  lol'liest  reign. 
Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 

And  live  was  never  granted  until  now. 

And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 
Alas  I  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 

The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things  come  back 

Corrosive  passions,  ieelings  dull  and  low, 
The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental  rack, 

Long  day,  and  dreary  night ;  the  retrospect 

Oi'  half  a  century  bloody  and  black, 
And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  expect 

Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear. 

For  I  have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wreck'd 
On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  Despair 

To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 

Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and  bare  ; 
Nor  raise  my  voice — for  who  would  heed  my  wail  ? 

I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age. 

And  yet  my  harplngswill  unfold  a  tale 
Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not  a  page 

Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attract 

An  eye  to  gaze  upon  their  civil  rage. 
Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 

M^orthless  as  they  who  wrought  it :  'tis  the  doom 

Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack'd 
In  life,  to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 

Their  days  in  endless  strife,  aad  die  alone  ; 

Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  their  tomb, 
And  pilgrims  come  from  climes  where  they  have  known 

The  name  of  him — who  now  is  but  a  name, 

And  wasting  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone. 
Spread  his— by  him  unheard,  unheeded—  fame; 

And  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear  :  to  die 

Is  nothing  ;  but  to  wither  thus — to  tame 
My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity — 

To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 

A  common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 
A  wanderer,  while  even  wolves  can  find  a  den, 

Ripp'd  from  all  kindred,  from  all  home,  all  things 

That  make  communion  sweet,  and  soften  i>ain — 
To  feel  in  me  the  solitude  of  kings 

Without  the  power  that  makes  them  bear  a  crown — 

To  envy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 
Which  waft  him  where  the  Apennine  looks  down 

On  Arno,  till  he  perches,  it  may  be, 
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Within  my  nil  inexorable  town, 

Where  3el  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  she,  (5) 
Their  mother,  tlie  cold  partner  who  hath  brought 
Destruction  lor  a  dowry—  this  to  see 

And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath  taught 
A  bitter  les.*on  ;  but  it  leaves  nie  free  : 
I  have  not  vilely  found,  nor  basely  sought, 

They  made  an  Exile — not  a  slave  of  me. 


The  Spirit  of  the  fervent  days  of  Old, 

When  words  were  things  that  came  to  pass,  and  thought 

Flashed  o'er  the  i'utu)e,  bidding  men  behold 
Their  children's  children's  doom  already  brouglit 

Forth  from  the  abyss  of  time  which  is  to  be. 

The  chaos  of  events,  where  lie  half-wrought 
Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality  : 

What  the  great  Seers  of  Israel  wore  within, 

That  spirit  was  on  them,  and  is  on  me. 
And  if,  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  din 

Of  conflict  none  will  hear,  or  hearing  heed 

This  voice  from  out  the  Wilderness,  Ihe  sin 
Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed, 

The  only  guerdon  I  have  ever  known. 

Hast  thou  not  bled  ?  and  hast  thou  still  to  bleed, 
Italia?  Ah!  to  me  such  things,  forshown 

With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 

In  thine  irreparable  wrongs  ray  own  ; 
We  can  have  but  one  country,  and  even  yet 

Thou'rt  mine— my  bones  shall  be  within  thy  breast, 

My  soul  within  thy  language,  which  once  set 
With  our  old  Roman  sway  in  the  wide  West  j 

But  I  will  make  another  tongue  arise 

As  loity  and  more  sweet,  in  which  exprest 
The  hero's  ardour,  or  the  lover's  sighs, 

Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every  theme 

That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  thy  skies, 
Shall  realise  a  poet's  proudest  dream. 

And  make  thee  Europe's  nightingale  of  song  ; 

So  that  all  present  speech  to  thine  shall  seem 
The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
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Confess  its  barbarism  vvlien  compared  with  thine. 

This  shall  thou  owe  to  hiin  wlio  didst  so  wrong, 
Tliy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  lianish'd  Ghibelline. 

Woq\  woe!  the  veil  ol"  comiiia^  ceiitiuies 

Is  rent, — a  thousand  years  whii;h  yet  supine 
Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise, 

Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  undulation, 

Float  I'rom  eternity  into  these  ej  es  ; 
The  storms  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  still  keep  their  station, 

The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb. 

The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation, 
But  all  things  are  disposing  lor  thy  doom  ; 

The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 

"  Let  there  be  darkness  !''  and  thou  grow'st  a  tomb  ! 
Yes  !  thou,  so  beautiful,  shalt  feel  the  sword. 

Thou,  Italy  !  so  fair  that  Paradise, 

Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restored  : 
Ah  !  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice  ? 

Thou,  Italy  !  whose  ever  golden  fields, 

Plough 'd  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  suffice 
For  the  world's  granary  ;  thou,  whose  sky  heaven  gilds 

With  brighter  stars,  and  robes  with  deep?r  blue  ; 

Thou,  in  whose  pleasant  places  Summer  builils 
Her  palace,  in  whose  cradle  Empire  grew. 

And  form'd  the  Eternal  City^s  ornaments 

From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen  overthrew  ; 
Birthplace  of  heroes,  sanctuary  of  saints. 

Where  earthly  first,  then  heavenly  glory  made 

Her  home  ;  thou,  all  which  fondest  fancy  pain! s. 
And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  pourtrayM 

In  feeble  colours,  when  (he  eye — from  the  Alp 

Of  horrid  snow,  and  rock,  and  sbagg)-  shade 
Of  desert-loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 

Nods  to  the  storm — dilates  and  dotes  o'er  thee, 

And  wistfully  implores,  as  'twere  for  help 
To  see  thy  sunny  fields,  my  Italy, 

Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  still 

The  more  approacliM,  and  dearest  were  they  free. 
Thou — Thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant's  will  : 

The  Goth  had  been,— the  German,  Frank,  and  Hun 

Are  yet  to  come, — and  on  the  imperial  hill 
Ruin,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 

By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaits  the  new. 

Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and  won 
Romc  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding  ;  and  the  hue 

Of  human  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter 

Troubles  the  clottt'd  air,  of  late  so  blue. 
And  deepens  into  red  the  safiiion  water 
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Ol  Tiber,  thick  with  dead  ;  the  helpless  priest, 
And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter, 
Vow'd  to  their  God,  have  shrieking  fled,  and  ceased 
Their  ministry  :  the  nations  take  their  prey, 
Iberian,  Almain,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 
And  bird,  woli',  vulture,  more  humane  than  they 
Are  ;  these  but  gorge  the  flesh  and  lap  the  gor« 
Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way  ; 
But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 
Ail  paliis  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet, 
With   Cgolino  hunger  prowl  for  more 
Nine  moons  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set ;  (6) 
The  chiefless  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 
Beneath  the  traitor  Prince's  banner  met, 
Hath  lei't  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate ; 
Had  but  the  royal  Rebel  lived,  perchance 
Thou  badst  been  spared,  but  his  involved  thy  fate 
Oh  !  Rome,  the  spoiler  ov  the  spoil  of  France, 
From  Brennus  to  the  Bourbon,  never,  jiever 
Shall  foreign  standard  to  thy  walls  advance 
But  Tiber  shall  become  a  raouinful  river. 

Oh!   when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks  !  floods  whelm  them,  and  for  ever  ! 
Why  sleep  the  idle  avalanches  so, 

To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  overflow 
The  peasant's  harvest  I'rom  his  turbid  bed  ? 
Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler  prey  ? 
Over  Cambyses'  host  the  desert  spread 
Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves'  sway 
Roll'd  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, — why, 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  ? 
And  you,  ye  men  !   Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 
Sons  of  the  con([uerors  who  overthrew 
Those  v.-ho  overthrew  proud  Xerxes,  where  yet  lie 
The  dead  whose  tomb  Oblivion  never  knew. 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thermopylae  ? 
Their  passes  more  alluring  to  the  view 
Of  an  invader  ?  is  it  they,  or  ye, 

That  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate  "unbar, 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  free  ? 
Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car. 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,  if  earth 
Could  be  so  ;  but  alone  she  will  not  war, 
Yet  aiHs  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth 

In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men  : 
Not  so  with  those  whose  souls  are  little  worth  ; 
For  them  no  fortress  can  avail, — the  den 
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Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant,  when 

The  hearts  of  those  Mithiii  are  quivering. 

Are  ye  not  brave?    Yes,  yes,  the  Ausonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  to  bring 

Against  Oppression  ;  but  how  vain  the  toil 
While  still  Division  sows  the  seeds  of  woe 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps  the  spoil. 

Oh  !   my  own  beauteous  land  !  so  long  laid  low, 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children's  hopes, 
When  there  is  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet — yet  the  Avenger  stops 
And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  'twixt  thine  and  thee. 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  thee  copes ; 

What  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free, 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  fullest  light  ? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable  ;  and  we, 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  07ie  deed Unite. 


CANTO   III. 

From  out  the  mass  of  never-dying  ill, 

The  Plague,  the  Prince,  the  Stranger,  and  the  Sword, 

Vials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 
And  flow  again,  I  cannot  all  record 

That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye :  the  earth 

And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 
Space  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth  ; 

Yes,  all,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is  graven 

There  where  the  farthest  suns  and  stars  have  birth, 
Spread  like  a  banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven. 

The  bloody  scroll  of  our  millenial  wrongs 

Waves,  and  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 
Athwart  the  sound  of  archangelic  songs. 

And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation's  gore. 

Will  not  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 
Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore : 

Like  to  a  harpstring  stricken  by  the  wind, 

The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 
The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 

Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 

Earth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 
To  sense  and  suflfering,  though  the  vain  may  scofl^ 

VOL.  II,  N 
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And  tyrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 

Before  tlie  storm  because  its  breath  is  rough, 
To  thee,  my  country  !  whom  before,  as  now, 

I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 

And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 
To  read  the  future  ;  and  if  now  my  fire 

Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive ! 

I  but  foretell  thy  fortunes — then  expire  ; 
Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and  live. 

A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak, 

And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  survive ; 
My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thee  and  break  : 

Yet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 

Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take 
Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  thy  gloom 

A  softer  glimpse ;  some  stars  shine  through  thy  night. 

And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb 
Leans  sculptured  Beauty,  which  Death  cannot  blight ; 

And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 

To  give  thee  honour,  and  the  earth  delight ; 
Thy  soil  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise, 

The  gay,  the  learn'd,  the  generous,  and  the  brave, 

Native  to  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies, 
Conquerors  on  foreign  shores,  and  the  far  wave,(7) 

Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  their  name;  (8) 

For  thee  alone  ihey  have  no  arm  to  save, 
And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 

A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thee — 

Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thou  still  the  same  ? 
Oh !  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 

The  being — and  even  yet  he  may  be  born — 

The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free. 
And  see  tby  diadem,  so  changed  and  worn 

By  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced  ; 

And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  morn, 
Thy  moral  morn,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 

And  noxious  vapours  from  A  vermis  risen, 

Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 
By  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 

Yet  through  this  centuvied  eclipse  of  woe 

Some  voices  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shall  listen 
Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I  show. 

And  make  it  broader ;  the  same  brilliant  sky 

Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid  them  glow 
And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 

Tuneful  shall  be  their  numbers  ;  they  shall  sing 

Many  of  love,  and   some  of  liberty  , 
But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle's  wing, 
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And  look  in  the  sun's  face  with  eagle's  gaze 

All  free  and  fearless  as  the  leathered  king, 
But  fly  more  near  the  earth;  how  many  a  phrase 
Sublime  shall  lavish'd  be  on  some  small  prince 

In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise  ! 
And  language,  eloquently  false,  evince 

The  harlotry  of  genius,  which  like  beauty, 

Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self  reverence, 
And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a  duty. 

(9)  He  who  once  enters  in  a  t5rant's  hall 

As  guest  is  slave,  his  thoughts  become  a  boot}*, 
And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 

A  captive,  sees  his  half  of  manhood  gone — (10) 

The  soul's  emasculation  saddens  all 
His  spirit ;  thus  the  Bard  too  near  the  throne 

Quails  from  his  inspiration,  bound  Xo  please — 

How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone  ! 
To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign's  ease 

And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 

Aught  save  his  euloQ:y,  and  find,  and  seize, 
Or  force,  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song  ! 

Thus  trammelled,  thus  condemn'd  to  Flattery's  trebles, 

He  toils  through  all,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong  ; 
For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  rebels, 

Should  rise  up  in  high  trccison  to  his  brain, 

He  sings,  as  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles' 
In  's  mouth,  lest  truth  should  stammer  through  his  strain. 

But  out  of  the  long  file  c  sonneteers 

Tliere  shall  be  some  wiio  will  not  sing  in  vain- 
Auil  he,  their  prince,  shall  rank  among  my  peers,<ll) 

And  love  shall  be  his  torment ;  but  his  grief 

Shall  make  an  immortality  of  tears, 
And  Italy  shall  hail  him  as  the  Chief 

Of  Poet-lovers,  and  his  higher  song 

Of  Freedom  wreath  him  with  as  green  a  leaf. 
But  in  a  farther  age  shall  rise  alonir 

The  banks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he  ; 

The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  do  them  wrong 
Till  they  are  ashes,  and  repose  with  me. 

The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  lyre, 

And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry  : 
His  fancy  like  a  rainbow,  and  his  fire. 

Like  that  of  heav'n,   immortal,  and  his  thought 

Borne  onward  with  a  wing  that  cannot  tire  : 
Pleasure  shall,  like  a  butterfly  nesv  caught, 
Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  bis  theme, 
And  art  itself  seem  into  nature  wrought 
By  the  transparency  of  bis  bright  dreum.— 
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The  second,  of  a  tenderer,  sadder  mood, 
Sbcill  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerusalem  ; 

He  too  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  christian  blood 
Shed  where  Christ  bled  lor  man  ;  and  his  high  harp 
Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood, 

Revive  u  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  and  the  striie  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose,  until  wave 
The  red  cross  banners  where  the  fivst  red  Cross 
M'as  crirason'd  from  his  veins  who  died  to  save. 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ;  the  loss 
Of  years,  of  favor,  freedom,  even  of  fame 
Coitested  for  a  time,  while  the  smooth  gloss ' 

Of  courts  would  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  name 
And  call  captivity  a  kindness  meant 
To  shield  him  from  insanity  or  shame, 

Such  shall  be  his  meet  guerdon  !  who  was  sent 
To  be  Christ's  Laureate — they  reward  him  well '. 
Florence  dooms  me  but  death  and  banishment, 

Ferrara  him  a  pittance  and  a  cell. 
Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  for  I 
Had  stung  the  factions  which  I  strove  to  quell; 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a  lover's  eye 

Will  look  on  earth  and  heav'n,  and  who  will  deign 
To  embalm  with  his  celestial  flattery 

As  poor  a  thing  as  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reign 
What  will  he  do  to  merit  such  a  doom  ? 
Perhaps  he'll  love, — and  is  not  love  in  vain 

Torture  enough  without  a  living  tomb  ? 
Yet  it  will  be  so — he  and  his  compeer, 
The  Bard  of  Chivalrv',  will  both  consume 

Jn  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year. 
And,  dying  in  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world,   which  scarce  will  yield  a  tear 

A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 

With  the  wealth  of  a  genuine  poet's  soul, 
And  to  their  country  a  redoubled  wreath, 

Unmatch'd  by  time  ;  not  Hellas  can  unroll 
Through  her  Olympiads  two  such  names,  (hough  one 
Of  her's  be  mighty; — and  is  this  the  whole 

Of  such  men's  destiny  beneath  the  sun  ? 
Must  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thrilling  sense, 
The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arteries  run. 

Their  body's  self  turn'd  soul  with  the  intense 
Feeling  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a  recompense 

Conduct?  shall  their  hright  plumage  on  the  rough 
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Storm  be  still  scatter'd  ?  Yes !  and  it  must  be, 

For  form'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff, 
These  birds  of  Paradise  but  long  to  flee 

Back  to  their  native  mansion,  soon  they  find 

Earth's  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not  agree, 
And  die  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 

Succumbs  to  long  infection,  and  despair. 

And  vulture  passions  flying  close  behind. 
Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear 

And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop, 

Then  is  the  prey-birds'  triumph,  then  they  share 
The  spoil,  o'erpower'd  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 

Yet  some  have  been  untouch'd,  who  learn 'd  to  bear, 

Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force  to  droop, 
Who  could  resist  themselves  even,  hardest  care ! 

And  task  most  hopeless;  but  some  such  have  been, 

And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were. 
That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene,  ' 

Were  prouder  than  more  dazzling  fame  unblest ; 

The  Alp's  snow  summit  nearer  heav'n  is  seen 
Than  the  volcano's  fierce  eruptive  crest. 

Whose  splendor  from  the  black  abyss  is  flung. 

While  thescorch'd  mountain,  from  whose  burning  breast 
A  temporary  torturing  flame  is  wrung. 

Shines  for  a  night  of  terror,  then  repels 
-  Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung. 
The  hell  which  in  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 


Many  are  poets  who  have  never  penn'd 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  best ; 
They  felt,  and  loved,  and  died,  but  would  not  lenc 

Their  thoughts  to  meaner  beings  ;  they  compress'd 
The  god  within  them,  and  rejoin'd  the  stars 
Unlaurell'd  upon  earth,  but  far  more  blest 

Than  those  who  are  degraded  by  the  jars 
Of  passion,  and  their  frailties  link'd  to  fame, 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  full  of  scars. 

Many  are  poets  but  without  the  name. 
For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
From  overfeeling  good  or  ill ;  and  aim 

At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate. 

And  be  the  new  Prometheus  of  new  men, 
Bestowing  fire  from  heaven,  and  then,  too  late, 
N2 
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Finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain. 
And  vultures  to  the  heart  of  the  bestower, 
Who  having  lavishM  his  high  gift  in  vain, 
Lies  chain M  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sea-shore  ? 
So  be  it :  we  can  bear.— But  thus  all  they 
Whose  intellect  is  an  overmastering  power 
Which  still  recoils  from  its  encumbering  clay 
Or  lightens  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe'er 
The  form  which  their  creations  may  essay, 
Are  bards ;  the  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear 
More  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow 
Than  atighi  less  than  the  Homeric  page  may  bear ; 
One  noble  stroke  with  a  whole  life  may  glow, 
Or  deify  the  canvas  till  it  shine 
With  beauty  surpassing  all  below. 
That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 

Break  no  comnaandment,  for  high  heaven  is  there 
Transfused,  transfiguraled  :  and  the  line 
Of  poe»y,  which  peoples  but  the  air 

With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  reflected, 
Can  do  no  more  :  then  let  the  artist  snare 
The  palm,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dejected 
Faints  o'er  the  labour  unapproved— Alas  ! 
Despair  and  Genius  are  too  oft  connected. 
Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass 
Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  the  sway 
Which  will  Apelles  and  old  Phidias 
Sbe  held  in  Hellas'  unforgotten  day. 
Ye  shall  be  taught  by  Ruin  to  revive 
The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their  decay, 
And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 
In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands, 
And  temples,  loi'tier  than  the  old  temples,  give 
Is'ew  wonders  to  the  world  ;  and  while  still  stands 
The  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall  soar 
A  dome,  (12)  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 
Into  a  fane  surpassing  all  before, 

Such  as  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in  :  ne'er 
Such  sight  hath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 
As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 

And  lay  their  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of  heaven* 
And  the  bold  Architect  unto  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given, 

Whom  all  hearts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord. 
Whether  into  the  marble  chaos  driven 
His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,  (13)  at  whose  word 
Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  the  waves  in  stone. 
Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour'd 
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Over  the  damn'd  before  the  Judgment  throne,  (}  4) 
Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see, 
Or  lanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unknown, 
The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  me,  (15) 
The  Ghibelline,  who  traversed  the  three  realms 
Which  from  the  empire  of  eternity. 
Amidsts  the  clash  of  swords,  and  clang  of  helms. 
The  age  which  I  anticipate,  no  less 
Shall  be  the  Age  of  Beauty,  and  while  whelms 
Calamity  the  nations  with  distress, 
The  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 
A  Cedar  towering  o'er  the  Wilderness, 
Lovely  in  all  its  branches  to  all  eyes, 
Fragrant  as  fair,  and  recognised  afar. 
Wafting  its  native  incense  through  the  skies. 
Sovereigns  shall  pause  amidst  their  sport  of  war, 
Wean'd  for  an  hour  from  blood,  to  turn  and  gaze 
On  canvas  or  on  stone  ;  and  they  who  mar 
All  beauty  upon  earth,  compell'd  to  praise. 

Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they  destroy  ; 
And  Art's  mistaken  gratitude  shall  raise 
To  tyrants  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy 
Emblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 
Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud,  (16)  who  but  employ 
The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a  burthen,  and  to  serve  a  need, 
To  sell  his  labour,  and  his  soul  to  boot. 
Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed. 

But  free  ;  who  sweats  for  raonarchs  is  no  more 
Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed  and  fee'd, 
Stands  sleek  and  slavish,  bowing  at  his  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  rulest  and  inspirest !  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly  power 
Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show, 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow, 
And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are  thine  ? 
And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fame, 
M'hose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 
From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  oftest  name. 
Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain. 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of  shame, 
And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain  ? 
Or  if  their  destiny  be  born  aloof 
From  lowliness,  or  tempted  thence  in  vain, 
In  their  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof, 
The  inner  war  of  passions  deep  and  fierce  ? 
Florence !  when  thy  harsh  sentence  razed  my  roof, 
I  loved  thee  j  but  the  vengeance  of  my  verse, 
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The  hate  of  injuries  which  every  year 
Makes  greater,  and  accumulates  my  curse, 
Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  holdest  dear, 

Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and  even  that, 
The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here, 
The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state  ; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
And  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in  date 
As  swept  off  sooner  ;  in  all  deadly  things 

Which  makes  men  hate  themselves,  and  one  another) 
In  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that  springs 
From  Death  the  Sin-bom's  incest  with  his  mother. 
In  rank  oppression  in  its  rudest  shape. 
The  faction  Chief  is  but  the  Sultan's  brother, 
And  the  worst  despot's  far  less  human  ape  : 
Florence  !  when  this  lone  spirit,  which  so  lonaf 
Yearn'd,  as  the  captive  toiling  at  escape. 
To  fly  back  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong. 
An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners. 
Who  has  the  whole  world  for  a  dungeon  strong, 
Seas,  mountains,  and  the  horizon's  verge  for  bars, 
Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  spot  of  earth 
Where— whatsoe'er  his  fate — he  still  were  hers, 
His  country's,  and  might  die  where  he  had  birth- 
Florence  !  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  return 
To  kindred  spirits,  thou  will  feel  my  worth. 
And  seek  to  honour  with  an  empty  urn 
The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne'er  obtain— Alas  ! 
"  What  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  ?"  (IT)  Stern 
Are  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  this  they  pass 
The  limits  of  man's  common  malice,  for 
All  that  a  citizen  could  be  I  was ; 
Raised  by  thy  will,  all  thine  in  peace  or  war, 

And  for  this  thou  hast  warr'd  with  me. — 'Tis  done  : 
I  may  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 
Built  up  between  us,  and  will  die  alone, 
Beholding  with  the  dark  eye  of  a  seer, 
The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown. 
Foretelling  them  to  those  who  will  not  hear. 
As  in  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  truth  shall  strike  their  eyes  through  many  a  tear, 
And  make  them  own  the  Prophet  in  his  tomb. 


NOTES. 


(1,) 
Midst  whom  my  aivn  bright  Beatrice  blessed. 
The  reader  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Ftulian   pronunciation 
of  Beatrice,  sounding  all  the  syllables. 

(2,) 
My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete. 
"  Che  sol  per  le  b^  lie  opre 
*<  Che  fanno  in-Cielo  il  sole  eP  altre  stelle 
*'  Dentro  di  lui'  si  crede  il  Paradiso, 
*'  Cosi  se  guardi  fiso 

♦*  Pensur  ben  dei  ch'  ogni  teiren'  placc^re." 
CRnzone,   in  which  Dante  describes  the  person  of  Beatrice, 
Strophe  third. 

(3.) 
/  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free. 

"  L'Esilio  che  m'  ^  dato  onor  mi  tegno. 

•  •  «  •  • 

"  Cader  tra'  buoni  e  pur  di  lode  deg-no." 

Sonnet  of  Dante, 
in  which  he  represents  Rijyht,  Generosity,  and  Temperance  as 
banished  from  among  men,  and  seeking  refuge  from  Love,  who 
inhabits  his  bosom. 

(4.) 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter. 

"  Ut  si  quis  predictorum  uUo  tempore  in  fortiam  dicte  com- 
munis pervenerit,  talis  perveniens  igne  combnratur,  sic  quod 
fnoriatur." 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Dante,  and  the  four- 
teen accused  with  him. — The  Latin  is  worthy  of  the  sentence. 
(5.) 
ff/iere  yet  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  she . 
This  lady,  whose  name  was  Gemma,  sprung  from  one  of  the 
most  powerful  Guelf  families,  named  Donati.     Corso  Donatj 
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was  the  principal  adversary  of  the  Ghibellines.  She  is  described 
as  being  ^'  Admodum  morosa,  ut  de  Xayitippe  Soo'atis  philoso- 
phi  conjuge  scriptum  esse  legimus,"  according  to  Giannozzo 
Manetti.  But  Lionardo  Aretino  is  scandalized  with  Boccace, 
in  his  life  of  Dante,  for  saying  that  literary  men  should  not 
marry.  "  Qui  il  Boccaccio  non  ha  pazienza,  e  dice,  le  mon- 
gli  esser  contrarie  agli  studj  ;  e  non  si  ricorda  che  Socrate  il 
piu  nobile  filosofo  che  mai  fosse,  ebbemoglie  e  figliuoli  e  uffici 
delta  Repubblica  nella  sua  Citta  ;  e  Aristotole  che,  &c.  (fee. 
ebbe  due  niogli  in  varj  tempi,  ed  ebbe  figliuoli,  e  ricchezze  as- 
sai. — E  JMarco  Tullio — e  Catone — e  Varrone — e  Seneca — eb- 
bero  moglie,'^  cfec.  (fee  It  is  odd  that  honest  Lionardo's  exam- 
ples, with  the  exception  of  Seneca,  and,  for  any  tiling  I  know 
of  Aristotle,  are  not  the  most  felicitous.  Tully's  Terentia, 
and  Socrates'  Xantippe,  by  no  means  contributed  to  their  hus- 
bands' happiness,  whatever  they  might  do  to  their  philosophy — 
Cato  gave  away  his  wife — of  Varro's  we  know  nothing — and  of 
Seneca's,  only  that  she  was  disposed  to  die  with  him,  but  re- 
covered, and  lived  several  years  afterwards.  But,  says  Lionardo, 
*'  L'uomo  e  animale  civile,  secondo  place  a  tutti  i  filosophi." 
And  thence  concludes  that  the  greatest  proof  of  the  animal's 
civisniis  "  la  prima  congiunzione,  dalla  quale  multiplicata 
nasce  la  Citta." 

(6) 
Nine  moons  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set. 
See  "  Sacco  di  Roma,"  generally  attributed  to  Guicciardini. 
There  is  another  written  by  a  Jacopo  Buonaparte,  Gentiluomo 
Samminiatese  che  vi  si  trovo  preseate» 

Conr^7ierors  on  foreign  shores,  and  the  far  wave. 
Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara,  Eugene  of   Savoy, 
Montecucco. 

(8) 

Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  th^ir  name. 
Columbus,  Americus  Vespusius,  Sebastian  Cabot. 

(9) 

He  who  once  enters  in  a  tyrant's  hull,  &fc. 

A  verse  from  the  Greek  tragedians,  with  which  Pompey  took 

leave  of  Cornelia  on  entering  the  boat  in  which  he  was  slain, 

(10) 

And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral,  SfC. 

The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  from  Homer. 
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(11) 

And  he,  their  prince,  shall  rajik  among  my  yeers. 
Petrarch. 

(12) 
A  dome,  its  image. 
The  cupola  of  St.  Peter^s. 

(13) 
His  chisel  hid  the  Hebrew, 
The  statue  of  Moses  on  the  monument  of  Julius  1I« 
SONNETTO 
Di  Giovanni  Battista  Zappi, 
Chi  e  costui,  che  in  bura  pietra  scolto, 
Siede  gigante ;  e  le  piu  illustre,  e  conte 
Prove  dell'  arte  avvanza,  e  ha  vive,  e  pronte 
Le  labbia  si,  che  ie  parole  ascolto  ? 
Quest'  e  Mose;  ben  me  '1  diceva  il  folto 

Onor  del  mento,  e  '1  doppio  raggio  in  fronte, 
Quest'  e  Mose,  quando  scendea  del  monte, 
E  gran  parte  del  Nume  avea  nel  volto. 
Tal  era  allor,  che  le  sonanti,  e  vaste 
Acque  ei  sospese  a  se  d'  intorno,  e  tale 
Quando  il  mar  chiuse,  e  ne  fe  tomba  altrui. 
E  voi  sue  turbe  un  rio  vitello  alzate  ? 
Alzata  aveste  imago  a  questa  eguale  ! 
Ch'  era  men  fallo  1'  adorar  costui. 

(14) 
Over  the  damned  be/ore  the  Judgment  throne. 

The  last  Judgment  in  the  Sistine  chapel. 

(15) 
Tfie  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  m£. 

I  have  read  somewhere  (if  I  do  not  err,  for  I  cannot  recollect 
where)  that  Dante  was  so  great  a  favourite  of  Michel  Angio» 
lo's  that  he  had  designed  the  whole  of  the  Divina  Commedia  } 
but  that  the  volume  containing  these  studies  was  lost  by  sea. 

(16) 
Her  charms  to  pontiff's  proud,  who  but  employ,  ^c. 
See  the  treatment  of  Michel  Angiolo  by  Julius  II.  and  bis 
neglect  by  Leo  X. 

(17) 
"  fVhat  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  ?'' 

"  E  scrisse  piii  volte  non  solamente  a  particolari  cittadini  del 
reggimento,  ma  ancora  al  popolo,  e  intra  P  altre  una  Epistola 
assai  lunga  che  comincia  : — *  Popule  mi,  quid  feci  tibi  ?' " 

Fita  di  Dante  scritta  da  Lionaxdo  Aretino. 

END    OF    THE   PROPHECY   OF    DANTE, 


i.5-1  STANZAS. 


HERE^S  A  HEALTH  TO  TIIEE,  TOiM  MOORE. 

The  fulloiciiig  lines  were  mldressed  by  Lord  Byroii  to  Mr. 
T-  Moffre,  Author  of  Lalla  Rookh,  previous  to  his  Lordship^ s 
departure  for  Greece* 

1. 

My  boat  is  on  the  shore* 

And  my  bark  is  on  ihe  sea  ; 
But  ere  1  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here  's  a  double  Leallh  to  thee. 


Here  's  a  sigh  for  those  who  love  me, 
And  a  smile  for  those  who  hate  j 

And  whatever  sky  's  ubove  me, 
Here  's  a  heart  lor  any  late. 


Though  the  ocean  roars  around  me, 

It  still  shall  bear  me  on  ; 
Though  a  desert  should  surround  me, 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 


Were  it  the  la.«t  drop  in  the  well. 
As  I  gasped  on  the  brink. 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit"  fell, 
'Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 


5. 

In  that  water  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be — Peace  to  thee  and  mine, 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 


DON  JUAN. 


Difficile  est  proprie  communia  dicere. 

Hor.   Epist.  ad  Pison. 


I. 

I  want  a  hero :  an  uncommon  want, 

When  every  year  and  month  brings  forth  a  new  one, 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant. 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one  : 
Of  such  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  vaunt, 

I'll  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Juan ; 
We  all  have  seen  him  in  the  pantomime 
Sent  to  the  devil  somewhat  ere  his  time. 

II. 

Vernon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 
Prince  Ferdinand,  Granby,  Burgoyne,  Keppel,  Howe, 

Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tythe  of  talk, 

And  fill'd  their  signposts  then  like  Wellesley  now  j 

Each  in  their  turn  like  Banquo's  monarchs  stalk. 
Followers  of  fame,  "nine  farrow"  of  that  sow 

France  too  had  Buonaparte  and  Dumourier 

Recorded  in  the  Moniteur  and  Courier. 

III. 

Barnare,  Brissot,  Condorcet,  Mirabeau, 

Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fayette, 

Were  French,  and  famous  people,  as  we  know. 
And  there  were  others  scarce  forgotten  yet, 

Joubert,  Hoche,  Marceau,  Lannes,  Dessaix,  Moreau, 
With  many  of  the  military  set. 

Exceedingly  remarkable  at  times. 

But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  nnKs. 


IV. 

Nelson  was  once  Britannia's  god  of  war, 
And  still  should  be  so,  but  the  tide  is  turn'd  ; 

There's  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 
'Tis  with  our  hero  quietly  inurn'd  ; 

Because  the  army's  grown  more  popular, 
At  which  the  naval  people  are  concern'd. 

Besides,  the  Prince  is  all  for  the  land  service 

Forgetting  Duncan,  Nelson,  Howe,  and  Jervis. 
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V. 

Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon  (1) 
And  since,  exeeeding  valorous  and  sage, 

A  good  deal  like  him  too,  tho'  quite  the  same  none 
But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page, 

And  so  have  been  forgotten  : — I  condemn  none, 
But  can't  find  any  in  the  present  age 

Fit  for  my  poem  (that  is  for  my  new  one) 

So,  as  I  said,  I'll  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 

VI. 

Most  epic  poets  plnnge  in  "mediasres" 

(Horace  makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike  road) 

And  then  your  hero  tells  whene'er  you  please, 
What  went  before— by  way  of  episode. 

While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease, 
Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode, 

Palace,  or  garden,  paradise,  or  cavern, 

Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 

VII. 

That  is  the  usual  method,  but  not  mine — 
My  way  is  to  begin  with  the  beginning; 

The  regularity  of  my  design 

Forbids  all  wandering  as  the  worst  of  sinning. 

And  therefore  I  shall  open  with  a  line 

(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  in  spinning) 

Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father, 

And  also  of  his  mother,  if  you'd  rather. 

VIII. 

In  Seville  was  he  born,  a  pleasant  cit)-. 
Famous  for  oranges  and  women — he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity. 
So  says  the  proverb — and  I  quite  agree  ; 
>  Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  prettj-, 
Cadiz  perhaps — but  that  you  soon  may  see- 
Don  Juan's  p;irents  lived  beside  the  river, 
A  noble  stream,  and  call'd  the  Guadalquiver. 

IX. 

His  father's  name  was  Jose — Don  of  course, 

A  true  Hidalgo  from  every  strain 
Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  source 

Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain, 
A  better  cavalier  ne'er  mounted  horse, 

Or  being  mounted,  e'er  got  dowji  again, 
Than  Jose,  who  begot  our  hero,  who 
Begot— but  that's  to  come-  Well,  to  renew  : 
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X. 

His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  famed 
For  every  branch  of  every  science  known — 

In  every  christian  language  ever  named, 
With  virtues  equall'd  by  her  wit  alone, 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed, 
And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan. 

Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 

In  their  own  v^-ay  by  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XI. 

Her  memory  was  a  mine,  she  knew  by  heart, 

All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lope, 
So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part, 

She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  copy  ; 
For  her  Feinagle's  were  an  useless  art, 

And  he  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  sliop — he 
Could  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as 
That  which  adorn'd  the  brain  of  Donna  Inez. 

xir. 

Her  favorite  science  \v:is  the  mathematical, 

Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity, 
Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit)  was  attic  all, 

Her  serious  sayings  darken'd  to  sublimity  ; 
In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  1  call 

A  prodigy — her  morning  dress  was  dimity, 
Her  evening,  silk,  or  in  the  summer,  muslin, 
And  other  stufls,  with  which  I  wont  stay  puzzling. 

XIII. 

She  knew  the  Latin  — that  is,  "the  Lord's  prayer," 
And  Greek  the  alphabet — I'm  nearly  sure  ; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there, 
Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure  ; 

For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  care, 
At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure  ; 

Her  thoughts  were  theorems^  her.  wortLs.  a_.p.roblem. 

As  if  she  deemM  that  mystery  would  ennoble'^etnT 

XIV. 

She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue. 

And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em, 
She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song 

But  I  must  leave  the  proofs  to  those  who've  seen  'em 
But  this  I  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong. 

And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judgments  lean  'em  ; 
"  'The  Hebrew  noun  which  means  '  I  am,' 
"  The  English  always  use  to  govern  d — n," 
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XV. 


XVI. 

In  short,  she  was  a  walking  calculation, 

Miss  Edgeworth's  novels  stepping  irom  their  covers, 
Or  Mrs.  Trimmer's  books  on  education, 

Or  "  Coeleb's  Wife"  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prime  personification, 

In  which  not  Envy's  self  a  flaw  discovers  ; 
To  others'  share  let  "  female  errors  fall," 
For  she  had  not  even  one— the  worst  of  uU. 

XVII. 

Oh  !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parellel — 
Of  any  modern  female  saint's  comparison  ; 

So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell ; 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison ; 

Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison  : 

In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 

Save  thine  "  incomparable  oil,"  Macassar  !  (2) 

XVIII. 
Perfect  «he  was,  but  as  perfection  is 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  ours. 
Where  our  first  parents  never  learned  to  kiss, 

Till  they  were  exiled  from  their  earliest  bowers, 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and  bliss, 

(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  hours) 
Don  Jose,  like  a  lineal  son  of  Eve, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her  leave. 

XIX. 

He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careless  kind. 

With  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  the  learnM 

Who  choose  to  go  where'er  he  had  a  mind. 
And  never  dream 'd  his  lady  was  concern 'd  ; 

The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'erturn'd, 

Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  two, 

But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 
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XX. 

Now  Donna  Inez  had,  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities, 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it. 
And  such,  indeed,  she  was  in  her  moralities  ; 

But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit, 

And  sometimes  mixed  up  fancies  with  realities, 

Aod  let  lew  opportunities  escape, 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 

XX  r. 

This  vfTTs  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 
OC^  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard  j 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can, 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared. 

That  you  might  "  brain  them  with  their  lady's  fan 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard, 

And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understand?. 

XXII. 

^Tis  pity  learned  virgins  ever  w-ed 
With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education, 

Or  gentlemen,,  who  though  well-born  and  bred, 
Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation  : 

I  don't  choose  to  say  much  upon  tliis  head, 
I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  station, 

But — oh  I  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectual. 

Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd  you  all  - 

XXIIT. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd — why 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine, 
Though  several  thousand  people  choose  to  try, 

'Twas  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  m\m  ; 
I  loath  that  low  vice,  curiosit}'. 

But  if  there's  any  thing  in  which  I  shine 
'Tis  in  arranging  all  my  friends  ulfairs. 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I  interfer'd,  and  with  the  best 

Intentions,  but  their  treatment  was  not  kind  j 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess'd, 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  ever  find, 

Although  their  porter  afterwards  coafess'd — 
But  that's  no  matter,  and  the  worst's  behin;!, 

Foi;  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairi 

A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 
0  2 
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XXV. 

A  little  curly  headed,  good-for-nothing, 

And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  birth  ; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  doating 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 

Instead  of  quarrelling,  had  they  been  but  both  in 
Their  senses,  they'd  have  sent  young  master  forth 

To  school,  or  had  him  soundly  whipp'd  at  home, 

To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come, 

XXVI. 

Don  Jose  and  the  Donna  Inez  led 

For  some  time  an  unhappy  sort  of  life, 

Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  dead  ; 
They  lived  respectably  as  man  and  wife, 

Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred, 
Anil  gave  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife. 

Until  at  length  the  smother'd  fire  broke  out, 

And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

XXVI T. 

For  Inez  called  some  druggists  and  physician;^. 
And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  ??m;/, 

But  as  he  had  some  lucid  fntermissions, 
She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad ; 

Yet  when  they  ask'd  her  for  her  dei  osifions, 
No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had, 

Save  that  her  duty  both  to  man  and  God 

Required  this  conduct — which  seem'd  very  odd. 

XXVIil. 
She  kept  a  journal,  where  ais  faults  were  noted. 

And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  and  letters. 
All  which  might,  it"  occasion  served,  be  quoteil ; 

And  then  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors, 
Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  doted) 

The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters, 
Then  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges, 
Some  lor  amusemeiit,  others  for  old  grudges. 

XXIX. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes. 

Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore, 

Who  saw  their  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  chose 

Xevt  r  to  say  a  word  about  them  more 

Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 

And  saw  his  agony  with  such  sublimity. 

That  all  the  world  exclaimed,  "  What  magnanimity. 
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XXX. 


No  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  damning  us, 

Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends  ; 
'Tis  also  pleasant  to  be  deem'd  magnanimous, 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends ; 
And  what  the  lawyers  call  a  "  malus  aniinus,'' 

Conduct  like  this  by  no  means  comprehends  : 
Revenge  in  person  's  certainly  no  virtue, 
But  then  'tis  not  my  fault,  if  others  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 

And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories, 
And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 

Vm  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is, 
Any  one  else— they  were  become  traditional  ; 

Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 

By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were  wishing  ah  ! 

And  science  profits  by  this  resurrection — 

Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 

Their  friends  had  tried  at  reconciliation. 

Then  their  relations,  who  made  matters  worse; 

('Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 
To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse — 

I  can't  say  much  lor  friend  or  yet  relation:) 
The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce, 

But  scarce  a  fee  wus  paid  on  either  side 

Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 

XXX  J  tl. 

He  died  :  and  most  unluckilj-,  because, 

According  to  all  bints  I  could  collect  , 

From  counsel  learned  in  those  kind  of  laws, 
(Although  their  talk's  obscure  and  circumspect) 

His  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause ; 
A  thousand  pities  also  with  respect 

To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  occasion 

Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But  ah  !  he  died  ;  and  buried  with  him  lay 
The  public  feeling  and  the  lawyer's  fees  : 

His  house  was  sold,  his  servants  sent  away, 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 

A  priest  the  other — at  least  so  they  say  : 
I  ask'd  the  doctors  after  his  disease, 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  call'd  the  tertian. 

And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 
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XXXV. 

Yet  Jose  was  an  honourable  man, 

That  I  must  say,  who  knew  him  very  well ; 

Therefore  his  frailities  I'll  no  longer  scan, 
Indeed  there  were  not  many  more  to  tell ; 

And  if  his  passions  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 

As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  Popilius,) 
He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  born  bilious. 

XXXVI. 

Whate'er  might  be  his  worthlessness  of  worth, 
Poor  fellow  !  he  had  many  things  to  wound  him, 

Let's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth  ; 
It  was  a  trjing  moment  that  which  found  him 

Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hearth, 

Where  all  his  household  gods  lay  shiverM  round  him  ; 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride 

Save  death  or  Doctor's  Commons— so  he  died. 

XXXVII. 

Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

To  a  chancery  suit,  and  messuages  and  lands, 

Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 
Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands  : 

Inez  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair, 
And  answer'd  but  to  nature's  just  demands : 

An  only  son  lel't  with  an  only  mother 

Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXVIII. 

Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon, 

And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree  : 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragon,) 

Then  for  accomplishments  of  chivalry, 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  again, 

He  learned  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery, 

And  how  to  scale  a  fortress — or  a  nunnery. 

XXXIX 

But  that  which  Donna  Inez  most  desired. 
And  saw  into  herself  each  day  before  all 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 
Was,  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  moral 

Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired. 

And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  all, 

Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 

To  Juan's  eyes,  excepting  natural  history. 
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XL. 

The  languages,  especially  the  dead, 

The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  the  abstruse, 

The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 
To  be  the  most  remote  irom  common  use. 

In  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read  j 
But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  that 's  loose  j 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species. 

Was  ever  sufl'er'd,  lest  he  should  grow  vicious. 

XLI. 

His  classic  studies  made  a  little  puzzle, 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddesses, 

Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle. 
But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  boddices  ; 

His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle, 
And  for  their  -rEneids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys, 

Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  upology, 

For  Donna  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 

XLII. 

Ovid 's  a  rake,  as  half  his  verses  show  him, 
Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample, 

Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem, 
I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 

Although  (3)  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 
Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample ; 

But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 

Beginning  with  "  Formosum  Pastor  Corydon.^^ 

XLIII. 

Lucretius*  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs  to  prove  wholesome  food  ; 

I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong. 
Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good  ; 

For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song. 
So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude  ; 

And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 

To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial ! 

XLIV. 

Juan  was  taught  from  out  the  best  edition, 

Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place, 
Judiciously,  from  out  the  schoolboy's  vision. 

The  grosser  parts  ;  but  fearful  to  deface 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission. 

And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case. 
They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix,  (4) 
Which  saves  in  fact  the  trouble  of  an  index. 
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XLV. 
For  there  we  have  them  all  at  one  fell  swoop, 

Instead  of  being  scattered  through  the  pages  : 
They  stand  forth  marshalled  in  a  handsome  troop, 

To  meet  the  ingenious  youth  of  future  ages. 
Till  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether. 
Like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent  either. 

XLvr. 

The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family  Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  often  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined  ;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  those  figures  on  the  margin  kiss  all 

Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray. 
Is  more  than  I  know — but  Don  Juan's  mother 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 

XLVIJ. 

Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured, 
And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints, 

To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured, 
He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints. 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured, 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 

As  Saint  Augustine  in  his  fine  Confessions, 

Which  makes  the  reader  envy  his  transgressions. 

xLviir. 

This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 
I  can't  but  say  but  his  mamma  was  right ; 

If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight ; 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright  : 

She  did  this  during  even  her  husband's  life — 

I  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

XLIX. 

Young  Juan  wax'd  in  goodliness  and  grace  ; 

At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a  face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given  : 
He  studied  steadily,  and  grew  apace, 

And  seemed,  at  least,  in  the  right  road  to  heaven. 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  other 
Between  his  tutor,  confessor,  and  mother. 
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L. 

At  six,  I  suid,  lii  was  a  charming  child, 

At  twelve  he  was  fine  but  quiet  boy  ; 
Although  in  infancy  a  little  wild, 

They  tamed  them  down  amongst  them  ;  to  destroy 
His  natural  spirit  nol  in  vain  they  toiPd, 

At  least  it  seem'd  so  ;  and  his  mother's  joy 
Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  steady, 
Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

LI. 

I  had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  them  still, 

But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  there. 
I  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  some  skill 

In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill : 

He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill  sorted  pair — 
But  scandal's  my  aversion — I  protest 
Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest. 

LII. 

For  my  part  I  say  nothing — nothing — but 
This  I  will  say— my  reasons  are  ray  own — 

That  if  I  had  an  only  son  to  put 

To  school  (as  God  be  praised  I  have  not) 

'Tis  not  with  Donna  Inez  I  Mould  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone, 

No — no     I'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  college. 

For  there  it  svas  I  pick'd  up  my  own  knowledge. 

LIII. 

For  there  one  learns — 'tis  not  for  me  to  boast. 

Though  I  acquired — but  I  pass  over  that, 
As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  lost  : 

I  say,  that  there's  the  place— but  "  Ferbum  sat," 
I  think  I  picked  up  too,  as  well  as  most, 

Knowledge  of  matters — but  no  matter  what 

1  never  married — but  I  think,  I  know 
That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 

LIV. 

Young  Juan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age, 

Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  he  seem'd 

Active,  though  not  so  sprightly  as  a  page  ; 
And  every  body  but  his  mother  deem'd 

Him  almost  man  ;  but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 
And  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  have  scream'd) 

If  any  said  so,  for  to  be  precocious 

Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 
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LV. 

Amongst  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 

Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion, 
There  was  the  Donna  Julia,  whom  to  call 

Pretty  were  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion 
Of  many  charms  in  her  as  natural 

As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean, 
Her  zone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid, 
(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  stupid.) 

LVI. 

The  darkness  of  her  oriental  eye 

Accorded  with  her  Moorish  origin  ; 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  bye  ; 

In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin.) 
When  proud  Granada  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 

Boabdil  wept,  of  Donna  Julia's  kin. 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  staid  in  Spain, 
Her  great  great  grandmamma  chose  to  remain. 

Lvn. 

She  married  (I  forget  the  pedigree) 

With  an  Hidalgo,  who  transmitted  down 

His  blood,  less  noble  than  such  blood  should  be  ; 
At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown. 

In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 

That  they  bred  in  ana  in,  as  might  be  shown. 

Marrying  theirs  cousins — nay,  their  aunts,  and  nieces. 

Which  always  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 

LVIH. 

This  heathenish  cross  restor'd  the  breed  again, 
Ruin'd  its  blood  but  much  improv'd  its  flesh ; 

For,  from  a  root  the  \igliest  in  Old  Spain, 
Sprung  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  ris  fresh; 

The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain 
But  there's  a  rumour  which  I  fain  would  hush, 

'Tis  said  that  Donna  Julia's  grandmamma 

Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

LIX. 

However  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 
Improving  still  through  every  generation. 

Until  it  center'd  in  an  only  son. 

Who  left  an  only  daughter ;  my  narration 

May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 
Could  be  Dut  Julia,  (whom  on  this  occasion 

I  sball  have  much  to  speak  a!)0ut,)  and  she 

Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 
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LX. 


Her  63-6  (Pm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 
^Vas  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  if s  fire 

Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 
Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 

And  love  than  either  ;  and  there  would  arise 
A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire, 

But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 

Which  struggled  through  aiid  chasten'd  down  the  whole. 

LXI. 

Her  glossy  hair  was  cluster'd  o'er  a  brow 
Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth  ; 

Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow, 
Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  jouth, 

Moimting,  at  times,  to  a  transparent  glow. 
As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning  ;  she,  in  sooth, 

Possessed  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common 

Her  stature  tall — I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

Lxn. 

Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man. 
Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty ; 

And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  one 

'Twere  better  to  have  two  of  five  and  twenty, 

Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun  : 

And  now  I  think  on't,  "  mi  vien  in  mente," 

Ladies  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue 

Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty. 

LXIIT. 

'Tis  a  sad  thing,  I  cannot  choose  but  say, 

And  all  the  fault  of  that  indecent  sun, 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay, 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on 
That  howsoever  people  fast  and  pray 

The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone : 
What  men  call  gallanti-}-,  and  gods  adultery. 
Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate's  sultry. 

LXIV. 

Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  north  ! 

W^here  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin,  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth  ; 

( 'Twas  snow  that  brought  St.  Anthony  to  reason) 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth, 

By  laying  whate'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  Iiandsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 
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LXV. 

Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  lord, 

A  man  well  looking-  lor  his  years,  and  who 

Wds  neither  much  beloved,  nor  yet  abhorr'd  ; 
They  lived  togetJher  as  most  people  do, 

Suffering  each  others  foibles  by  accord. 
And  not  exactly  either  O/te  or  two  ; 

Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it. 

For  jealously  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 

Julia  was — yet  I  never  could  see  why 

With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  favourite  friend  ; 

Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy, 
For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penn'd: 

Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie, 
For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 

That  Inez  had,  ere  Don  All'onso's  marriage. 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage : 

LXVII. 

And  that  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion. 

Which  time  had  lately  rendered  much  more  chaste, 

She  took  his  lady  also  in  affection. 

And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best : 

She  flatter'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection. 
And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste  ; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can  ?)  silence  scandal. 

At  least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 

LXVIII. 

I  can't  tell  whether  Julia  saw  the  affair 
With  other  people's  eyes,  or  if  her  own 

Discoveries  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 
Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown  ; 

Perhaps  she  did  jiot  know,  or  did  jiot  care. 
Indifferent  from  the  first,  or  callous  grown : 

I'm  really  puzzled  what  to  think  or  saj', 

She  kept  her  counsel  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 

Juan  she  saw,  and  as  a  pretty  child, 

Ciiress'd  him  often,  such  a  thing  might  be 

Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled 
Wfien  she  had  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he ; 

But  I  am  not  so  sure  I  should  have  smiled 
When  he  was  sixteen  Julia  twenty-three  : 

These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations, 

Particularly  amongst  sun-burnt  nations. 
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LXX. 


Whatever  Ihe  cause  might  be,  they  had  become 

Changed  ;  for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  youth  shy; 

Their  looks  cast  do^vn,  their  greetings  almost  dumb, 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye  : 

There  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 

But  as  for  Juan  he  had  no  more  notion 

Than  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  or  ocean. 

LXXI. 

Yet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind, 
And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 

Withdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 
A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 

And  slight,  so  very  slight  that  to  the  mind 

'Twds  but  a  doubt ;  but  ne'er  magician's  wand 

Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fairy  art 

Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXII. 

And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  morej 
She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile, 

As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 

She  must  not  own,  but  cherished  more  the  while, 

For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core  j 
Even  innocence  itself  had  many  a  wile, 

And  will  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth, 

And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth. 

LXXIII. 

But  passion  most  dissembles  yet  betraj-s 
Even  by  its  darkness :  as  the  blnckest  sky 

Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
Its  workings  through  the  vainly  guarded  eye, 

And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
Itself,  'tis  still  the  same  hypocrisy  : 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate, 

Are  marks  it  oiten  wears,  and  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 

Then  there  was  sighs  the  deeper  for  suppression," 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 

And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  trangression, 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  lelt ; 

All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession, 
Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft. 

And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 

Embarrass'd  at  first  starling  with  a  novice. 
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LXXV. 

Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  state ; 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
The  noblest  efibrts  for  herself  and  mate, 

For  honour's,  pride's,  religion's,  virtue's  sake  ; 
Her  resolutions  were  most  trul)-  great. 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquin  quake. 
She  prayed  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace. 
As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

j    .  Lxxvr. 

iShe  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more. 
And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 

1  And  looked  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 

!     Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another ; 

(Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore — 

i     Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 

''Tis  surely  Juan  now — No  !   I'm  alraid 

That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd. 

LXXVIf. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  woman 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptatiop, 

That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sensation  ; 

That  is  to  say,  a  thought  beyond  the  common 
Preference,  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasion, 

For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  others, 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 

Lxxviir. 

And  even  if  by  chance — and  who  can  tell  ? 

The  devil's  so  very  sly — she  should  discover 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  well, 

And,  if  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a  lover 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  quell 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  they're  over 
And  if  the  man  should  ask,  'tis  but  denial 
I  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 

LXXTX. 

And  then  there  are  such  things  as  love  divine. 
Bright  and  immaculate,  unmix'd  and  pure, 

Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  fine, 

And  matrons,  who  would  be  no  less  secure, 

Platonic,  perfect,  "just  such  love  as  mine  :" 
Thus  Julia  said — and  thought  so,  to  be  sure. 

And  so  I'd  have  her  think,  were  I  the  man 

On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 
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LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  exist 
Between  young  persons  without  any  danger, 

A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kist  ; 
For  my  part,  to  such  doings  I'm  a  stranger, 

But  hear  these  freedoms  form  the  utmost  list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger 

If  people  go  beyond,  'tis  quite  a  crime. 

But  not  my  fault — I'll  tell  them  all  in  time. 

LXXXI. 

Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits, 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determination, 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favor,  and  to  him  its 

Exertion  might  be  useful  on  occasion  ; 
And  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  its 

Ethereal  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasion 
He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  her  together 

I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  either. 

LXXXII. 

Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  fenced 

In  mail  of  proof, — her  purity  of  soul 
She,  for  the  future  of  her  strength  convinced. 

And  that  her  honor  was  a  rock  or  mole. 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 

With  any  kind  of  troublesome  control  5 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal 
Is  that  which  must  be  mentioned  in  the  sequel. 

LXXXIII. 

Her  plan  she  deem'd  both  innocent  and  feasible, 

And  surely,  with  a  stripling  of  sixteen 
Not  scandal's  tangs  could  fix  on  much  that's  seizable, 

Or  if  tiiey  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean 

NVtijiwg  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  peaceable- 

/—•r'A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  !       ~^sr.i=:^ 

I  Christians  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded"     'S, 

JThat  all  the  Apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did* 

LXXXIV.  "**  ^ 

And  if  in  the  meantime  her  husband  died. 

But  heaven  forbid  tliat  such  a  thought  should  cro.« 

Her  brain,  though  in  a  dream  !  (and  then  she  sign'dj 
Never  could  she  survive  that  common  loss  ; 

But  just  suppose  that  moment  should  betide 
i  only  say,  suppose  it — infer  Jios. 

(This  should  be  entre  nousy  ibr  Julia  thought 

In  French,  but  then  therijyme  would  go  fur  nongh*.) 
P  2 
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LXXXV. 

I  only  say  suppose  this  supposition  : 
Juan  being  grown  up  to  man's  estate, 

Would  fully  suit  a  widow  of  condition, 
Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late  ; 

And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 
The  mischief,  after  all  could  not  be  great, 

For  he  would  learn  the  rudiments  of  love 

I  mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

LXXXVI. 

So  much  for  Julia.     Now  we'll  turn  to  Juan. 

Poor  little  fellow!  he  had  no  idea 
Of  his  own  case,  and  never  hit  the  true  one  : 

In  feelings  quick  as  Ovid's  Miss  Medea, 
He  puzzled  over  what  he  found  a  new  one, 

But  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  in  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming,  ' 
Which,  with  a  little  patience,  might  grow  charming, 

LXXXVII. 

Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow, 
His  home  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood. 

Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 
His,  like  all  deep  grief  plunged  in  solitude, , 

Pm  fond  myself  of  solitude,  or  so. 
But  then,  I  beg  it  may  be  understood, 

By  solitude,  I  mean  a  sultan's,  not 

A  hermit's  with  a  harara  for  a  grot. 

Lxxxvnr. 

'*  Oh  Love  !  in  such  a  wilderness  as  this, 
"  Where  traiisport  and  security  entwine, 

"  Here  is  thejempire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
"  And  here  thou  ar;  a  god  indeed  divine." 

The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss,  (5) 
With  the  exception  of  the  second  line. 

For  that  same  twining  "transport  and  security" 

Are  twisted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 

LXXXTX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  mankind, 

The  very  thing  which  every  body  feels. 
As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturbed  at  meals 
Or  love. — T  wont  say  more  about  "  entwined" 

Or  "  transport"  as  we  knew  all  that  before, 

But  beg  "  security"  wilLbolt  the  door. 
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XC. 

Young  Juan  wanderM  by  the  glassy  brooks, 

Thinking  unutterable  things  :  he  threw 
Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 

VV^here  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew  j 
There  poets  find  materials  for  their  books, 

And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through. 
So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible, 
Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligible  J" 

XCI. 
He,  Juan,  (and  not  Wordsworth)  so  pursued 

His  self  communion  with  his  own  high  soul. 
Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 

Had  mitigated  part,  though  not  the  whole 
Of  its  disease  ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 

With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 
And  turn'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition, 
Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

xcri. 

He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth. 

Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 
And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth  ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes,  and  of  wars, 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth, 

Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 
To  perfect  know^ledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia's  eyes. 

xcni. 

In  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 

Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high, 
Which  some  are  born  with,  but  the  most  part  learn 

To  plague  themselves  withal,  they  know  not  why 
'Twas  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  concern 

His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 
If  you  think  'twas  philosophy  that  this  did, 
i  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

XCIV. 

He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers, 
And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds  j  and  then 

He  thought  of  wood  nymphs  and  immortal  bowers, 
And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men  : 

He  miss'd  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours, 
And  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again. 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winner — 

He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 
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XCV. 

Sometimes  he  turn'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 

Boscan,  or  Garcilasso  : — by  the  wind, 
Even  as  the  page  is  rustled  while  we  look, 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook, 

As  if  'twere  one  whereon  magicians  bind 
Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  passing  gale, 
According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 

XCVI. 

Thus  would  he  while  his  lonely  hours  away, 
Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted  j 

Nor  glowing  revelrie,  nor  poet's  lay, 

Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted, 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 

And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

With several  other  things,  which  I  forget. 

Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

XCVII. 

Those  lonely  walks,  and  lengthening  reveries. 
Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes  ; 

She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease  ; 

But  that  which  chiefly  may,  and  must  surprise 

Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tease 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise  ; 

Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not, 

Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not. 

XCVIII. 

This  may  seem  strange,  but  yet  'tis  very  common  ; 

For  instance — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave  to  o'erstep  the  written  rights  of  woman, 

And  break  the Which  commandment  is't  they  break  ? 

(I  have  forgot  the  number,  and  think  no  man 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a  mistake.) 
I  say,  when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX. 

A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious. 

But  still  no  less  suspects  in  the  wrong  place. 

Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes. 
Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace. 

By  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious ; 
The  last  indeed 's  infallibly  the  case : 

And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly. 

He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 
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C. 


Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  short  sighted  ; 

Though  watchful  lus  the  lynx,  they  ne'er  discover, 
The  while  the  wicked  world  beholds  delighted, 

Young  Hopeful's  mistress,  or  Miss  Funny's  lover. 
Till  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 

Tht?  plan  of  twenty  5-ears,  and  all  is  over  ; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears, 
And  wonders  Mhy  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

Cf. 

But  Inez  was  so  anxious,  and  so  clear 
Of  sight,  that  1  must  think,  on  this  occasion, 

She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 
For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation  ; 

But  what  that  motive  was,  I  sha'n't  say  here, 
Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education, 

Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes, 

In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prize. 

CII. 

It  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day ; 

Summer's  indeed  a  very  dangerous  season, 
And  so  is  spring,  about  the  end  of  May  : 

The  sun,  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason  ; 
But^whatsoe'er  the  cause  is,  one  may  say, 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treason. 
That  there  are  mouths  which  nature  grows  more  merr)-  in 
March  has  its  hares,  and  May  must  have  its  heroine. 

cm. 

'Twas  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  June : — 

I  like  to  be  particular  in  dates. 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  moon  : 

They  are  a  sort  oi'  post-house,  where  the  Fates 
Change  horses,  making  history  chuige  its  tune. 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states. 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology, 
Excepting  the  post  obils  of  theology. 

CIV. 

'Twas  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 
Of  half-past  six — perhaps  still  nearer  seven, 

When  Julia  sat  within  as  pretty  a  bower 
As  e'er  held  houri  in  that  heatlienish  tie.Mven 

Described  by  Mahomet,  tuid  Anacreon  Jvloore, 
To  v/hom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been  given, 

With  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  song — 

He  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  long. 
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cv. 

She  sate,  but  not  alone  ;  I  know  not  well 
How  this  same  interview  had  taken  place, 

And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell — 

People  should  hold  their  tone^ui^s  in  any  case  ; 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  be  fel, 

But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  face — 

When  two  such  faces  are  so,  ^twould  be  wise. 

But  very  difficult  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  look'd !  her  conscious  heart 
GlowM  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrong  : 

Oh  Love  !  how  perfect  is  thy  m5stic  art. 

Strengthening  the  weak,  and  trampling  on  the  strong. 

How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagestpart 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  had  led  along — 

The  precipice  she  stood  on  was  immense, 

So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

evil. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan's  youth, 

And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears, 
Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth. 

And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years  : 
I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd  in  sooth, 

Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears. 
And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunny, 
Sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 

cvni. 

"VVTien  people  say,  "  I've  told  you  jfifti/  times," 
They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do  ; 

When  poets  say,  "  I've  wriiten  Jiff i/  rhymes," 

They  make  you  dread  that  they'll  recite  them  too  ; 

In  gangs  of  Ji/ty  thieves  commit  their  crimes  ; 

-    At  Ji/ti/  love  for  love  is  rare,  'tis  true. 

But  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 

A  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louis. 

CIX. 

Julia  had  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 

For  Don  Alfonso;  and  she  inly  swore, 
By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above. 

She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore, 
Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might  reprove  ; 

And  while  she  pondered  this,  besides  much  more. 
One  hand  on  Juan's  carelessly  was  thrown, 
Quite  by  mistake— she  thought  it  was  her  own. 
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ex. 

Unconsciously  5he  leaned  upon  the  other, 
VV^hich  played  within  the  tangles  of  her  hair; 

And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could  not  smother 
She  seemed  by  the  distraction  of  her  air ; 

'Twas  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
To  leave  together  this  imprudent  pair, 

She  who  lor  many  years  had  watch'd  her  son  so-- 

I'm  very  certain  mine  would  not  have  done  so. 

cxr. 

The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degrees 

Gently,  but  palpably,  confirm'd  its  grasp, 
As  if  it  said  "  detain  me,  if  you  please  :" 

Yet  there  's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp 
His  fingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeze  ; 

She  would  have  shrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp, 
Had  she  imagined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 
A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  spousec 

cxn. 

I  cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this, 
But  what  he  did  is  much  what  you  would  do  ; 

His  3-oung  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiss. 
And  then  abash-'d  at  its  own  joy,  with(k-ew 

In  deep  despair,  lest  he  had  done  amiss ; 
Love  is  so  very  timid  when  'lis  new  : 

She  blush'd,  and  Irown'd  not,  but  she  strove  to  speak. 

And  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  was  grown  so  weak. 

CXIII. 

The  sun  set,  and  up  rose  the  yellow  moon  : 
The  devil's  in  the  moon  for  mischief;  they 

AVhocallM  her  chaste,  methinks  began  too  soon 
Their  Jiouienclature  :  there  is  not  a  day. 

The  longL^st,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 
Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 

On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile — 

And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while  ! 

CXIV. 

There  is  a  dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 

A  stillness,  which  leaves  room  lor  the  full  soul 

To  open  all  ilself,  withiiut  the  power 
Of  calhiig  wholly  back  its  sell-controul  ; 

The  silver  light  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower. 
Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o'er  the  whole, 

Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 

A  loving  languor,  which  is  not  repose. 
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CXV. 

And  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced 
And  half  retiring  Irom  the  glowing  arm, 

Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas  placed  : 
Yet  still  she  must  have  thought  there  was  no  harm, 

Or  else  'twere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist ; 
But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm, 

And  then — God  knows  what  next — I  can't  go  on  ; 

I'm  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 

Oh  Plato  !  Plato  !  jou  have  paved  the  way, 
With  your  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 

Immoral  cojiduct  by  the  fancied  sway. 

Your  system  feigns  o'er  the  controlless  core 

Of  human  hearts,  than  all  the  wrong  array 
Of  poets  and  romancers  : — you're  a  bore, 

A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb—  and  have  been 

At  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 

CXVII. 

And  Julia's  voice  was  lost  except  in  sighs. 
Until  too  late  for  uselul  conversation  ; 

The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 
I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  oc-casion. 

But  who,  aiiis  !  can  love,  and  then  be  wise  ? 
Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 

A  little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repented. 

And  whispering  "  I'll  ne'er  consent" — consented. 

CXVIII. 

'Tis  said  that  Xerxes  offered  a  reward 

To  those  who  could  invent  him  a  new  pleasure  ; 

Alethlnks  the  requisition  's  rather  hard. 

And  must  have  cost  his  Majesty  a  treasure  ; 

For  my  part  I'm  a  moderate-minded  bard. 
Fond  of  a  little  love  (which  I  call  leisure) 

I  care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 

Are  quite  enough  for  me,  so  they  but  hold. 

CXIX. 

Oh  Pleasure  !  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing. 
Although  one  must  be  damn'd  for  you,  no  doubt ; 
j  I  make  a  resolution  every  spring 

Of  reformation,  ere  the  year  run  out : 
But,  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing 
Yet  still  I  trust  it  may  be  kept  throughout : 
I  I'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed. 
And  mean  next  winter  to  be  quite  reclaimed. 
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cxx. 

Here  my  chaste  Muse  a  liberty  must  take 

Start  not !  still  chaster  reader— she'll  be  nice  hence- 
Forward,  and  there  is  no  i?reat  cause  to  quake  ; 

This  liberty  is  a  poetic  licence,  ■■ 
Which  some  irregularity  may  make 

In  the  design  :  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 
Of  Aristolle  and  the  Rules,  'tis  fit 
To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CXXI. 

This  licence  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day, 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill, 

For  want  of  facts,  would  all  be  thrown  away) 
liut  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

In  sighf,  that  several  months  had  pass'd  ;  we'll  say 
'Twas  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 
About  the  day — the  era's  more  obscure. 

CXXII. 

We'll  talk  of  that  anon — 'Tis  sweet  to  hear 
At  midnight,  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep, 

The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 
By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep  ; 

'Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear  ; 
'Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night  winds  creep 

From  leaf  to  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 

The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sk}\ 

CXXIII. 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark, 
Bay  deep-mouth 'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home ; 

-Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come  ; 

^Tis  swe«t  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark. 

Or  luU'd  by  falling  waters  ;  sweet  the  hum 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 

The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

CXXIV. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  grapes 

In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  earth 
Purple  and  gushing  :  sweet  are  our  escapes 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth  ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glitterijig  heaps, 

Sweet  to  the  lather  is  his  first-born's  birth, 
Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women, 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen. 
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CXXV. 


Sweet  is  a  legacj-,  and  passing  sweet 

The  unexpected  death  ot  some  old  lady 
Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete, 

Who've  made  "  us  youth"  wait  too— too  long  alread)-. 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country-seat, 

Still  breaking,  bul  with  stamina  so  steady, 
That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  lor  their  double-damn'd  post  dbits. 

CXXVI. 

'Tis  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels 
By  blood  or  ink  ;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife  ;  'tis  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels. 
Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend  ; 

Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  Darrels ; 
Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

Against  the  world  ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 

We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

^^  CXXVII. 

But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all, 
Ts  first  and  passionate  love — it  stands  alone. 

Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  fall ; 

The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck'd — all's  known, 

And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recal^' 
Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown, 

No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven 

Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from  hea-ven. 

CXXVIII. 

Man's  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange  use 

Of  his  own  nature,  and  the  various  arts, 
And  likes  particularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts  ; 
This  is  the  age  of  oddities  let  loose. 

Where  different  talents  find  their  different  marts ; 
You'd  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you've  lost  your 
Labour,  there's  a  sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What  opposite^ discoveries  we  have  seen  ! 

(Sierns  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets.) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine, 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sets  them  in  their  sockets  ; 
But  vaccination  certainly  has  been, 

A  kind  of  antithesis  to  Congreve's  rockets, 
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CXXX. 


Bread  has  been  made  (iiulift'ereiit)  from  potatoes  ; 

And  galvanism  has  set  some  corpses  grinning, 
But  has  not  answer'd  like  the  apparatus 

Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning, 
By  which  men  are  unsuftbcated  gratis  : 

What  wondrous  new  machines  have  late  been  spinning- 
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CXXXII. 

This  is  the  patent  age  of  new  inventions, 
For  killing  bodies,  and  for  saving  souls, 

All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions  : 

Sir  Humphrey  Davy's  lantern,  by  which  coals 

Are  safely  mined  for  in  the  mode  he  mentions, 
Tombuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 

Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true, 

Perhaps,  as  shootiag  them  at  Waterloo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  wh;it, 
And  wonderi'ul  beyond  all  wond'rous  measure 

*Tis  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  world,  that 
j^  Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's  a  pleasure  ; 
/Few  mortals  know  what  end  they  would  be  a^ 
^   But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  treasure. 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  when 
fThe  goal  is  gain'd,  we  die,  you  know— and  then- 

■  cxxxiy. 

What  then  ? — I  do  not  know— no  more  do  you, — 
And  so  good  nigjx|j^Return  we  to  our  story  : 

^Twas  in  November,  when  fine  days  are  few, 
And  the  fiir  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary. 

And  clap  a  white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue  ; 
And  the  sea  dashes  round  the  promontory, 

And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock. 

And  sober  suns  must  set  at  five  o'clock. 
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CXXXV. 

'Tvras  as  the  watchmen  shv,  a  cloudy  night : 
No  moon,  no  stars,  tlie  wind  was  low  or  lowd 

"By  trusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bright 
With  the  piled  wood,  round  which  the  family  crowd. 

There's  something  cheerhil  in  that  sort  of  light, 
Even  as  a  summer^s  sky  ^s  without  a  cloud  : 

I'm  ibnd  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that, 

A  lobster,  sallad,  and  champaigne,  and  ehat. 

CXXXVI. 

'Twas  midnight — Donna  Julia  was  in  bed. 
Sleeping,  most  probably — when  at  her  door 

Arose  n  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  be  I  ore. 

And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read, 
And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more — 

The  door  was  fasten 'd  but  with  voice  and  fist 

First  knocks  were  heard,  then  "Madam — Madam— hist 

CXXXVII. 

<'  For  God's  sake  :— Madam— Madam— here's  my  master 
"  With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back — 

"  Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  curst  disaster  ! 
"  'Tis  not  my  fault — I  kept  good  watch — Alack  ! 

"  Do  pray  undo  the  bolt  a  little  faster — 

"  They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  crack 

"  Will  all  be  here  ;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly — 

"  Surely  the  window's  not  so  verj/  high  !" 

cxxxvni. 

By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived. 

With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great  number  ; 
The  major  part  of  them  had  long  been  wived, 

And  therefore  paused  not  to  disturb  the  slumber 
Of  any  wicked  woman  who  contrived 

By  stealth  her  husband's  temples  to  encumber 
Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 
AVere  >me  not  punished,  all  would  be  outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

I  can't  tell  bow,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 

Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head  ; 
But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 

It  surely  v.-as  exceedingly  ill  bred. 
Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 

To  hold  a  levee  round  his  lady's  bed, 
And  summon  lackeys,  armed  with  fire  and  sword, 
Tq  prove  himself  the  thing  he  most  abhorr'd. 
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CXL. 

Poor  Donna  Julia  !  starling,  as  from  sleep, 
(Mind— that  I  do  not  sa}^ — she  had  not  slept) 

Began  at  once  to  scream,  and  yawn,  and  %veep  ; 
Her  maid  Antonia,  who  was  an  adept, 

Contrived  to  fling  the  bedclothes  in  a  heap, 
As  if  she  had  just  now  from  out  them  crept  j 

I  can't  tell  wh}-  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 

To  prove  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

CXLI. 

But  Julia  mistress,  and  Antonia  maid, 

Appeared  like  two  poor  harmless  women,    who 
Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men  afraid, 

Had  thought  one  man  might  be  deterr'd  by  two, 
And  therefore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid; 

Until  tlie  hours  of  absence  should  run  through, 
And  truant  husband  should  return,  and  say, 

*'  My  dear,  1  was  the  first  who  came  away." 

CXLIf. 

Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  voice,  and  cried, 

"  In  heaven's  name,  Don  Alfonso,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

"  Has  madness  seized  you  ? — would  that  I  had  died 
"  Ere  such  a  monster's  victim  I  had  been  ! 

"  What  may  this  midnight  violence  betide, 
'*  A  sudden  fit  of  drunkeness  or  spleen  ? 

"  Dare  you  suspect  me  whom  the  thought  would  kill  ? 

"  Search  then  the  room  !"  Alfonso  said,  "  1  will." 

CXLIII. 

He  search'd  they  search'd,  and  rummaged  every  where 
Closet  and  clothes-press,  chest  and  window-seat, 

And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair 

Of  stockings,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete, 

With  other  articles  of  Ladies  fair, 

To  keep  them  beautiful,  or  leave  them  neat, 

Arras  they  prick'd  and  curtains  with  their  swords, 

And  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boards. 

CXLIV. 

Under  the  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  they  found — 
No  matter  what — it  was  not  what  they  sought ; 

They  open'd  windows,  gazing  if  the  ground 

Had  signs  of  footmarks,  but  the  earth  said  nought. 

And  then  they  stared  each  others'  faces  round  : 
'Tis  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought 

And  seems  to  be  almost  a  sort  of  blunder, 

Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 

Q  2 
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CXLV. 

During  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue 

Was  not  asleep — "Yes,  search  and  search,"  she  cried 
<'  Insult  on  Insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong  ; 

"  It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride  ! 
"  For  this  in  silence  I  have  suffer'd  long 

"  A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side  ; 
"But  nwv  I'll  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain, 

"  If  there  be  law,  or  law3-ers  in  all  Spain. 

CXLVI. 

"  Yes,  Don  Alfonso  !  husband  now  no  more. 

*<  If  ever  j-ou  indeed  deserved  the  name, 
"Is't  worthy  of  your  years  ? — you  have  threescore, 

"  Fifty  or  sixty — it  is  all  the  same — 
*'  Is't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

"  For  facts  against  a  virtuous  woman's  fame, 
"Ungrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso — 
"  How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so  ? 

,       CXLVII. 

"  It  is  for  this  I  have  disdained  to  hold 

"  The  common  privileges  of  my  sex  ? 
"That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 

"  And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex, 
"  And  never  once  he  has  bad  cause  lo  scold, 

"  But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
"  So  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married, 
"  How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I've  miscarried- 

CXLVIII. 

*•  Was  it  for  this  thai  no  Cortejo  ere 

*'  I  yet  have  chosen  from  out  the  youth  of  Seville  '. 
"  Is  it  for  this  I  scarce  went  any  where, 

"  Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout  and  revel  I 
"  Is  it  for  this,  whate'er  my  suitors  were, 

"I  favoi'd  none — nay,  was  almost  uncivil  ? 
"  Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 
*'  Who  look  Algiers,  declared  I  used  him  vilely.  (6) 

CXLIX. 

"  Did  not  the  Italian  Musico  Cazzani 

"  Sing  at  my  heart  six  months,  at  least,  in  vain  ! 

"Did  not  his  countryman,  Co)int  Corniani, 
"  Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  I 

"  Were  there  not  only  Russians,  English  many 
"  The  Count  Strongstrogonoft"  I  put  in  pain 

<'  And  Lord  Mount  Coffee-house,  the  Irish  Peer, 

*'  Who  kill'd  himself  for  love  (with  wine)  last  year ! 
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CI. 

"  Have  I  not  Lad  two  bishops  at  my  feet ! 

"The  Jiuke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Fernan  Nunez, 
"  And,  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat  ? 

*'  Iwonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is  : 
"  I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

"  Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is— 
"  Oh,  valiant  man,  with  sword  drawn  and  cock'd  trigger 
"  Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure  ! 

CLI. 

"  Was  it  for  this  yon  took  your  sudden  journey, 
*'  Under  pretence  of  business  indispensible, 

"  With  that  sublime  of  rascals,  your  attorney, 

<'  Whom  I  see  standing  there,  and  looking  sensible 

"  Of  having  played  the  fool  ?— though  both  J  spurn,  he 
"  Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct's  less  defensible, 

"  Because,  no  doubt,  'twas  for  his  dirty  fee, 

"  And  not  from  any  love  to  you  nor  me. 

CLir. 

"  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition, 
"  By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed  ; 

"  You've  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition  : — 
"  There's  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need — 

"  Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 

"  I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  feed — 

"  But  as  my  maid's  undrest  pray  turn  your  spies  out." 

*'  Oh  !"  sobb'd  Antonia,  "  I  could  tear  their  eyes  out.'-" 

CLIII. 

<*  There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 
"  The  anti-chamber — search  them  under,  over, 

"  There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair, 

'"  The  chimney— which  would  really  hold  a  lover — 

"  r  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  j-ou  will  take  care 
"  And  make  no  further  noise  till  j-ou  discover 

"  The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 

<'  And  when  'tis  found,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleasure. 

CLIV. 

'*  And  now,  Hidalgo  !  now  that  you  have  thrown 

"  Doubt  upon  me,  confusion  over  all, 
<'  Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known— 

"  fr//o  is  the  man  you  search  for  ?— how  d'ye  call 
<'  Him  ? — what's  his  lineage  ? — let  him  but  be  shown — 

"  I  hope  he's  young  and  handsome — is  he  tall  ? 
"  Tell  me — and  be  assured,  that  since  you  stain 
<*  My  honour  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 
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CLV. 


"  At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years, 

"At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  lor  slaughter, 

"  Or  for  so  young  a  husband^s  jealous  fears — 
*'  ( Antonia  !  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water.) 

"  I  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears, 
*<  They  are  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter ! 

"  My  mother  dream'd  not  in  my  natal  hour 

**That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVI. 

"  Perhaps  'tis  of  Antonia  yon  are  jealous, 
"  You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 

"  When  you  broke  in  upon  us  with  your  fellows: 
"  Look  where  you  please — we've  nothing,  sir,  to  hide, 

"  Only  another  time,  I  trust  jou'U  tell  us, 
<•'  Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 

"A  moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be 

"  Drest  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 

CLVII. 

"  And  now,  sir,  T  have  done,  and  say  no  more, 
"The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 

*^  The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 
"  The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow  ; 

"  I  leave  you  to  your  consience  as  before, 

"  'Twill  one  day  ask  you  why  jou  used  me  so  ? 

"  God  grant  you  feel  not  then  the  bitterest  grief! 

"  Antonia !  where 's  my  pocket-handkerchief !" 

CLVTII. 

She  ceased,  and  turn'd  upon  her  pillow  ;  pale 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  her  tears. 

Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten  :  as  a  veil, 

^yaved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 

Her  streaming  hair  ;  the  back  curls  strive,  but  fail, 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder,  which  uprears 

Its  snow  through  all ; — her  soft  lips  lie  apart. 

And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart. 

CLIX, 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused  ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  raiisack'd  room, 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidoms,  of  whom 
Not  one  except  the  attorney  was  amused ; 

He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb. 
So  there  were  quarrels,  cared  not  for  the  cause, 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 
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CLX. 

With  pryinp^  snub-nose,  and  small  ej-es,  he  stood, 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there, 

With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude  : 
For  reputations  he  had  little  care. 

So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good, 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  lair. 

And  ne'er  believed  in  negatives  till  these 

Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 

CLXI. 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  looks, 
And  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figure : 

When,  after  searching  in  live  hundred  nooks. 
And  treating  a  young  wile  with  so  much  rigor. 

He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self  rebukes, 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigor 

Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  {half  hour, 

Quick,  thick  and  heavy— as  a  thunder-shower. 

CLXII. 
At  first  he  tried  to  hammer  an  excuse, 

To  which  the  sole  reply  was  tears  and  sobs. 
And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 

Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throbs, 
Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  choose  : — 

Alfonso  saw  bis  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's  ; 
He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 

And  then  he  tried  to  muster  all  his  patience. 

CLxnr. 

He  stood,  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  slammer, 

But  sage  Antonia  cut  hitn  short  before 
The  anvil  of  his  speech  receiv'd  the  hammer. 

With  ''  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  more> 
"  Or  madam  dies."— Alfonso  mutter'd  "  D — n  her," 

But  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er; 
He  cast  a  ruelul  look  or  two,  and  did. 
He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLXIV. 

With  him  retired  his  "posse  comifafus" 

The  attorney  last,  who  linger'd  near  the  door, 

Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 
Antonia  let  him — not  a  little  sore. 

At  this  most  strange  and  unexplained  ''  //iatus" 
In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wore 

An  awkward  look  :  as  he  resolved  the  case 

The  door  was  fastened  in  his  legal  face* 
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CLXV. 

No  sooner  was  it  bolted — than,  Oh  Shame  ! 

Oh  sin  !  oh  sorrow  !  and  oh  womankind  ! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  fame. 

Unless  this  world  and  t'other  too,  be  blind  ? 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  unfilch'd  good  name  ! 

But  to  proceed — for  there  is  more  behind  : 
With  much  heart  felt  resistance  be  it  said, 
Young  Juan  slipp'd  half  smother'd  from  the  bed. 

CLXVI. 

He  had  been  hid  I  don't  pretend  to  say 

How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where — 

Young,  slender,  and  pack'd  easily  he  lay. 
No  doubt  in  little  compass,  round  or  square  j 

But  pity  him  I  neither  must  nor  may 
His  suffocation  by  that  pretty  pair, 

'Twere  better  sure  to  die  so,  than  be  shut 

With  maudlin  Clarence  in  his  Malmsey  butt. 

CLxvn. 

And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  because 
He  had  no  business  to  commit  a  sin. 

Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laws, 
x\t  least,  'twas  rather  early  to  begin  : 

But  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 
So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 

At  sixty  years,  and  draw  (he  accounts  of  evil, 

And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  devil. 

CLXvni. 

Of  his  position  I  can  give  no  notion  ; 

'Tis  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
How  the  physicians,  leaving  pill  and  potion, 

Prescrib'd  by  way  of  blister,  a  young  belle, 
When  old  King  David's  blood  grew  dull  in  motion 

And  that  the  medicine  answer'd  very  well ; 
Perhaps  'twas  in  a  dift'erent  way  applied, 
For  David  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXIX. 

What's  to  be  done  ? — Alfonso  will  be  back 
The  moment  he  has  sent  his  fools  away. 

Antonia's  skill  was  put  upon  the  rack. 
But  ]io  device  could  be  brought  into  play. 

And  how  to  parrj-  the  renew'd  attack, 
Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day, 

Antonia  puzzled — Julia  did  not  speak, 

But  press'd  her  bloodless  lips  to  Juan's  cheek. 
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CLXX. 

He^turn'd  his  lip  to  her's — and  with  his  hand 
Call'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 

Even  then  their  love  they  could  not  all  command, 
And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair  ; 

Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

"  Come,  come,  'tis  no  time  now  for  fooling  there, ^' 

She  whispered  in  great  warmth — "  I  must  deposit 

"  This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet : 

CLXXI. 

"  Pray,  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night — 
"  fFho  can  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood  ? 

"  What  will  become  on't ! — I'm  in  such  a  fright, 
"  The  devil's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good — 

"  Is  this  a  time  for  giggling  ?  this  a  plight  ? 

"  Why  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  ? 

"  You'll  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 

"  My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 

CLXXIT. 

"  Had  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

"Of  twanty-five  or  thirty — (Come,  make  haste)- 
"  But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here  ! 

"  I  really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste — 
"  (Come  sir,  get  in) — my  master  must  be  near, 

"  There,  for  the  present,  at  the  least  he's  fast, 
"  And  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
"  Our  counsel — Juan,  mind  you  must  not  sleep." 

CLXXIII. 

Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone, 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid  ; 
She  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone, 

An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obeyed  : 
However,   present  remedy  was  none, 

And  no  great  good  seem'd  answer'd  if  she  staid  ; 
Iley:arding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view, 
Sbe  snulf'd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

CLxxiy. 

Alfonso  paused  a  minute — then  begun 

Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding  ; 

He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 

To  say  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill-breeding  ; 

But  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 
Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  pleading  ; 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample  on  the  whole, 

Of  rhetoric,  which  the  learned  call  ^'rigmarole.*' 
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CLXXV. 

Julia  sciid  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  rose 
A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 

A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows, 
By  a  few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables. 

Which  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose, 
Even  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  fables  ; 

'Tis  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 

Suspects  with  otie^  do  you  reproach  wWhthree^ 

CLXXVI. 

Julia>  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loves  with  Inez  were  well  known. 

But  whether  'twas  that  one's  own  guilt  confounds, 
But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown, 

A  lady  with  apologies  abounds  ; 

It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 

From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear, 

l"o  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear. 

CLXXVII. 

There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  makes  two, 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealously,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded, 
Concealed  amongst  his  premises ;  'tis  true, 

His  mind  the  rnore  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded  ; 
To  speak  of  Inez  now  were,  one  may  say, 
Like  throwiag  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 

CLXXVIH. 

A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough ; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modern  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuff. 

But  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,  when  push'd  by  questions  rather  rough, 

A  lady  always  distant  Irom  the  fact — 
The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  grace, 
There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face. 

CLXXIX. 

They  blush,  and  we  believe  them  ;  at  least  I 
Have  always  done  so;  'tis  of  no  great  use. 

In  any  case  attempting  a  reply. 

For  then  their  eloquence  grows  quite  profuse  ; 

And  when  at  length  they're  out  of  breath,  they  sigh. 
And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  loose 

A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up  ; 

And  then—  and  then — and  then— sit  down  and  sup. 
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CLXXX. 


Alfonso  closed  his  speech,  and  begg'd  her  pardon, 
Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted, 

And  laid  conditions  he  thought  very  hard  on. 
Denying  several  little  things  he  wanted  : 

He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden. 
With  useless  penitence  perplexed  and  haunted, 

Beseeching  she  no  further  would  refuse. 

When  lo  !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A  pair  of  shoes — what  then  ?  not  much,  if  they 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet — but  these 

(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  masculine  ;  to  see  them,  and  to  seize 

Was  but  a  moment's  act. — Ah  !  well  a-day  ! 
My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  freeze — 

Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion, 

And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion. 

CLXXXII. 

He  left  the  room  for  his  relinquish'd  sword, 

And  Julia  instant  to  the  closet  flew, 
"  Fly  !  Juan,  fly  for  heaven's  sake — not  a  word — 

"  The  door  is  open—  you  may  yet  slip  through 
"  The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored — 

"  Here  is  the  garden  key — fly — fly — Adieu  ! 
"  Haste— haste — I  hear  Alfonso's  hurr}ing  feet — 
'*Day  has  not  broke— there's  no  one  in  the  street.*' 

CLXXXIH. 

None  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice, 
The  only  mischief  was,  it  come  too  late  : 

Of  all  experience  'tis  the  usual  price, 
A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  Fate 

Juan  had  reached  the  room-door  in  a  trice, 
And  might  have  done  so  by  the  garden  gate. 

But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown. 

Who  threaten'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXXXIV. 

Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light, 

Antonia  cried  out  "  Rape  !"    and  Julia  "  Fire  I" 

But  not  a  servant  stirr'd  to  aid  the  fight 
Alfonso,  pommell'd  to  his  heart's  desire 

Swore  lustily  he'd  be  reveng'd  this  night ; 
And  Juan,  too,  blasphemed  an  octave  higher. 

His  blood  was  up  :  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 

And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

VOL.  II.  R 
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CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  it 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hand, 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it : 

His  temper  not  being  under  great  command. 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 

Much  longer. — Think  of  husbands',  lovers'  lives  ! 

And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows — wives  ! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 

And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away. 
And  blood  ('twas  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow  j 

At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 
Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkard  blow, 

And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way  ; 
He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it ;  but  there, 
I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  betwen  the  pair. 

CLXXXVII. 

Lights  came  at  length,  and  men,  and  maids  who  found 
An  awkard  spectacle  their  eyes  before  ! 

Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 
Alfonso  leaning,  breathless  by  the  door, 

Some  half  torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 
Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more  : 

Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  turn'd  the  key  about, 

And  liking  not  the  inside,  lock'd  the  out. 

CLXXXVIII. 
Here  ends  this  canto  ; — need  I  sing,  or  say. 

How  Juan,  naked,  favour'd  by  the  night, 
Who  favours  what  she  should  not,  found  his  way, 

And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight  ? 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought  to  light, 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 
Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 

CLXxxrx. 

If  j'ou  would  like  to  see  the  whole  proceedings. 
The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  lull. 

The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 
Of  counsel  to  nonsuit,  or  to  annul, 

There's  more  than  one  edition,  and  the  readings 
Are  various,  but  none  of  them  are  dull, 

The  best  is  that  in  short  hand,  ta'en  by  Gurnev, 

Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 
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CXC. 
But  Donna  Inez,  to  divert  the  train 

Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 

At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandals, 
First  vowM  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  vain) 

To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles  ; 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies. 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipp'd  ofl'  from  Cadiz. 

CXCI. 

She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through 

All  Europecin  climes,  by  land  or  sea, 
To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new, 

Especially  in  France  and  Italj-, 
(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Julia  wiis  sent  into  a  convent :  she 
Grieved,  but  perhaps  her  feelings  may  be  better 
Shown  in  the  following  copy  of  her  letter  : — 

CXCII. 

"  They  tell  me  'tis  decided  ;  you  depart : 
"  'Tis  wise — 'tis  well — but  not  the  less  a  pain  : 

"  I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart, 
"  Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again  ; 

To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
"  I  used  ;  I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 

"  Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears, 

•*  Mine  eye-balls  burn  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

CXCIII. 

"  I  loved,  I  love  you,  for  this  love  have  lost 
"  State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  esteem, 

**  And  yet  can  not  regret  what  it  hath  cost, 
"  So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream  ; 

"  Yet  if  I  name  my  guilt  'tis  not  to  boast, 
"  None  can  deem  harshlier  of  me  than  I  deem  ; 

^*  I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest — 

^*  I've  nothing  to  reproach,  or  to  req^iest. 

CXCIV. 
''  Man's  iove  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 

"  'Tis  woman's  whole  existence  ;  man  may  range 
"  The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart, 

"  Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  otter  in  exchange 
"  Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart, 

"  And  few  there  are  whom  these  can  not  estrange. 
"  Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  one, 
^'  To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone. 


190  DON  JUAN. 

CXCV. 

"  You  will  proceed  in  pleasure,  and  in  pride, 
**  Beloved,  and  loving  many ;  all  is  o'er 

"  For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 
"  My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  in  my  heart's  core ; 

"  These  I  could  bear,  but  cannot  cast  aside 
"  The  passion  which  still  rages  as  before. 

"  And  so  farewell — forgive  me — love  me— No, 

"  That  word  is  idle  now — but  let  it  go. 

CXCVI. 
"  My  breast  has  been  all  w'eakness — is  so  yet ; 

"  But  still  I  think  I  can  collect  my  mind  ; 
"  My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirits  set. 


As  roll  the  viaves  before  the  settled  wind 


"  My  heart  is  feminine,  nor  can  forget — 

"  To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind  : 
"  So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole, 
**  As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  ray  fix'd  soul. 

CXCVII. 

<'  I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  still, 
"  And  dare  not  set  my  «;eal  upon  this  sheet, 

"  And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil, 

"  My  misery  can  scarce  be  more  complete  ; 

"  I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 
"  Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet, 

"  And  I  must  e'en  survive  this  last  adieu, 

'<  To  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you  !" 

cxcviir. 

This  note  was  written  upon  gilt-edged  paper 
With  a  neat  little  crow-quill,  slight  and  new  ; 

Her  small  white  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  taper. 
It  trembled  as  magnetic  needles  do. 

And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her  ; 
The  seal  a  sunflower  ;  "  Elle  vous  suit partont,'^ 

The  motto  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian  : 

The  wax  was  superfine,  its  hue  vermillion. 

CXCIX. 

This  was  Don  Juan's  earliest  scrape ;  but  whether 

I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventures  is 
Dependant  on  the  public  altogether  ; 

We'll  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this, 
Their  favour  in  an  author's  cap  's  a  feather. 

And  no  great  mischief's  done  by  their  caprice  : 
And  if  their  approbation  we  experience, 
Perhaps  they'll  have  some  more  about  a  year  hence. 
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CC. 


My  poem's  epic  and  is  meant  to  be 

Divided  in  twelve  books  :  each  book  containing 
With  love  and  war,  a  heavy  gale  at  sea, 

A  list  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigning, 
New  characters  ;  the  episodes  are  three  ; 

A  panorama  view  of  hell's  in  training, 
After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
So  that  my  name  of  epic's  no  misnomer. 

ccr. 

All  these  things  will  be  specified  in  time. 
With  strict  regard  to  Aristotle's  rules, 

The  vade  mecnm  of  the  true  sublime. 

Which  makes  so  many  poets,  and  some  fools : 

Prose  poets  like  blank-verse,  Pm  fond  of  rhyme, 
Good  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  tools  : 

I've  got  new  mythological  machinerj-, 

And  very  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 

ecu. 

There's  only  one  slight  difterence  between 
Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before, 

And  here  the  advantage  is  my  own,  I  ween  ; 
(Not  that  I  have  not  several  merits  more, 

But  this  will  more  peculiarly  be  seen) 
They  so  embellish,  that  'tis  quite  a  bore 

Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  tread  through, 

Whereas  this  story's  actually  true. 

cciir. 

If  any  person  doubt  it,  I  appeal 

To  history,  tradition,  and  to  facts. 
To  newspapers,  whose  truth  all  know  and  feel, 

To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three  acts  ; 
All  these  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal. 

But  that  which  more  completely  faith  exacts 
Is,  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 

CCIV. 
If  ever  I  should  condescend  to  prose, 

I'll  write  poetical  commandments,  which 
Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  those 

That  went  before,  in  tliese  I  shall  enrich 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows, 

And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch  ; 
I'll  call  the  work  "  Longinus  o'er  a  bottle, 
Or,  Every  Poet  his  own  Aristotle." 
R  2 
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CCV. 

Thou  shalt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope  ; 

Thou  shalt  notset  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Southey  ; 
'  Because  the  first  is  crazed  beyond  all  hope, 
'     The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  mouthy  ; 
With  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope, 

And  Campbell's  Hippocrene  is  somewhat  drouthy; 
Thou  shalt  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 
Commit — flirtation  with  the  Muse  of  Moore. 

CCVI. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse 

His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that's  his ; 
Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  like  "  the  Blues," 

(There's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this ;) 
Thou  shalt  notwiite,  in  short,  but  what  I  choose  ; 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss — 
Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not,  the  rod, 
But  if  you  don't,  I'll  lay  it  on,  by  G — d. 

CCVII. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 

This  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray, 
That  they  will  not  cry  out  before  they're  hurt. 

Then  that  they'll  read  it  o'er  again,  and  say, 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay  ; 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  show 
The  very  place  where  wicked  people  go. 

CCVIII. 

If,  after  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 
To  their  own  good  this  warning  to  despise, 

Led  by  some  tortuosity  of  mind, 

Not  to  believe  my  verse  and  their  own  eyes, 

And  cry  that  they  "the  moral  cannot  find," 
I  tell  him,  if  a  clergyman  he  lies ; 

Should  captains  the  remark  or  critics  make. 

They  also  lie  too—  under  a  mistake. 

CCIX. 

The  public  approbation  I  expect. 

And  beg  they'll  take  my  wortl  about  the  moral, 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect, 

(So  children  cutting  teeth  receive  a  coral ;) 
Meantime,  they'll  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel : 
For  fearsome  prudish  reatlers  should  grow  skittish, 
I've  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — the  British. 
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CCX. 
I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor, 

Who  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post — 
I'm  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor : 

Yet,  if  my  gentle  muse  he  please  to  roast, 
And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her, 

Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 
And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 
All  I  can  say  is — that  he  had  the  money. 

CCXI. 

I  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  ensure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three  monthly,  I 
Have  not  essay'd  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  'twere  in  vain  to  try 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review,  and  Quarterly, 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

CCXII. 

''  Non  ego  hoc  ferram  calhla  juventa 

**  Consule  Plauco,"  Horace  said,  and  so 
Say  I :  by  which  quotation  there  is  meant  a 

Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago 
(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  tlating  from  the  Brenta) 

I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow, 
And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
In  my  hot  youth,  when  George  the  Third  was  King. 

ccxni. 

But  now  at  thirty  years  my  hair  is  gray — 

(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty  I 
i  thought  of  a_perulve  the  other  day) 

My  heart  is  not  much  greener :  and  in  short,  I 
Have  squander'd  my  whole  summer  while  'twas  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort :  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal, 
And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

CCXIV. 
No  more — no  more — Oh  !  never  more  on  me 

The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew. 
Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 

Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 
Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee  : 

Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  gTew  ? 
Alas  !  'twas  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power 
To  double  e'en  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 
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CCXV. 

No  more— no  more— Oh  !  never  more,  my  heart, 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe ! 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 

Thou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 

The  illusion's  gone  lor  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse, 

And  in  thy  stead  I've  got  a  deal  of  judgment, 

Though  heaven  knows  how  it  ever  found  a  lodgement. 

CCXVI. 

My  days  of  love  are  over,  me  no  more  (7) 
The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow. 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before, 
In  short,  I  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  do  ; 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o'er. 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid  too. 

So  for  H  good  old-gentlemanly  vice, 

I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 

CCXVII. 

Ambition  was  my  idol,  which  was  broken 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasure 

And  the  two  last  Lave  left  me  many  a  token 
O'er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure : 

Now  like  Friar  Bacon's  brazen  head,  I've  spoken, 

"  Time  is.  Time  was,  Time's  past,"  a  chymic  treasure 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  betimes  — 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  ray  head  on  rhymes. 

CCXVIII. 

What  is  the  end  of  fame  ?    'tis  but  to  fill 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper : 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill, 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour  : 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  bards  burn  what  they  call  their  "  midnight  taper,'' 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust. 

CCXIX. 

What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ?    old  Egypt's  King 

Cheops  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy  hid  ; 
But  somebody  or  other  rummaging, 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  lid  : 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes, 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 
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CCXX. 


But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  very  often  to  mysdf,  "  Alas ! 
"All  things  that  have  been  born  were  born  to  die, 

"  And  flesh  (which  Death  mows  down  to  hay)  is  grass ; 
"  You've  pass'd  your  youth  not  so  unpleasantly, 

"  And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again—  ^twould  pass — 
"  So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  worse, 
*'  And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  purse." 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader  !  and 

Still  gentler  purchaser !  the  bard,  that's  I — 

Must  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand, 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye ! 

We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other  ;  and  if  not  I  shall  not  try 

Your  patience  further  than  by  this  short  sample — 

'Twere  well  if  others  follow'd  my  example. 

CCXXII. 
"  Go  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude  ! 

"  I  cast  thee  on  the  waters,  go  thy  ways  j 
"  And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good, 

"  The  world  may  find  thee  after  many  days." 
When  Southey's  read,  and  Wordsworth  understood, 

I  can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise — 
The  four  first  rhymes  are  Southey's  every  line  : 
For  God's  sake,  reader,  take  them  not  for  mine. 


£ND  OF  CANTO  I, 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  L 


(1.) 

"  Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon." 
''Vixere  fortes  ante  Agamemnona,"  &c. — Horace.        ' 

(2.) 
"Save  thine  ' incomparable  oil/  Macassar!" 
"  Description  des  vertus  incomparabales  de  Phuile  de  Ma- 
cassar."— See  the  advertisement. 

(3.) 
"Although  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 
"  Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample." 
See   Longinus  Section    10.       **  iva  fwj  ef  t»  wept  ayrtj* 

(4.) 
"  They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix." 
Fact.     There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with  all  the  obQOX« 
ious  epigrams  of  Martial  placed  by  themselves  at  the  end. 

(5.) 
"  The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss." 
Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,   (I  think)  the  opening 
of  Canlo  II. ;  but  quote  from  memory. 

(6.) 
"  Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 
*'  Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vilely  !" 
Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.     Count  O'Reilly  did  not 
take  Algiers— but  Algiers  very  nearly  took  him  :  he  and  his 
army  and  fleet  retreated  with  great  loss,  and  not  much  credit, 
from  before  that  city  in  the  year  17 — . 

a.) 

"  My  days  of  love  are  over,  me  no  more.'^ 

Me  nee  femina,  nee  puer 

Jam,  nee  spes  animi  credula  mutul, 

Nee  certare  juvat  mero  : 

Nee  vincire  novis  tempora  floribus. 
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I. 

Oh  ye  !  who  teach  the  ingenious  youth  of  nations, 

Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain, 
I  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasions, 

It  mends  their  mprals  ;  never  mind  the  pain : 
The  best  of  mothers  and  of  educations 

in  Juan's  case  were  but  employed  in  vain, 
Since  in  u  way,  that's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

Became  divested  of  his  native  modesty, 

II. 

Had  he  been  placed  at  a  public  school, 
In  the  third  i'orm,  or  even  in  the  fourth. 

His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool, 

At  least,  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north  ; 

Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule. 
But  then  exceptions  alwHvs  prove  its  worth — 

A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  divorce, 

Puzzled  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 

III. 

I  can't  say  that  it  puzzles  me  at  all, 

If  all  things  be  considered;  first,  there  was 

His  lady-mother,  mathematical, 

A never  mind  ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass  ; 

A  pretty  woman — (that's  quite  natural. 

Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pass  ;) 

A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 

With  his  young  wile — a  time,  and  opportunity, 

IV. 

Well — well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis, 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails, 

And  live  and  die,  make  love  and  pay  our  taxes. 
And  as  the  veering  wmd  shifts,  shift  our  sails  ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quack  us, 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust, — perhaps  a  name. 
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V. 

I  said,  that  Juan  had  been  sent  to  Cadiz— 

A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well — 
'Tis  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  is, 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  learn'd  to  rebel) 
And  such  sweet  girls — I  mean,  such  graceful  ladies, 

Their  very  walk  would  make  your  bosom  swell : 
I  can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike, 
Nor  liken  it — I  never  saw  the  like  : 

VI. 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 

New  broke,  a  camelopard,  a  gazelle, 
No-  none  of  these  will  do  ;  and  then  their  garb  5 

Their  veil  and  petticoat — Alas  !  to  dwell 
Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 

A  canto — then  their  feet  and  ancles — well. 
Thank  heav'n  I've  got  no  metaphor  quite  ready, 
(And  so,  my  sober  Muse — come,  let's  be  steady — 

VII. 

Chaste  INIuse! — well,  if  you  must,  you  must)— the  veil 
Thrown  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing  band, 

"While  the  o'erpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale. 
Flashes  into  the  heart : — All-sunny  land 

Of  love  !  when  I  forget  you,  may  I  fail 

To — say  my  prayers— but  never  was  there  plann'd 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  volley, 

Excepting  the  Venetian  Fazzioli. 

VTII. 

But  to  our  tale  :  the  Donna  Inez  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark  ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answered  her  intent, 

But  why  !  we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark — 
'Twas  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant, 

A    if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth, 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things, 

According  to  direction  ;  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money  :  for  four  springs 

He  was  to  travel :  and  though  Inez  grieved, 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings) 

She  hoped  he  would  improve — perhaps  believed ; 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice— and  two  or  three  of  credit. 
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X. 


In  the  meantime,  fopass  her  hours  away,. 
Brave  Inez  now  set  up  a  sunday  school 

For  naughty  children  who  would  rather  play 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil,  or  the  fool ; 

Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day 
Dunces  were  whipt,  or  set  upon  a  stool ; 

The  great  success  of  Juan's  education 

Spurr'd  her  to  teach  another  generation. 

XI, 
Juan  embark'd — the  ship  got  under  way. 

The  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough, 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay. 

As  I,  who  cross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough  ; 
And  standing  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 

Flies  in  one's  face,  and  makes  it  weather-tough, 
And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again. 
His  first — perhaps  his  last — farewell  of  Spain. 

XII. 

I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 
To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 

The  growing  waters  ;  it  unmans  one  quite, 
Especially  when  life  is  rather  new, 

I  recollect  Great  Britain's  coasts  look  white, 
But  almost  every  other  country  's  blue. 

When  gazing  on  them  mystified  by  distance. 

We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 

XIIL 

So  Juan  stood  bewilder'd  on  the  deck, 

The  wind  sung,  cordage  strain'd  and  sailors  swore, 
And  the  ship  creak'd  the  town  became  a  speck. 

From  which  away  so  fair  and  fast  they  bore. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 

Against  sea-sickness;  (ry  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true, 
For  I  have  found  it  answer — so  may  you. 

XIV. 

Don  Juan  stood,  and  looking  from  the  stern. 

Beheld  his  native  Spain  receding  far. 
First  partings  Irom  a  lesson  hard  to  learn. 

Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war, 
There  is  a  sort  of  unexpressed  concern, 

A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  a-jar  : 
At  leaving  even -the  most  unpleasant  people, 
And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 
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XV. 

But  Juan  had  got  many  things  to  leave. 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress  and  no  wife. 

So  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life  ; 

And  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife, 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears. 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 

So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  <he  captive  Jews 
By  Babel's  waters,  still  remembering  Sion 

I'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  Muse, 
And  such  like  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on  ; 

Young  men  should  travel  if  but  to  amuse 

Themselves  ;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 

Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portmanteaus, 

Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

XVII. 
And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sigh'd  and  thought, 

While  his  salt  tears  dropt  into  the  salt  sea, 
"  Sweets  to  the  sweet ;"  (I  like  so  much  to  quote, 

You  must  excuse  this  extract,  'tis  where  she 
Tbe  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 

Flowers  to  the  grave)  and,  sobbing  often,  he 
Reflected  on  his  present  situation, 
And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation, 

XVIII. 

"Farewell,  my  Spain  !  a  long  farewell  !"  he  cried, 

"  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more, 
**  But  die  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died, 

"  Of  its  own  thirst  lo  see  again  thy  shore  : 
"  Farewell,  where  Guadalquiver's  waters  glide, 

"  Farewell  my  mother  !  and  since  all  is  o'er, 
"Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia ! — (here  he  drew 
Her  letter  out  again  and  read  it  through.) 

XIX. 

"  And  oh  !  if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear — 
*'  But  that's  impossible,  and  cannot  be — 

"  Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air, 
"  Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea, 

"Than  I  resign  thine  image  !  Oh,  my  fair, 
"  Or  think  of  any  thing  excepting  Ihee  ; 

(A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic — j 

Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew  sea  sick.) 
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XX. 

"  Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth— (here  he  fell  sicker) 

"  Oh  Julia  !  what  is  every  other  woe  ! 
**  (For  God's  sake  let  me  have  a  glass  of  liquor — 

*<  Pedro  !  Batista  !  help  me  down  below.) 
"  Julia,  my  love  !  (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker) — 

"  Oh  !  Julia ! — this  curst  vessel  pitches  so) — 
'<  Beloved  Julia,  hear  me  still  beseeching  V 
(Here  he  grew  inarticulate  with  retching.) 

XXI. 

He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart, 

Or  rather  stomach,  which  alas  !  attends, 
Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art, 

The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends, 
Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 

Of  us  dies  with  them  as  each  fond  hope  ends  : 
No  doubt  hfi  would  have  been  much  more  pathetic, 
But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetic. 

XX I  r. 

Love's  a  capricious  power;  I've  known  it  hold 
Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat, 

But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  cold, 
And  find  a  quinsey  very  hard  to  treat : 

Against  all  noble  maladies  he's  bold. 
But  vulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet, 

Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  a  sigh, 

Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

XXIII. 

But  worst  of  all  is  nausea,  or  a  pain, 

About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowels  : 
Love,  who  heroically  breathes  a  vein. 

Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels, 
And  purgatives  are  dangerous  to  his  reign. 

Sea-sickness,  death:  his  love  was  perfect,  how  else 
Could  Juan's  passion,  while  the  billows  roar. 
Resist  his  stomach  ne'er  at  sea  before  ? 

XXIV. 

The  ship,  call'd  the  most  holy  "  Trinidada," 

Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn  ; 
For  there  the  Spanish  family  IVIoncada 

Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  born  ; 
They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a 

Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  morn 
Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 
His  Spanish  friends  for  those  jn  Italj. 
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XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants,  and 

A  tutor,  the  licenti.ne  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand, 

But  now  lay  sick,  and  speechless  on  his  pillow. 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  longed  for  land. 

His  headache  being  increased  by  every  billow, 
And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port-hole  made 
His  birth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

xxvr. 

'Twas  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
Increas'd  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale  ; 

And  though  'twas  not  much  to  a  naval  mind. 
Some  landsmen  would  have  look'd  a  little  pale. 

For  sailors,  are  in  fact  a  different  kind  : 
At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail, 

For  the  sky  show'd  it  wouUi  come  on  to  blow, 

And  carry  away  perhaps  a  mast  or  so. 

xxvn. 

At  one  o'clock  the  wind  with  sudden  shift 

Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trough  of  the  sea, 

Which  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift. 
Started  the  stern-post,  and  also  shatter 'd  the 

Whole  of  her  stern  frame,  and  e'er  she  could  lift 
Herself  from  out  her  prefent  jeopardy 

The  rudder  tore  away,  'twas  time  to  sound 

The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  feet  water  found. 

xxvni. 

One  gang  of  people  instantly  was  put 
Upon  the  pumps,  and  the  rem.ainder  set 

To  get  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  whcit  not. 
But  they  could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet ; 

At  last,  they  did  get  at  it  really,  but 
Still  their  salvation  was  an  even  bet, 

The  water  rush'd  through  in  a  way  quite  puzzling. 

While  they  thrust  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  bales  of  muslin 

xxix. 

Into  the  opening  :  but  all  such  ingredients 

Would  have  been  vain,  and  they  must  have  gone  down 

Despite  of  all  their  eHorts  and  expedients. 

But  for  the  pumps ;  I'm  glad  to  make  them  known 

To  all  the  brother  tars  who  may  have  need  hence. 
For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  upthrown 

By  them  per  hour,  and  they  had  all  been  imdone 

But  for  the  maker,  Mr.  Mann  of  London. 
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XXX 

As  day  ad  vane 'd  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 
And  then  the  leak  thej-  reckon'd  to  reduce, 

And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 
Kept  two  hand  and  one  chain-pump  still  in  use. 

The  wind  blew  fresh  again  :  as  it  grew  late 

A  squall  came  on,  and  while  some  guns  broke  loose, 

A  gust — which  all  descriptive  power  transcends — 

Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on  her  beams  ends. 

XX  xr. 

There  she  lay,  motionless  and  seem'd  upset; 

The  w«ter  left  the  hold,  and  washM  the  decks, 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks 
Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret, 

Or  breaks  their  hope,  or  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks. 
Thus  drownings  are  much  talked  of  by  the  divers, 
And  swimmers  who  may   chance  to  be  survivors. 

XXXII. 

Immediately  the  masts  were  cut  away, 

Both  main  and  mizen  :  first  the  mizen  went, 
The  mainmast  followed  ;  but  the  ship  still  lay 
Like  a  mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent. 

Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 
Eased  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 

To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted,) 

And  then  with  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

XXXII  L 

It  may  be  easily  supposed,  while  this 

VVas  going  on,  some  people  were  unquiet. 
That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amiss. 

To  lose  their  lives  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet. 
That  even  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 

Days  nearly  o'er,   might  be  disposed  to  riot, 
As  upon  such  occasions  tars  will  ask 

For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 

XXXIV. 

There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  true  religion;  thus  it  was. 
Some  plundei'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms, 

The  high  wind  made  a  treble,  and  as  bass 
Th'  hoarse  waves  kept  time,  fright  cured  the  qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea-sick  maws  : 
Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blasphemy,  devotion, 
Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  the  roaririg  ocean. 
82 
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XXXV. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years, 

Got  to  the  spirit  room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols :  and  their  fears. 

As  if  death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who  ere  they  sunk, 

Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 

"  Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried, "  for  it  will  be 
"  All  one  an  hour  hence,"  Juan  answered,  "  No  ! 

*'  'Tis  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me, 
"  But  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 

Like  brutes  :" — and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  he,. 
And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow  ; 

And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverned  tutor, 

Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor* 

XXXVII. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast, 
And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation, 

Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation  ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past) 
To  quit  his  academic  occupation, 

In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 

To  follow  Juan^s  wake  like  Sancho  Pancha. 

XXXVIII. 

But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  more, 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  lulled;  the  masts  were  gone^ 
The  leak  increased  ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore, 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seemed  all  useless  grown, 
A  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale — 
The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrum.m'd  a  sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  past, 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect ; 

But  with  a  leak  and  not  a  stick  of  mast. 

Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  they  expect? 

But  still  Mis  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
'Tis  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd  ; 

And  though  'tis  true  that  man  can  only  die  once. 

'Tis  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 
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XL. 

There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  and  from  thence 
Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away  : 

For  they  w-ere  forced  with  steering  to  dispense, 
'     And  never  had,  as  yet,  a  quiet  day 

On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commence 
A  jury  mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 

The  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which  by  good  luck 

Still  swam — though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 

XLI. 

The  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  less, 
But  the  ship  labour'd  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 

To  weather  out  much  longer  ;  the  distress 
Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  cope 

For  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough  ;  in  vain  the  telescope 

Was  used— nor  sail  nor  shore  appear'd  in  sight. 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night. 

XLII. 

Again  the  weather  threaten 'd — ag.iin  blew 

A  gale,  and  in  the  fore  and  after  hold 
Water  appeal  "d  ;  j  et  though  the  people  knew 

All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold, 
Untill  the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn  through 

Of  all  our  pv^mps  : — a  wreck  complete  she  rolFd, 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

XLIIL 

Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 
In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 

Could  do  no  more  ;  he  wjis  a  man  in  years, 

And  long  had  voyageH  through  many  a  stormy  sea^ 

And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 
That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  be. 

But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children. 

Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLIV. 

The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head  ;  and,  all  distinction  gone, 

Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints — but  there  were  none 

To  pay  them  with  ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow  ; 
Some  hoisted  out  the  boats  ;  but  there  was  one 

That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 

Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd— in  the  confusion. 
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XLV. 
^ome  lash'd  them  in  their  hammocks,  some  put  on 

Their  best  clothes,  as  if  going  to  a  fair; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun. 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and  howling,  tore  their  hair. 
And  others  went  on  as  they  had  begun. 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea, 
Unless  the  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee. 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition. 
Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 

'Twas  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 

As  now  might  render  their  long  sutlering  less  : 

Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition  ; 
Their  stock  was  damped  by  the  weather's  stress, 

Two  casks  of  biscuits,  and  a  keg  of  butter. 

Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLVII. 

But  in  the  long  boat  they  contrived  to  stow 

Some  pounds  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet; 

Water,  a  twenty  gallon  cask  or  so  ; 

Six  flasks  of  wine  :  and  they  contrived  to  get 

A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 

But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon — 

Then  there  was  rum,  eight  gallons  in  a  puncheon. 

XLVIII. 

The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale  ; 

And  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad, 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail. 

And  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 
Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ships  rail ; 

And  two  boats  could  not  hold,  far  less  be  stored. 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 

XLIX, 
'Twas  twilight,  and  the  sunless  day  went  down 

Over  the  waste  of  waters  ;  like  a  veil. 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  Irown 

Of  one  whose  hate  is  masked  but  to  assail. 
Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown, 

And  grimly  darkled  o'er  their  faces  pale 
And  the  dim  desolate  deep :  twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 
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L. 


Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 
With  Utile  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  \vo\ild  have  laugh 'd, 
If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be, 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quaff'd, 
And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  giee, 

Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical : 

Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle. 

LI. 

At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hencoops,  spars, 
And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cast  loose, 

That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars. 
For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use  : 

There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars. 
The  boat  put  oil'  o'ercrowded  with  their  crews  j 

She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lunch  to  port. 

And,  going  down  head  foremost — sunk,  in  short. 

LII. 
Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell. 

Then  shriek'd  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  brave, 
Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell, 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave  ; 
And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell. 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wave, 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 

Lin. 

And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rush'd. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 

Of  echoing  thunder  ;  and  then  all  was  hush'd, 
Save  the  wild  wind,  and  the  remorseless  dash 

Of  billows  ;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd. 
Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 

A  solitary  shriek,  the  bubbling  cry 

Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

LIV. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before, 
And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew ; 

And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 
Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew 

There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore  ; 
And  then  they  were  too  many,  though  so  few — 

Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat. 

Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 
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LV. 

All  the  rest  perish'd  ;  near  two  hundred  souls 
Had  left  their  bodies  ;  and  what's  worse,  alas  ! 

When  over  Catholics  the  ocean  rolls, 
They  must  wait  several  weeks  before  a  mass 

Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals, 

Because  till  people  know  what's  come  to  pass, 

They  wont  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead — ; 

It  casts  three  francs  for  every  mass  that's  said. 

LVI. 

Juan  got  into  the  long  boat,  and  there 
Contrived  to  help  Pedrillo  to  a  place  ; 

It  seem'd  as  if  they  had  exchang'd  their  care, 
For  Juan  wore  the  magisterial  face 

Which  courage  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pair 
Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner's  case  ; 

Battista,  though,  (a  name  call'd  shortly  Tita) 

Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vitae. 

LVII. 

Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save, 
But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss, 

Left  hijn  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave 
As  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross, 

And  so  he  found  a  wine-and-watery  grave  ; 
They  could  not  rescue  him  although  so  close, 

Because  the  sea  ran  higher  everj'  minute. 

And  for  the  boat— the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it. 

LVIII. 

A  small  old  spaniel — which  had  been  Don  Jose's, 
His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think, 

For  on  such  things  the  memory  reposes 

With  (enderness — stood  howling  on  the  brink, 

Knowing,  (dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses  !) 
No  doubt  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink  : 

And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and  ere  be  stepp'd 

Off,  threw  him  in,  and  after  him  he  leap'd. 

LIX. 

He  also  stuff'd  his  money  where  he  could 
About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too. 

Who  let  him  do,  in  fact,  whate'er  he  would 
Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say,  or  do. 

As  every  rising  wave  his  dread  renew'd  ! 

But  Juan  trusting  they  might  still  get  through, 

And  deeming  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill, 

Thus  re-embarked  his  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 


DON  JUAN.  209 

LX. 
^Twas  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet, 

That  the  sail  was  becaim'd  between  the  seas, 
Though  on  the  waves'  high  top  too  much  to  set, 

They  dared  uot  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze  ; 
Each  seacurl'd  o'er  the  stern,  and  kepttheni  wet. 

And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease. 
So  that  themselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd, 
And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamp'd, 

LXI. 

Nine  souls  more  went  in  her  :  the  long  boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast, 
Two  blankets  stitch'd  together  answering  ill 
Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  last : 
Though  every  wave  roli'd  menacing  to  fill, 

And  present  peril  all  before  surpass'd. 
They  griev'd  for  those  who  perished  with  the  cutter. 

And  also  for  the  biscuit-casks  and  butter. 

LXIL 

The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale  :  to  run 
Before  the  sea,  until  it  should  grow  fine. 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done ; 
A  few  teaspoonsful  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Were  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bags, 
And  most  of  them  had  little  clothes  but  rags. 

LXIII. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 
Which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion  ; 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case. 

One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  their  immersion. 

While  t'other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place. 
At  watch  and  walch ;  thus>  shivering  like  the  tertian 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  filled  their  boat. 

With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great  coat. 

LXIV. 

'Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it  J  this  is  obvious  to  physicians, 

When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife. 
Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions. 

Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions; 

Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity. 

And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity. 
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LXV. 


^Tis  said  that  persons  livine:  on  annuities 

Are  longer  lived  than  others — God  knows  why, 

Unless  to  plague  the  granters — yet  so  true  it  is, 
That  some,  I  really  think,  do  never  die ; 

Of  any  creditors,  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is. 

And  that 's  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply  : 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXVI. 
'Tis  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought, 

And  stand  like  rocks  the  tempest's  wear  and  tear ; 
And  hardshi))  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot. 

Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there  ; 
She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 
Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

LXVIL 

But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production. 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day  ; 

He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction. 
But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey, 

Although  his  anatomical  construction 
Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way, 

Your  labouring  geople  think,  beyond  all  question. 

Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion. 

LXVIII. 

And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew  ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm, 
Ajid  thouGh  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew, 

And  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
Lull'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoardijig  it  with  due  precision. 

LXIX. 

The  consequence  was  easily  foreseen — 

They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their  wine, 

Tn  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 
On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine? 

They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men  ! 
And  carry  them  to  shore  :  these  hopes  were  fine. 

But  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle. 

It  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  victual. 
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LXX. 

The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air, 
And  Ocean  slumber'd  like  an  unwean'd  child ; 

The  fith  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there, 

The  sea  and  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  mild — 

With  their  one  oar  :  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 
What  could  they  do  ?  and  hunger's  rage  grew  wild  : 

So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating, 

Was  kilPd,  and  portion'd  out  for  present  eating. 

LXXI. 

On  the  sixth  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide, 

And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 
The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died, 
.  Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaws. 
With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denied) 

As  a  great  favor  one  of  the  fore-paws, 
Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 
Devour'd  it  longing  for  the  other  too. 

LXXII. 

The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind — the  burning  sun 
Blister'd  and  scorch'd,  and  stagnant  on  the  sea, 

They  lay  like  carcases  ;  and  hope  was  none. 
Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not ;  savagely 

They  glared  upon  each  other — all  was  done, 

Water,  and  wine,  and  food, —and  you  might  see, 

The  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise 

(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyes. 

LXXIIT. 

At  length  one  whisper'd  his  companion,  who 
Whisper'd  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 

And  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grew. 

And  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound, 

And  when  his  comrades  thought  each  sufferer  knew 
'Twas  but  bis  own,  suppress'd  till  now,  he  found  : 

And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood, 

And  who  should  die,  to  be  his  fellow's  food. 

LXXIV. 

But  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  shared 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  remain'd  of  shoes  ; 

And  then  they  look'd  around  them  and  despair'd, 
And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  choose  : 

At  length  the  lots  were  torn  up  and  prepared. 
But  of  materials  that  must  sliock  the  Muse — 

Having  no  paper  for  the  want  of  better. 

They  took  by  force  from  Juan  Julia's  letter. 

VOL.  il.  T 
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LXXV. 

The  lols  were  made,  and  mark'd,  and  mixM  and  handed 

In  silent  horror,  and  their  distribution 
Lull'd  even  the  savage  hunger  which  demanded, 

Like  the  Promethean  vuUuve,  this  pollution  ; 
None  in  particular  had  sought  or  plann'd  it, 

'Twas  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  resolution, 
By  which  none  M-ere  permitted  to  be  neuter — 
And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan's  luckless  tutor. 

LXXVI. 

He  but  requested  to  be  bled  to  death  : 

The  surgeon  had  his  instruments,  and  bled 

Pedrillo,  and  so  gently  ebb\l  his  breath. 

You  Ijardly  could  perceive  when  he  was  dead. 

He  died  as  born  a  Catholic  in  faith. 

Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they're  bred, 

And  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiss'd. 

And  then  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 

Lxxvn. 

The  surgeon,  as  there  was  no  other  fee. 
Had  his  first  choice  of  morsels  for*  his  pains, 

But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 

Preferr'd  a  draught  from  the  fast  flowing  veins 

Part  was  divided,  part  thrown  into  the  sea. 
And  such  thing  as  the  entrails  and  the  brains 

Regaled  two  sharks,  who  follow'd  o'er  the  billow — 

The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXXVHT. 

The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four, 
Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food, 

To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 
Refusing  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 

Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  m.ore  ; 
'Twas  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should 

Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster. 

Dine  with  them  on  his  pastor  and  his  master. 

LXXIX. 

'Twas  better  that  he  did  not  ;  for,  in  fact, 

The  consequence  was  awful  in  the  extreme  ; 
For  they,  who  were  most  ravenous  in  the  ant, 

Went  raging  mad — Lord  I  how  they  did  blaspheme  ! 
And  foam  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsions  rack'd, 

Drinking  salt  water  like  a  mountain  stream, 
Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching,  swearing, 

And  with  hyjEna  laughter,  died  despairing. 
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LXXX. 

Their  numbers  were  much  thitmM  by  this  infliction, 
And  all  the  rest  were  thin  enough,  heaven  knows, 

Ami  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection, 
Happier  than  they  who  still  perceived  their  woes, 

But  others  ponder'd  on  a  new  tiissection, 
As  if  not  warn'd  sufficiently  by  those 

Who  had  already  perish'd,  suUering  madly, 

For  having  used  their  appetites  so  sadly. 

#  LXXXI. 

And  next  they  thought  upon  the  master's  mate. 

As  fattest :  but  he  saved  himself,  because, 
Besides  being  much  averse  to  such  a  fate. 

There  were  some  other  reasons,  the  first  was, 
He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  late, 

And  that  which  chiefly  proved  his  saving  clause, 
Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  Cadiz, 
By  general  subscription  of  the  ladies. 

Lxxxn. 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remain'd. 

But  was  used  sparingly,  some  were  afvai.l. 
And  others  still  their  appetite  constrain'd, 

Or  but  at  times  a  little  supper  made  ; 
All,  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstainM, 

Chewing  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  lead, 
At  length  they  caught  two  boobies  and  a  noddy. 
And  Iheii  they  left  ofi"  eating  the  dead  body. 

LXXXIII. 

And  if  Pedrillo's  fate  should  shocking  be, 

Remember  Ugolino  condescends 
To  eat  the  head  of  his  arch-enemj> 

Tlie  moment  after  he  politely  ends 
His  tale  :  if  foes  be  food  in  hell,  at  sea 

'Tis  surely  lair  to  dine  upon  our  friends. 
When  shipwreck's  short  allowance  grows  too  scanty. 
Without  being  much  more  horrible  tuan  Dante. 

LXXXIV. 

And  the  same  night  there  fell  a  shower  of  rain, 

For   which  their  mouths  gaped,  like  the  cracks  of  earth 
When  dried  to  summer  dust ;  till  taught  by  paiji. 

Men  really  know  not  what  good  water's  worth. 
If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 

Or  with  a  famished  boat's  crew  had  your  birth. 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell, 

You'd  wish  yourselves  where  Truth  is— In  a  well. 
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LXXXV. 

It  pour'd  down  torrents,  but  they  were  no  richer 

Until  they  found  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet, 
Which  served  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  pitcher, 

And  when  they  deem'd  its  moisture  was  complete. 
They  wrung  it  out,  and  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 

Might  not  have  thought  the  scanty  draught  so  sweet, 
As  a  lull  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 
They  ne'er  till  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

•  LXXXVI. 

And  their  bak'd  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 

Suck'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  stream'd  ; 
Their  throats  were  ovens,  their  swoln  tongues  were  black, 

As  the  rich  man's  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream'd 
To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 

A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem'd 
To  taste  of  heaven- -If  this  be  true,  indeed, 

Some  Christians  have  a  comfortable  creed. 

LXXXVII. 

There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 

And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  w^hom  the  one 
Was  more  robust  and  hardier  to  the  view, 

But  he  died  earl)',  and  when  he  was  gone, 
His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  on  him,  and  said,  "  Heaven's  will  be  done  ! 
I  can  do  nothing,"  and  he  saw  him  thrown 

Into  the  deep  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

LXXXVIII. 

The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child, 

Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate, 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit  held  aloof  his  fate  : 
Little  he  said,  and  Jiow  and  then  he  smiled, 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart, 
With  the  deep  deadly  thought  that  they  must  part. 

LXXXIX. 

And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 
His  eyes  from  ofl"  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 

From  his  pale  lips,  and  ever  on  him  gazed. 

And  when  the  wish'd  for  shower  at  length  was  come. 

And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  had  glazed, 
Brighten'd  and  for  a  moment  seem'd  to  roam. 

He  squeez'd  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain. 

Into  his  dying  child's  mouth— but  in  vain. 


DON  JUAN.  215 


xc. 

The  boy  expired — the  father  held  the  clay, 
And  look'd  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 

I3eath  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
Still'  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past. 

He  watch'd  it  wistfully,  until  away 

'Siwas  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  'twas  cast! 

Then  he  himself  sunk  down  all  dumb  and  shivering, 

And  gave  no  signs  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quivering. 

xcr. 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 

The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sea. 

Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue  ; 
And  all  within  its  arch  appeared  to  be 

Clearer  than  (hat  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Wax'd  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent,  and  then 

Forsook  the  dirn  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  men. 

XCII. 

It  changed,  of  course  ;  a  heavenly  cameleon, 

The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 
Brought  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermillion, 

Baptized  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 
Gliitering  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion, 

And  blending  every  colour  into  one, 
Just  like  a  black  eye  in  a  recent  scuffle, 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  mulJle.) 

XCIII. 

Cur  shipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omen- 
It  is  as  well  to  think  so  now  ajid  then  ; 

'Twas  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 
And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 

Folks  are  discouraged  ;  and  most  surely  no  men 
Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themselves  again 

Than  these,  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  like  liope 

Quite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

XCTV. 

About  this  lime  a  beautiful  white  bird, 

Webfooted,  not  unlike  a  dove  in  size 
And  plumage,  (probably  it  might  have  err'd 

Upon  its  course,)  pass'd  oft  before  their  eyes. 
And  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and  heard 
.     The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 
It  came  and  went,  and  flutter'd  round  rhem  till 
NigLt  fell-  This  seem'd  a  better  omeii  sliil. 
T  2 
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XCV. 

But  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark, 

'Twas  well  this  bird  of  promise  did  not  perch, 

Because  the  tackle  of  our  shattered  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church  ; 

And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah's  Ark, 
Returning  there  from  her  successi'ul  search, 

Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chanced  to  fail. 

They  would  have  eat  her,  olive  branch  and  all. 

XCVI. 

With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow. 
But  not  with  violence  ;  the  stars  shone  out, 

The  boat  made  way  ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low, 
They  knew  not  where  or  what  they  were  about ; 

Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  "  No  \" 
The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  cause  to  doubt — 

Some  swore  that  they  heard  breakers,  others  guns, 

And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 

XCVII. 

As  morning  broke  the  light  wind  died  away, 

When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  out  and  swore. 

If  'twas  not  land  that  rose  with  the  sun's  ray 
He  wish'd  thai  land  he  never  might  see  more ; 

And  the  rest  rubb'd  their  ej'es,  and  saw  a  bay, 

Or  thought  they  saw,  andshap'd  their  course  for  shore  ; 

For  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  grew 

Distinct,  and  hiuh,  and  palpable  to  view. 

xcvin. 

And  then  of  tLc-e  some  part  burst  into  tears, 
And  others,  ijoking  with  a  stupid  stare, 

Could  not  yei  tc^p  itate  their  hopes  from  fears, 
And  seem'd  a.^   i  they  had  no  farther  care ; 

While  a  few  pi  a}  .! — (the  first  time  for  some  years) — 
And  at  the  botlom  of  the  boat  three  were 

Asleep  ;  they  sliook  them  by  the  hand  and  head, 

And  tried  to  vsaken  ihera,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 

The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 
They  foum!  a  tt;rtle  of  the  hawk's-billkind. 

And  by  good  loi  tune  gliding  softlj',  caught  her, 
Which  yielded  a  day's  life,  and  to  their  mind 

Proved  even  still  a  more  nutritious  matter. 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind  : 

They  thought  ihut  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 
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C. 

The  land  appear'd  a  high  and  rocky  coast, 
And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew 

Set  by  a  current,  toward  it :  they  were  lost 
In  various  conjectures,  lor  none  knew 

To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  tost. 
So  changeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew  ; 

Some  thought  is  was  Mount  iEtna,  some  the  Highlands 

Of  Candia,  Cypress,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI. 

Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 
Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore, 

Like  Charon's  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale  : 
Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four, 

And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 
To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before. 

Though  the  two  sharks  still  Ibllowed  them,  and  dashM 

The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

CII. 

Famine,  despair,  cold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 
Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn'd  them  to 

Such  things  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 
Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew  j 

By  night  chill'd,  iiy  day  scorch'd,  thus  one  by  one 
They  perish'd,  until  wither'd  to  these  few. 

But  chiefly  by  a  spt-cies  of  self-slaughter, 

In  washing  down  Pedrillo  with  salt  water. 

CIII. 

As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  seen 

Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there. 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green. 

That  waved  in  forest- tops,  and  smooth'd  the  air. 
And  fell  upon  their  ,i>;lazed  eyes  like  a  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare — 
Lovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

CIV. 

The  shore  look'd  wild,  without  a  trace  of  man. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 
Were  mad  for  huul,  aiuUhus  their  course  they  ran, 

Though  right  ci- head  the  roaring  breakers  lay: 
A  reef  between  them  alj-o  now  began 

To  show  its  bo; ling  surf  and  bounding  spray, 
But  finding  no  place  lor  theic  landing  better, 
They  ran  the  boat  lor  shore,  and  overset  her. 
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cv. 

But  ill  this  native  stream,  the  Gaudalquiver,     ' 
Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont  j 

And  having  learnt  to  swim  in  that  sweet  river, 
Had  often  turn'd  the  art  to  some  account ; 

A  better  swimmer  you  could  scarce  see  ever, 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  pass'd  the  Hellespont, 

As  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 

Leander,  Mr.  Ekenhead,  and  I  did.  ^ 

CVI. 

So  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark, 
He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 

With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark. 
The  beach  which  lay  before  him  high  and  dry 

The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark, 
That  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thigh  ; 

As  for  the  other  two  they  could  not  swim. 

So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

CVH. 

Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar, 
Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  wash'd 

Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more. 

And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as  'twas  dash'd 

Within  his  grasp,  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lash'd  ; 

At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  he 

RoU'd  on  the  beach,  half  senseless,  from  the  sea : 

cvm. 

There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  he  clung 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  returning  wave, 

From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung. 
Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave  : 

And  there  he  lay,  full  length,  where  he  was  flung, 
Before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff-worn  cave, 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 

And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps,  in  vain. 

CIX. 

y  With  slow  and  staggering  efforts  he  arose, 
(         But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 

^NAnd  quivering  hand;  and  then  he  look'd  for  those 
f    Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea, 

/  But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  share  his  woes, 
/        Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  fani^ish'd  thr^ej.] 
I      Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 
\     An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 
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ex. 


And  as  he  gazetl,  his  dizzy  brain  spun  fast, 
And  down  he  sunk,  and  as  he  sunk,  the  sand 

Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pass'd  ; 
He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  his  stretch'd  band 

Dropp'd  drippin*?  on  the  oar,  (theirjury  mast) 
And,  like  a  withered  lily,  on  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay, 

As  fair  a  thing  as  e'er  was  formed  of  clay. 

CXI. 

How  long  in  this  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 
He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  him, 

And  Time  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 
For  his  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim  ; 

And  how  this  heavy  faintness  pass'd  away 

He  knew  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  and  limb, 

And  tingling  vein,  seem'd  throbbing  back  to  life, 

For  Death,  though  vanquish'd,  still  retired  with  strife. 

CXH. 
His  eyes  be  open'd,  shut,  again  unclosed, 

For  all  was  doubt  and  dizziness ;  methought 
He  still  was  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed, 

And  felt  again  with  his  despair  o'erwrought, 
And  wish'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed 

And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  were  |)rought. 
And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eyes  was  seen 
A  lovely  female  face  of  seventeen. 

cxni. 

'Twas  bending  close  o'er  his,  and  the  small  mouth 
Seem'd  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath  ; 

And  chafing  him,  the  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 
Recall'd  his  answering  spirits  back  from  death  ; 

And,  bathing  his  chill  temples,  tried  to  soothe 
Each  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 

Its  gentle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 

To  these  kinds  eflbrts  made  a  low  reply. 

CXIV. 

Then  was  the  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flung 
Around  bis  scarce-clad  limbs  ;  and  the  fair  arm 

Raised  higher  the  faint  head  vi^hich  o'er  it  hung  ; 
And  her  transparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm, 

Pillow'd  his  decith-like  forehead  ;  then  she  wrung 
His  dewy  curls,  long  drench'd  by  every  storm  ; 

And  watch'd  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 

A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom — and  her's  too. 
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CXV. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 
The  gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant,— one 

Young,  yet  her  elder,  and  of  the  brow  less  grave. 
And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  begun 

To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 

Light  to  the  rocks  thatrooPd  them,  which  the  sun 

Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 

She  was,  appear'd  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

CXVI. 

Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold. 
That  sparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair. 

Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  roll\l 
In  braids  behind,  and  though  her  stature  were 

Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould, 

They  nearly  reached  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 

There  was  a  something  which  bespoke  command, 

As  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

CXVII. 

Her  hair,  I  said,  was  auburn  ;  but  her  eyes 

Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue. 

Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 
Deepest  attraction  for  when  to  the  view 

Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flies, 
Ne'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew  ; 

'Tls  as  the  snake  late  coiled,  who  pours  his  length. 

And  hurls  at  once  bis  venom  and  his  strength, 

cxvni. 

Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  cheek's  pure  dye 
Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun  ; 

Short  upper  lip — sweet  lips  !  that  makes  us  sigh 
Ever  to  have  seen  such  5  for  she  was  one 

Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary, 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all's  done — 

I've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real, 

Than  all  the  Jiousense  of  their  stone  ideal.) 

CXIX. 

I'll  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  'tis  just 

One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  cause  : 

There  was  an  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust 
I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  she  was 

A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  must 

Yield  to  stern  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  laws, 

They  will  destroy  a  face  which  naortal  thought 

Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought. 
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CXX. 

And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave  ; 

Her  dress  was  veiy  difterent  from  the  Spanish, 
Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  !?rave ; 

For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 
Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wave 

Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 
The  basquina  and  the  mantilla,  thpy 
Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case  ; 

Her  dress  was  many-colour'd,  finely  spun  ; 
Her  locks  curl'd  neglii^ently  round  her  face, 

But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely  shone  ; 
Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 

Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 
Flash'd  on  her  little  hand  ;  but  what  was  shocking, 
Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

CXXH. 

The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike. 

But  of  inferior  materials,  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike, 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry,  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike, 

Was  coarser  ;  and  her  air.  though  firm,  less  free  ) 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long  :  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  a  smaller  size. 

CXXIIT. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  him  both 
With  foo  !  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions, 

Wnich  are  (as  1  must  own)  of  female  growth, 
And  have  ten  tliousand  delicate  inventions  ; 

They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions. 

But  the  best  dish  that  e'er  was  cook'd  since  Homer's 

Achilles  order'd  diimer  for  new  comers. 

CXXIV. 

ril  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 
Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise  ; 

Besides,  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air 

Of  clap-lrap,  which  your  recent  poets  prize  ; 

And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes. 

Mistress  and  maid  ;  the  first  was  only  daughter 

Of  an  old  man,  who  lived  upon  the  water. 
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cxxy. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth, 
And  still  a  sort  of  fisherman  was  he  ; 

But  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth, 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea, 

Perhaps  not  so  respectable,  in  truth  : 
A  little  .smuggling,  and  some  pirac)-, 

Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  manj-  masters 

Of  an  ill  gotten  million  of  piastres. 

CXXVI. 

A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he — though  of  men, 
Like  Peter  the  Apostle, — and  he  fish'd 

For  wandering  merchant  vessels,  now  and  then. 
And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wish'd  ; 

The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 

He  sought  in  the  slave-market  too,  and  disb'd 

Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 

By  which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may. be  made. 

cxxvn. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

A  very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt, 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease : 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt, 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  lauilding 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint  and  gilding. 

cxxvm. 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  called  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  Isles  ; 

Besides,  so  very  beautiful  was  she, 

Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles  ; 

Still  inherte^ns,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

cxxix. 

And  walking  out  upon  the  beach,  below 

The  clifi",  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found. 

Insensible, — not  dead,  but  nearly  so, — 

Don  Juan,  almost  i'amish'd,  and  half  drown'd  ; 

But  being  naked,  she  was  shock'd,  you  know. 
Yet  deemM  herself  in  common  pity  bound. 

As  far  as  in  her  lay,  "  to  take  him  in, 

A  stranger'^  dying,  with  so  white  a  skin. 
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cxxx. 

But  takinpf  him  into  her  father's  house 

Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save, 
But  like  conveyinjjf  to  the  cat  the  mouse, 

Or  peojjle  in  a  trance  into  their  grave  ; 
Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much'' nous,  " 

Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 
He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger, 
And  sold  him  Instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

cxxxr. 

And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  thought  it  best 

(A  virgin  ahvays  on  her  maid  relies) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 

And  M-hen,  at  last  he  open'd  his  black  eyes, 
Their  charity  increased  about  their  guest : 

And  their  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size. 
It  open'd  half  the  turnpike-gates  to  heciven— 
(St.  Paul  says  'tis  the  toll  which  must  be  given.) 

CXXXII. 

They  made  a  fire,  but  such  a  tire  as  they 
Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 

ISIaterials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay. 

Some  broken  planks,  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 

Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay 
A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch  ; 

But,  by  God's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  plenty, 

That  there  was  fuel  to  have  furnished  twenty. 

CXXXIIl. 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs,  and  a  pelisse. 

For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  oil' to  make 
His  couch  :  and  that  he  might  be  more  at  ease. 

And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awake, 
They  also  gave  a  petticoat  a  piece. 

She  and  her  maid,  and  promised  by  day-break 
To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  a  dish 
For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coU'ee,  bread  and  fish. 

CXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose : 

Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 
Who  slept  at  last,  perhaps,  (God  only  knows) 

Just  for  the  present ;  and  in  his  luU'd  head, 
Nor  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes 

Throbb'd  in  accursed  dreams,  which  sometimes  spread 
Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years, 
Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears, 

VOL.  n.  U 
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CXXXV. 


Young  Juan  slept  all  dreamless : — but  the  maid;, 
Who  smoothM  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  den 

LookM  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  staid, 
Andturn'd,  believing  that  he  calPd  again. 

He  slumber'd,  3et  she  thought,  at  least  she  said, 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pen) 

He  had  pronounced  her  name — but  she  forgot 

That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXXVI. 

And  pensiTe  to  her  father's  house  she  went, 

E])joining  silence  strict  to  Zoe,  who 
Better  than  her  knew  what,  in  fact,  she  meant, 

She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two  ; 
A  year  or  two's  an  age  when  rightly  spent. 

And  so  Zoe  spent  hers,  as  most  women  do. 
In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 
Which  is  acquired  in  nature's  good  old  college. 

CXXXVII. 

The  morn  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  still 
Fast  in  his  cage,  and  nothing  clash'd  upon 

His  rest ;  the  rushing  of  the  neighbouring  rill, 
And  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sun, 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  fill ; 
And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 

Had  suffered  more — his  hardships  were  comparative 

To  those  related  in  my  grand-dad's  Narrative. 

cxxxvrn. 

Not  so  Haidee  ;  she  sadly  toss'd  and  tumbled, 
And  started  from  her  sleep,  and,  turning  o'er, 

Dream'd  of  a  thousand  wrecks,  o'er  which  she  stumbled 
And  handsome  corpses  strew'd  upon  the  shore  ; 

And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  grumbled, 
A.nd  call'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  swore 

In  several  oaths — Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek, — 

They  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  a  freak. 

cxxxix. 

But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  made  them  get, 

Wilh  some  pretence  about  the  sun,  that  makes 

Sweet  skies  just  when  he  rises,  or  is  set ; 

And  'tis,  no  doubt,  a  sight  1o  see  when  breaks 

Bright  Phcebus,  while  the  mountains  still  are  wet 
With  mist,  and  every  bird  with  him  awakes. 

And  night  is  fiung  off  like  a  mourning  suit 

Worn  for  a  husband,  or  some  oTher  brute. 
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CXL. 
r  say,  the  sun  is  a  most  glorious  sight, 

I've  seen  him  rise  full  oft,  iiuleed  to  late 
I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night, 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fate  j 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  right 

In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
From  day- break,  and  when  coffin'd  at  fourscore, 
Engrave  upon  the  plate,  you  rose  at  four. 

CXLI. 

And  Haidee  met  the  morning  face  to  face  : 
Her  own  was  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 

Had  died  it  wiih  the  headlong  blood,  whose  race 
From  heart  to  cheek  is  curb'd  into  a  blush, 

Like  to  a  torrent  which  a  mountain's  base, 
•  That  overpowers  some  alpine  river's  rush. 

Checks  to  a  lake,  whose  waves  in  circles  spread  ; 

Or  the  Red  Sea^but  the  sea  is  not  red. 

CXLTt. 

And  down  the  cliff  the  island  virgin  came, 

And  near  the  cave  her  r^uick  light  ibotsteps  drew, 

While  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  first  flame. 
And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lips  with  dew, 

Takmg  her  for  a  sister  *,  just  the  same 

Mistake  you  would  have  made  on  seeing  the  two. 

Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  iair, 

Had  all  the  advantage  loo  of  not  being  air. 

CXUTI. 

And  when  into  the  cavern  Haidee  stepp'd 

All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
That  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetly  slept ; 

And  then  she  stopp'd,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe, 
(For  sleep  is  awful)  and  on  the  tiptoe  crept 

And  wrapt  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw, 
Should  reach  his  blood,  then  o'er  him  still  as  death 
Bent  with  hush'd  lips  that  drank  his  scarce-drawn  breath. 

CXLIV. 

And  thus  like  to  an  angel  o'er  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd  ;  and  there 

All  tranquilly  the  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lying? 
As  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  stirless  air  : 

But  Zoe  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying, 
Since,  after  all,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 

Must  breaklast,  and  betimes  -lest  they  should  ask  it, 

i5he  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 
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CXLV. 

She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  have  victual. 
And  that  a  shipwreck'd  youth  would  hungry  be  : 

Besides,  being  less  in  love,  she  yawn'd  a  little. 
And  felt  her  veins  chilPd  by  the  neighbouring  sea. 

And  so,  she  cook'd  their  breakfast  to  a  tittle  ; 
I  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  tea, 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coftee,  bread,  fish,  honey 

With  Scio  wine, — and  all  for  love,  not  money. 

CXLVI. 

And  Zoe,  when  the  e!;g=  were  ready,  and 

The  cofl'ee  made,  would  fain  have  waken 'd  Juan ; 

Eiil  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand. 
And  without  a  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 

Her  lip,  which  Zoe  needs  must  understand  ; 

And,  the  first  breakiast  spoilt,  prepared  a  new  one, 

Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 

That  sleep  which  seemM  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

CXLVII. 

For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek 

A  purple  hectic  play'd  like  dying  day 
On  the  snow-tops  of  distant  hills  ;  Ihe  streak 

Of  sutlerance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay, 
Where  the  blue  veins  look'd  shadowy,  shrunk,  and  weak; 

And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 
Mix'd  with  the  stony  vapours  of  the  vault. 

CXLVIII. 

And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 

Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 
LuU'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean  when  at  rest. 

Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath, 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 

In  short,  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow, 

Although  his  woes  had  turn'd  him  rather  yellow. 

CXLIX. 

Ke  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  again, 
But  the  lair  face  which  met  his  eyes  forbade 

Those  ejes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 
Had  iurther  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made  ; 

For  woman's  lace  was  never  form'd  in  vain 
For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd 

He  turn'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  hairy, 

To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 
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CL. 

And  thus  upon  his  elbow  he  arose, 

And  look'd  upon  tlie  lady,  in  whose  cheek 
The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  rose, 

As  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak  ; 
Her  ej-es  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  pose, 

Although  she  told  him  in  good  modern  Greek, 
With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet, 
That  he  was  faint,  and  must  not  talk,  but  eat. 

CLI. 

Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a  word, 

Being  no  Grecian  ;  but  he  had  an  ear, 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  ol  a  bird, 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear, 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard  ; 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Without  knowing  why — an  overpowering  tone, 
^Vhence  Melod}-  descends  as  from  a  throne. 

CLIL 

And  Juan  gazed  as  one  who  is  awoke 

By  a  distujit  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 
Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  spell  is  broke 

By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality, 
Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock  ; 

At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me. 
Who  like  a  morning  slumber — for  the  night 
Shows  stars  and  women  in  a  better  light. 

CLIII. 

And  Juan,  too,  was  help'd  out  from  his  dream. 

Or  sleep,  or  whatsoe'er  it  was,  by  feeling 
A  most  prodigious  appetite  :  the  sle/m 

Of  Zoe's  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 
Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 

Of  the  new  tire,  which  Zoe  kept  up  kneeling, 
To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 
And  long  for  food,  but  chiefly  a  beef-steak. 

CLIV. 
But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxless  isles  ; 

Goat's  flesh  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  kid  and  mutton, 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  their  barberous  spits  they  put  on  : 
But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a  hut  on, 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which 
This,  though  not  large,  wiis  one  of  the  most  rich. 
U  2 
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CLV. 

I  sav  that  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 
That  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotanr— 

From  which  our  modern  morals,  ric^htly  shrinking, 
Condemn  the  roj-al  lady's  taste  who  wore 

A  cow's  shape  for  a  mask — was  onlj-  (sinking 
The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 

That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  c.-vttle, 

To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle 

CLVT. 
For  we  all  !:now  that  English  people  are 

Fed  upon  beef — I  won't  say  much  of  beer, 
Because  'tis  liquor  only,  and  being  far 

From  1his  my  subject,  has  no  business  here  ; 
Vre  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 

A  pleasure — like  all  pleasures— rather  dear  ; 
So  were  the  Cretans — from  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her. 

CLVII. 

But  to  resume.     The  languid  Juan  raised 
His  head  uj^on  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 

A  sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gazed, 
A-^  all  his  latt"r  meals  bad  been  quite  raw. 

Three  or  fouv  things  for  which  the  Lord  be  praised. 
And,  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw. 

He  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offer'd,like 

A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLvni. 

He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied  ;  and  she, 

Whowatch'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 

Kim  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  see 
Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead. 

But  Zoe,  beinir  older  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read)- 

That  famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nurst, 

And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 

And  so  she  took  the  liberty  to  state. 

Rather  by  deeds  tliaii  words,  because  the  case 

Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 

Tlie  sea-shore  at  this  liour,  must  leave  his  plate, 
Unless  be  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 

She  snatch'd  if,  and  refused  another  morsel, 

Saying,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  horse  ill. 
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CLX. 

Next  tbey— he  beinjy  naked,  save  a  tatter'd 
Pair  of  scarce  decent  trowsers — went  to  work, 

And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rag's  they  scatter'd, 
And  dress'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Turk, 

Or  Greek — that  is,  although  it  not  much  matter'd, 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — 

They  furnish'd  him  entire,  except  some  stitches, 

With  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches, 

CLXI. 

And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  speaking, 

But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 
Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 

Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  made  an  end 
And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  ekeing 

Her  speech  out  to  her  protegee  and  friend. 
Till  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 
She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLxn. 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods  and  signs, 
And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye, 

And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  lines 
Of  his  fair  face,  and  found  by  sympathy. 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply ; 

And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  exprest 

A  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she  guess\U 

CLxni. 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes, 

And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue  ;  but  by  surmise, 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look  : 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 

Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 
Thus  Juan  learn'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
From  Haidee's  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLXIV» 

'Tis  pleasing  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongue 

By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  I  mean. 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young, 

As  was  the  case,  at  least  where  I  have  been  ; 
They  smile  so  when  one's  riglit,  and  when  one's  wrong 

The  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  intervene 
Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kiss  ; — 
I  learn'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this : 
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CLXV. 


That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  and  Greek, 
Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers  ; 

Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak, 

Learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  preachers, 

Barrow,  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 
I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  teachers 

Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose — 

I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXVJ. 

As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  say, 
A  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  fashion, 

Where,  I,  like  other  "dogs  have  had  my  day," 
Like  other  men  too,  may  have  had  ray  passion — 

But  that  like  other  things,  has  pass'd  away, 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lay  the  lash  on  : 

Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought  to  me 

But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  be. 

CLXVIL 

Return  we  to  Don  Juan.     He  begun 

To  hear  new  words  and  to  repeat  them  ;  but 

Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun. 

Were  such  as  could  not  in  his  breast  be  shut 

More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun  : 
He  was  in  love, — as  you  would  be  no  doubt, 

With  a  young  benefactress — so  was  she, 

Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  see. 

CLXVHL 
And  every  day  by  day-break — rather  early 

For  Juan,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest — 
She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 

To  see  her  bird  reposing  in  his  nest ; 
And  she  would  softly  stir  his  locks  so  curly. 

Without  disturbing  her  yet  slumbering  guesf. 
Breathing  all  gently  o'er  his  cheek  and  mouth. 
As  o'er  a  bed  of  roses  tlie  sweet  south. 

CLxrx. 

And  every  morn  his  colour  freshlier  came, 
And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convalescence  ; 

'Twas  well,  because  health  in  the  human  frame 
Is  pleasant,  besides  being  true  love's  essence, 

For  health  and  idleness  to  passion's  flame 

Are  oil  and  gunpowder  ;  and  some  good  lessons 

Are  also  learnt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus, 

Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us. 
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CLXX. 

Wliile  Venus  fills  the  heart  (without  heart,  really 
Love,  though  good  alwajs,  is  not  quite  so  good) 

Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  vermicelli, — 

For  love  must  be  sustained  like  flesh  and  blood — 

Wuile  Bacchus  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly  ; 
Eggs,  oysters,  too,  are  amatory  food  : 

lint  who  is  their  purveyor  from  above 

Heaven  knows  —it  rnay  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CLXXI. 

AVhen  Juan  woke  he  found  some  good  things  ready 

A  baih,  a  breakfast,  and  the  finest  eyes 
That  ever  made  a  youthful  heart  less  steady. 

Besides  her  maid's,  as  pretty  for  their  size  ; 
But  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  already — 

And  repetition's  tiresome  and  unwise — 
Well— Juan,  after  bathing  in  the  sea. 
Came  always  back  to  cofiee  and  Haidee. 

CLXXIf. 

Both  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innocent, 
That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing;  Juan  seem'd 

To  her,  as  'twere,  the  kind  of  being  sent, 

Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly  dream'd, 

A  something  to  be  lov'd,  a  creature  meant 
To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 

To  render  happy;  all  who  joy  would  win 

Must  share  it, — Happiness  was  born  a  twin. 

LCXXHT. 

It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

Enlargement  of  existence  to  partake 
Nature  with  him,  to  thrill  beneath  his  touch. 

To  walch  him  slumbering,  and  to  see  him  wake  ; 
To  live  with  him  for  ever  were  too  much  ; 

But  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake  : 
He  was  her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 
Like  a  rich  wreck — her  first  love  and  her  last. 

CLXXIV. 
And  thus  a  moon  roll'd  on,  and  fair  Haidee 

Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy  and  took 
Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 

Remain'd  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook  ; 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea, 

For  certain  Merchantmen  upon  the  look. 
Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  oil"  an  lo. 
But  three  Ragusan  vessels,  bound  for  Scio. 
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CLXXV. 

Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother, 
So  that  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  Mas 

Free  as  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 
Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass, 

Without  even  the  incumbrance  of  a  brother, 
The  freest  she  that  ever  gazed  on  glass ; 

I  speak  of  christian  lands  in  this  comparison. 

Where  wives  at  least  are  seldom  kept  in  garrison. 

CLXXVI. 

Now  sheprolong'd  her  visits  and  her  talk 
(For  they  must  talk)  and  he  had  learnt  to  say 

So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk, — 
For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 

On  which,  like  a  young  flower  snappM  from  the  stalk, 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beech  he  lay — 

And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon, 
And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLXXVII 

It  was  a  wild  and  breaker-beaten  coast, 
With  cliffs  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  shore, 

Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  an  host. 
With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  wore 

A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-tost ; 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billow's  roar. 

Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  make 

The  outstretch'd  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVJIf. 

And  the  small  ripple  split  upon  the  beach 

Scarcely  o'erpassed  the  cream  of  3  our  champaigne, 

When  o^er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reach, 
Thatspriiig^dew  of  the  spirit !  the  heart's  rain  ! 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine  ;  and  they  may  preach 
Who  please, — the  more  because  they  preach  in  vain. 

Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter. 

Sermons  and  soda  water  the  day  after. 

CLXXIX. 

Man,  being  reasonable,  mustgeFdrunk  ; 

The  best  of  life  is  but  intoxication  : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation  ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 

Of  life's  strange  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion  : 
But  to  return, — Get  very  drunk  ;  and  when 
You  wake  witlj  bead-ache,  you  shall  see  what  then. 
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CLXXX. 

Ring  for  your  valet — bid  him  quickly  bring 
Some  bock  and  soda-water,  then  you'll  know 

A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king  ; 
For  not  the  best  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snow, 

Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert  spring, 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset  glow, 

After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter. 

Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water. 

CLXXXI. 

The  coast — I  think  it  was  the  coast  that  I 

Was  just  describing — Yes,  it  was  the  coast- 
Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky 

The  sands  untumbled,  the  blue  waves  untost, 
And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  seabird's  cry, 
And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  crost 
By  some  low  rock  or  shelve,  that  made  it  fret 
Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 

CLXXXII. 

And  forth  they  wander'd  her  sire  being  gone. 

As  I  have  said,  upon  an  expedition  ; 
And  mother,  brother,  guardian,  she  had  none, 

Save  Zoe,  who,  although  with  due  precision 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun. 

Thought  daily  service  was  her  only  mission, 
Bringing  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  tresses, 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 

CLXXXIII. 

It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  thejj  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hill, 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded, 
Circling  all  nature,  hush'd  and  dim,  and  still. 

With  the  far  mountain  crescent  half  surrounded 
On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 

Upon  the  other,  atul  the  ro>y  sky, 

With  one  stcir  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye, 

CLXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  wander'd  forth,  and  hand  in  hand, 

Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells, 
Glided  along  the  smooth  and  hurdenM  sand. 

And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 
Work'd  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plann'd 

In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 
They  turn'd  to-rest ;  and,  each  clasp'd  by  an  arm. 
Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  cbarm. 
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CANTO    III. 


Hail  Muse  !  et  ccetera. — We  left  Juan  sleeping, 

Pillow'd  upon  a  lair  and  happy  breast, 
And  watch'd  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping, 

And  lov'd  by  a  young  heart  too  deeply  blest 
To  feel  the  poison  through  her  spirit  creeping 
•    Or  know  who  rested  there  ;  n  ibe  to  rest 
Had  soiPd  the  current  of  her  sinless  years, 
And  turn'd  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood  to  tears. 

Oh  Love  I  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours. 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved  ?  Ah,  why 

With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreath'd  thy  bowers 
And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  ! 

As  those  who  doat  on  odours  pluck  the  flowers. 
And  place  them  on  their  breast — but  place  to  die, 

Thus  the  frail  beings  who  would  fondly  cherish, 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 

In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover. 

In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  love, 
Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne'er  get  over. 

And  fits  her  loosely — like  an  easy  glove  ; 
Ah  you  may  find  whene'er  3'ou  like  to  prove  her  ; 

One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move  ; 
She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number. 
Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  encumber. 

I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs : 

But  one  thing  's  pretty  sure  ;  a  woman  planted — 

(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in  prayers)-- 
Alter  a  decent  time  must  be  gallanted  ; 

Although  no  doubt  her  first  of  love  ailairs 
Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted  ; 

Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  none, 

But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one. 

'Tis  melancholy,  and  a  fearful  sign 

Of  human  irailty,  lolly,  also  crime. 
That  love  and  marriage  rarel}"  can  combine, 

Although  they  both  are  born  in  ihe  same  clime 
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Marriage  from  love,  like  vinegar  from  wine — 

A  sad,  sour,  sober  beverage — by  lime 
Is  sharpen'd  i'rom  its  higli  celestial  flavor, 
Down  to  a  very  homely  household  savor.  '  ^ 

f)     There's  something  of  antipathy  as  'twere, 

Between  their  present  and  their  future  state, 
A  kind  of  flattery  that's  hardly  fair 

Is  used  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late — 
Yet  what  can  people  do  except  despair  ? 

The  same  things  change  their  names  at  such  a  rate  ; 
For  instance  passion  in  a  lover  ^s  glorious. 

But  in  a  husband  is  pronounced  uxorious. 

7  Men  grow  ashamed  of  being  so  very  fond 

They  sometimes  grow  a  little  tired, 
(But  that  of  course,  is  rare,)  and  then  despond 

The  same  things  always  cannot  be  admired, 
Yet  'tis   "  so  nominated  in  the  bond," 

That  both  are  tied  till  one  shall  have  expired. 
Sad  thought !  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was  adorning 
Our  dajs ;  and  put  one's  servants  into  mourning. 

8  There's  doubtless  something  in  domestic  doings, 

Which  forms,  in  fact  true  love's  antithesis; 
Romances  paint  at  full  length  people's  Mooings, 

But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages  ; 
For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings, 

There  's  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss  : 
Think  you,  if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife, 
He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life  ? 

9  All  tragedies  are  finish'd  by  a  death. 

All  comedies  are  ended  by  a  marriage. 
The  future  states  of  both  are  lelt  to  faith, 

For  authors  fear  description  might  disparage 
The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath, 

And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  the  miscarriage. 
So  leaving  each  their  priest  and  prayer-book  ready, 
They  say  no  more  of  Death  nor  of  the  Lady. 

10  The  only  two  that  in  my  recollection 

Have  sung  of  heaven  and  hell,  or  marriage,  are 
Dante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 

Was  hapless  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 
Of  fault  or  temper  ruin'd  the  connexion 

(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much  to  mar  ;) 
But  Dante's  Beatrice  and  Milton's  Eve 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you  conceive. 
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1 1  Some  persons  say  that  Dante  meant  theologj-, 

By  Beatrice,  and  not  a  mistress— I 
Although  my  opinion  will  require  apologj-, 

D-'pm  this  a  commentator's  fantasy, 
Unless  indeed  it  was  from  his  own  knowledge  he 

Decided  thus  and  showM  good  reason  why  ; 
I  think  that  Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
Meant  to  personify  the  mathematics. 

12  Haidee  and  J«an  were  not  married,  but 

TJie  fault  was  their's  not  mine  ;  it  is  not  fair, 
Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 

The  blame  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were  ; 
Then  if  you'd  have  them  wedded,  please  to  shut 

The  book  that  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair. 
Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awful 

^Tis  dangerous  to  read  of  loves  unlawful. 

13  Yet  they  are  happy — happy  in  the  illicit    / 

Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desiresjj 
But  mpre  imprudent  gi'own  with  every  visit, 

Haidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire's  ; 
When  we  have  what  \^e  like,  'tis  hard  to  miss  it, 

At  least  in  the  beginning  till  one  tires, 
Thus  she  came  often  not  a  moment  losing, 
Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 

14  Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange. 

Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation, 
For  into  a  prime  minister  but  change 

His  title,  and  'tis  nothing  but  taxation  ; 
But  he  more  modest,  took  an  humbler  range 

Of  life,  and  an  honester  vacation, 
Pursued  o'er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey, 
2\jid  merely  practis'd  as  a  sea  attorney. 

lo  The  good  old  gentleman  had  been  detain'd 

By  wind  and  waves,  and  some  important  captures 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remain'd, 
Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damp'd  his  raptures 

By  swamping  one  of  the  prizes  ;  he  had  chain 'J 
His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters 

In  number'd  lots;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  collars 

And  averag'd  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred  dollars. 

16  Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 

Among  his  friends  the  Mainots  ;  some  he  sold 
To  his  Tunis  correspondeut — save  one  man 
Toss'd  overboard  unsaleable,  (being  old) 
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The  rest  save  here  and  there  some  richer  one, 

Reserv'd  lor  future  ransom  in  the  hold, 
V/ere  link'd  alike— as  lor  the  common  people,  he 

Hud  a  large  order  from  the  Dey  of  Tripoli. 

17  The  merchandise  was  served  in  the  same  way, 

Pieced  out  for  dillevent  marts  in  the  Levant  j — 

Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey, 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 

French  stuil's,  lace,  tweezers,  tooth-picks,  tea  pot,  tray, 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 

All  which,  selected  from  (he  spoil  he  gathers 

Robh'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fathers. 

l*s  A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastif}^  a  mackaw. 

Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens. 

Me  chose  from  several  animals  he  saw, 
A  terrier,  too  which  oiice  had  been  a  Briton's 

Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance. 

These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weatuer, 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 

19  Then  having  settled  his  marine  affairs, 

Dispatching  single  cruisers  here  and  there, 
His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 

He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter  fair 
CoJitinued  still  her  hospitable  cares  ; 

But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  bare, 
And  rough  with  reefs  which  run  out  many  a  mile, 
His  port  lay  oa  the  oiher  side  o'  the  isle. 

20  And  there  he  went  ashore  v^'itliout  delay, 

Having  no  custom-house  nor  quarantine 
To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way. 

About  the  time  and  phice  where  he  had  been 
He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day, 

U'ilh  orders  to  tiie  people  to  careen; 
So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 
In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasure. 

21  Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill, 

Which  overlook'd  the  white  walls  of  his  home, 
He  stopp'd. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam  ! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill— 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some  ; 
All  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost. 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting  post. 
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22  The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires, 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water, 
Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires, 

A  female  family  ^s  a  serious  matter, 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires — 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I  neve  flatter  :) 
Wives  in  their  husbands'  absences  grow  subtler, 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

23  An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return, 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses  ; 
Not  all  lone  matrons  lor  their  husbands  mourn. 

Or  shew  the  same  dislike  to  suitors  kisses  ; 
The  odds  are,  that  he  finds  an  handsome  urn 

To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 
Born  to  some  friend  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches. 
And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

21  If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 

Has  in  bis  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser  ; 

But  ail  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 

May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

He  mtiy  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  serveidey  or  despise  her  ; 

And  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one. 

Write  odes  on  the  Incojistancy  of  Worn  an. 

25  And  oh  !  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 

Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind — I  mean 
An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady — 

The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 
To  last — of  all  connexions  the  most  steady,       • 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first 's  but  a  screen) 
Yet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away, 
I've  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  times  a-day. 

26  Lambro,  our  sea^solicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean, 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad  : 

But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 
He  loved  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of  her. 
But  knew,  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philosopher. 

27  He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun, 

His  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green  ; 
He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run, 
The  distant  dog-.bark,  and  perceived  between 
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Tbe  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 

The  moving  figures,  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms,  (in  the  East  all  arm) — and  various  dyes 
Of  coloured  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

28  And  us  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears, 

Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling, 
He  hears — alas  !  no  music  of  the  spheres, 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sou;id  of  fiddling  ! 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddling; 
A  pipe,  too,  and  a  drum,  and  shortly  after, 
A  most  unoriential  roar  of  laughter. 

29  And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 

Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 
Thro'  the  wav'd  branches,  o'er  the  greensward  glancing, 

'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity, 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  Dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  pivot,  he 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial. 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 

30  And  further  on  a  groop  of  Grecian  girls, 

The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving. 
Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls  ; 

Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing  ;  each  too  having 
Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls — 

(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  ravuig;) 
Their  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song, 
With  choral  steps  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

31  And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  round  their  trays. 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine  ; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze. 

And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 
And  Sherbet  cooling  iu  the  porous  vase  ; 

Above  them  their  desert  grew  on  its  vine, 
The  orange  and  pomegranate  nodding  o'er, 
Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  searce  pluck'd,  their  mellow  store. 

32  A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram, 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  flowers  ; 
While  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unweaii'd  lamb. 

The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  head,  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lowers 
His  brow,  as  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then 
Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 
X2 
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33  Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 

Their  large  blaclc  eyes,  and  soft  ceraphic  cheeks, 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tresses, 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  ej'e  that  speaks  j 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blesses, 
Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little   Greeks  5 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sigh'dfor  their  sakes—lhat  they  should  e'er  grow  older. 

31  Afar,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a  sedate  grey  circle  of  old  smokers, 

Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales, 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers, 

Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  ails, 
Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open'd  to  the  knockers. 

Of  magic  ladies  who,  by  one  sole  act, 

Transform'd  their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that's  a  fact.) 

So  Here  was  no  lack  of  innocent  diversion 

For  the  imagination  or  the  senses. 
Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stories  from  the  Persian, 

All  pretty  pastimes  in  which  no  offence  is  ; 
But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  aversion, 

Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  expences, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills. 
The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

36  Ah  !  what  is  man !  what  perils  still  environ 
The  happiest  mortals,  even  after  dinner — 

A  day  of  gold  from  out  the  age  o:   iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner ; 

Pleasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  least)  's  a  syren, 
That  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner  j 

Lambro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 

Was  such  as  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

ST  He— being  a  man  who  seldom  us'd  a  word 

Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprize 

(In  general  he  surprized  men  with  the  sword) 
hIs  daughter — had  not  sent  Ijefore  to  advise 

Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirred  ; 
And  long  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes, 

In  fact,  much  more  astonish-'d  than  delighted, 

To  find  so  much  good  company  invited. 

38  He  did  not  know— (alas  !  how  men  will  lie  !) 
^  That  a  report— (especially  the  Greeks)— 
Avouch'd  his  death— (such  people  never  die)— 
And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several  weeks: 
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But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry, 

The  bloom  too  hud  retuni'd  to  Haidee's  cheek.*, 
Her  tears  too  being  return M  into  their  fount, 
She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

30  Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancinp^,  wine,  and  fiddling, 
Which  turn'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  iiiling, 
A  lite  which  made  them  happy  beyond  measure. 

Her  father's  hospitality  seem'il  middling, 
Compar'd  wilh  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treasure  ; 

'Twas  wonderful  how  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  I'rom  loving. 

40  Perhaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feaist, 

He  tlew  into  a  passion— and,  in  fact, 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased  ; 

Perhaps  you  prophecy  some  sudden  act, 
The  whip,  the  rack,  the  dungeon  at  the  least, 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact ; 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate. 
He  show'd  the  Yoyal penchants  of  a  pirate. 

41  You're  wrong. — He  was  the  mildest  manner 'd  man 

That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat  j 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman, 

You  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  women  can 

Gird  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat ; 
Pity  he  lov'd  adventurous  life's  variety, 
He  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  society, 

i2  Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner-tray, 

Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest, 

With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 
Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  expressed. 

He  ask'd  the  meaning  of  this  holiday : 
The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  addressM 

His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divine 

The  questioner,'  filled  up  a  glass  of  wine, 

43  And  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 

Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air, 
Presented  the  o'erflowing  cup,  and  said, 

"  Talking  's  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  to  spare,'' 
A  second  hiccupp'd,  "  our  old  master 's  dead, 

"  You'd  better  ask  our  mistress  who  's  his  heir." 
"  Our  mistress  !"  quoth  a  third  :  "  Our  mistress  !   pooh- 
"  You  mean  our  master— not  the  old  but  new." 
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44  These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 

They  thus  address'd — and  Lambro's  visage  fell — 
And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 

Pass'd — but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  q^ueli 
The  expression,  aud  endeavouring  to  resume 

His  !-mile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron, 
^V^ho  seem'd  to  have  turn'd  Haidee  into  a  matron. 

45  "  1  know  not,'^  quoth  the  fellow,  *'  who  or  what 

"  He  is,  or  whence  he  came — and  little  care  ; 
"  But  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  capon's  fat, 

"  And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  k\te, 
"  And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that, 

"  Direct  your  question  to  my  neighbour-  there  ; 
"  He'll  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse, 
"  For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse.''  (1) 

46  I  said,  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patience, 

And  certainly  he  shew'd  the  best  of  breeding, 
Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations, 

E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding  ; 
He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 

His  own  anxiet)-,  his  heart  too  bleeding, 
The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 
Who  all  the  time  was  eating  up  his  mutton. 

47  Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command — 

To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again — 
To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand — 

Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chain — 
It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland  ; 

Yet  such  things  are,  which  I  cannot  explain. 
Though  doubtless  he  who  can  command  himself. 
Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Guelf. 

pt  that  he  was  not  sometimes  rash,  or  so. 

But  n^ggrin  his  real  and  serious  mood  : 
Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  stiil,  and  slow. 

He  lay  coiled  like  the  boa  in  the  wood  ; 
^\'ith  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow. 

His  angry  word  once  o'er,  he  shed  no  blood. 
But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue, 
And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  two. 

49  He  ask'd  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 
On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way. 
So  that  the  few  who  met  him,  hardly  heeded. 
So  little  they  expected  him  that  day  ^ 
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If  love  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 

For  Hai(lee^s  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say. 
But  certainly  to  one  deem'd  dead  returniu^, 
This  revel  seeniM  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 

50  If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 

(Which  God  forbitl !)  or  some,  or  a  great  many, 

For  instance,  if  a  husband,  or  his  wife, 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any) 

No  doubt,  whatever  might  be  their  former  strife, 
The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy — 

Teais  shed  into  the  grave  of  the  connexion, 

Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

.51   He  enterM  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 

A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying, 

And  harder  lor  the  heart  to  overcome. 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying  ; 

To  find  our  hearthstone  turn'd  into  a  tomb, 
And  round  its  once  warm  precints  palely  lying 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 

Beyond  a  single  gentleman's  belief. 

53  He  enterM  in  the  house  —bis  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home  I — and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome  :  there  he  long  bad  dwelt, 
There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er, 

There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 

His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undefiled. 

53  He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 

Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood, 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 

With  temperance  in  pleasure,  as  in  food, 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good  ; 
His  country's  wrongs,  and  his  despair  to  save  her. 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

54  The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold. 

The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced, 
The  dangerous  life  in  which  he  had  grown  old. 

The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused. 
The  sights  he  was  accustomed  to  behold. 

The  wild  seas,  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  cruised, 
Had  cost  his  enemies  a  long  repentance, 
Aiid  made  bim  fv  good  friend— but  bad  ac(juaintance. 


244  DON  JUAX. 

00  But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash'd  o'er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 

Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  Golden  Fleece 
His  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days  ; 

'Tis  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace — 
Alas  !  his  country  show'd  na  path  to  praise  : 

Hate  to  the  world,  and  war  with  every  nation, 

He  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

56  Still  o'er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  clime 

Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  showd 
Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a  time — 

A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 
A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 

A  pleasure  mthe  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 
Past  him  in  crjstal,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 
Bedew'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

57  But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  love  reposed 

On  that  beloved  daughter  :  she  had  been 
The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  unclosed 

Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  seen  ; 
A  lonely  pure  afl^"ection  unopposed  : 

There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 
His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness, 
And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  blindness. 

5S  The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging, 

Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock ; 

The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging, 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock  ; 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging, 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock. 

Than  the  stern,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

59  It  is  a  hard  although  a  common  case 

To  find  our  children  running  restive — they 
In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  could  retrace. 

Our  little  selves  re-form'd  in  finer  clay. 
Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace, 

And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day. 
They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone, 
But  in  good  company— the  gout  and  stone. 

60  Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing 

(Provided  they  don't  come  in  after  dinner) ; 
'Tis  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 
Hex  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  her) : 
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Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 
To  the  fire-siile  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner) : 
A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces, 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seven  shilling  pieces. 

61  Old  Lambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 

And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide  ; 
Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 

At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride  : 
An  ivory  inlaid.table  spread  with  state 

Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side  ; 
Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  form'd  the  service  mostly, 
Mother-of-pearl  and  coral  the  less  cosily. 

62  The  dinner  made  about  a  hundred  dishes  ; 

Lamb  and  Pistachio  nuts — in  short,  all  meats, 
And  saflron  soups,  and  sweetbreads  ;  and  the  fishes 

Were  of  the  finest  that  e'er  flounced  in  nets, 
Drest  to  a  Sybarite's  most  pamper'd  wislies  ; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  juice. 
Squeezed  through  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  use. 

63  These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  ils  crystal  ewer. 

And  fruits,  and  date-bread  loaves  closed  the  repast, 
And  Mocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 

In  small  fine  china  cups,  came  in  at  last ; 
Gold  cups  of  filagree,  made  to  secure 

The  hand  iVom  burning,  underneath  them  placed  : 
Cloves,  cinnamon,  and  saffron  too,  were  boil'd 
Up  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they  spoil'd. 

64  The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 

Of  velvet  pannels,  each  of  different  hue. 
And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid, 

And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too  ; 
The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  displayed, 

Embroider'd  delicately  o'er  with  blue. 
Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 
From  poets,  or  the  moralists,  their  betters. 

65  These  Oriental  writings  on  the  wall, 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 
Of  monitors,  adapted  to  recall, 

Like  sculls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 
The  words  which  shook  Belshazzarin  his  hall. 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him :  Vou  will  find. 
Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure, 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 
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66  A  beauty  at  the  season's  close  grov^ni  hectic, 

A  a:enius  who  has  drank  himself  to  death, 
A  rake  turn'd  methodistic  or  electric — 

(For  that's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath) — 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic, 

Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath 
And  show  that  late  hours,  wine,  and  love  are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 

67  Haidee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue  ; 
Their  snia  occupied  three  parts  complete 

Of  the  apartment — and  appear'd  quite  new; 
The  velvet  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet) — 

Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
A  sun  emboss'd  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

6S  Crj-stal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

Had  done  their  work  of  splendour  ;  Indian  mats, 

And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled  to  stain. 
Over  the  floor  were  spread  ;  gazelles  and  cats. 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites — (^that's 

To  say,  by  degradation)— mingled  there 

As  plentilul  as  in  a  court  or  fair. 

69  There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
With  mothei--oi-pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand. 

Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver  : — by  command. 

The  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  viands,  and  sherbets  in  ice — and  wine — 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 

70  Of  all  the  dresses  I  select  Haidee's  : 

She  wore  two  jelicks — one  was  a  pale  yellow ; 
Of  azure,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemi^Je — 

'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow  ; 
With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  pease, 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fellow. 
And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  fiow'd  round  hei. 

Tl  One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 
Lockless — so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 
That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm, 
The  limb  which  it  adorn'd  its  only  mould ; 


DON  JUAN.  247 

So  beautiful — its  every  sliape  would  charm, 

And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  bold, 
The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin, 
That  ere  by  precious  metal  was  held  in.  (2) 

72  Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 

A  like  gold  bar  above  her  instep  roU'd  (3) 
Announc'd  her  rank  ;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hand  ; 

Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems  ;  her  veils  fine  fold 
Below  her  breast  was  fasten 'd  with  a  band 

Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told  ; 
Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furPd 
About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

73  Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 

Flow'dlike  an  Alpine  torrent,  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning  light — and  would  conceal 

Her  person  (4)  if  allow 'd  at  large  to  run  ; 
And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 

The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some  Zephyr  caught  began 
To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 

74  Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life, 

The  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes, 
They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 

With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies, 
And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife — 

Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties  j 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  wou^d  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 

75  Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tinged 

(It  is  the  country's  custom),  but  in  vain— 
For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringed. 

The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain. 
And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged : 

Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna  ;  but  again 
The  power  of  art  was  turn'd  to  nothing,  for 
They  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 

76  The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 

The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair  ; 
She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne'er  will  break 

On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her 
The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake, 

She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  might  err, 
But  Shakspeare  also  says  'tis  very  silly 
"  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lilly." 

VOL.    II.  Y 
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7T  Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold, 
But  a  white  baracan,  so  transparent, 

The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  behold, 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent ; 

His  turban,  lurl'd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 
And  emerald,  aigrette  with  Haidee's  hair  in't, 

Surmounted  as  its  clasp,  a  growing  crescent, 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant. 

78  And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite, 

Dwarfs,  dancing-girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  poet. 

Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete  ; 
The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it  j 

His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet — 
And  for  his  theme — he  seldom  sung  below  it  -y^ 

He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter, 

A!i  the  psalm  says,  "  inditing  a  good  matter." 

T9  He  praised  the  present,  and  abused  the  past. 
Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days ; 

An  eastern  antijacobin  at  last 

He  turn'd  preferring  pudding  to  vo  praise— 

For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o'ercast 
By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays, 

But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 

With  truth  like  Southey,  and  with  verse  like  Crashaw. 

50  He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes, 

And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle  ; 
His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges, 

And  not  the  fixed—he  knew  the  way  to  wheedle. 
So  vile  he  Escaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges  ; 

And  being  fluent  (save  indeed  M-hen  fee'tt  ill), 
He  lived  with  such  a  fervour  of  intention — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  earn'd  his  laureate  pension. 

51  But  he  had  genius — when  a  turncoat  has  it. 

The  "  \''ates  irritabilis"  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  it  ; 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare  : — 
But  to  my  subject  —let  me  see — what  was  it  ? 

Oh  ! — the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pair — 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

52  Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow, 
Hail  been  the  favourite  of  full  many  a  mess 
Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mellow  ; 
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All!  though  his  meaning  they  couKl  rarely  guess, 

Vet  still  they  deigii'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  fflorious  meed  of  popular  applause, 
Of  which  the  first  ne'er  knows  th^  second  cause. 

83  But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society, 

And  having  pick'dup  several  odds  and  ends 

Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety, 

fie  deem'ii,  being  in  a  lone  isle,  among  friends, 

That  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 
Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends  ; 

And  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth, 

Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 

«4  He  had  travell'd  'mongst  the  Arabs,  Turks,  and  Franks, 
And  knew  the  sell-loves  of  the  different  nations  ; 

And  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks, 
Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasions — 

Which  got  him  a  few  prestMits  and  some  thanks, 
He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations  ; 

To  "  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,"  a  piece 

Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 

«5  Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  ask'd  to  sing, 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  national ; 

'Twas  all  the  same  to  him — "  God  save  the  King," 
Or  "  Ca  ira,"  according  to  the  fashion  all ; 

His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing, 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational ; 

If  Pindar  sang  horse  races,  what  should  hinder 

Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar  ! 

86  In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  chanson  ; 

In  England,  a  six  canto  quarto  tale  ; 
In  Spain,  he'd  make  a  ballad  or  romance  on 

The  last  war — much  the  same  in  Portugal ; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he'd  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe's — (see  what  says  de  Stael) ; 
In  Italy,  he'd  ape  the  "  Trecentist!  j" 
In  Greece,  he'd  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  thl'?  t'ye  ; 

1. 

The  isles  of  Greece,  the  isles  of  Greece  ! 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung, 
'  Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace — 
Where  Delos  rose,  and  Phcebus  sprung  ! 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet, 
^ut  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 
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The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse, 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute, 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse  j 
Their  place  of  birtli  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  eclio  further  west 

Than  your  sires,  "Islands  of  the  blest.'^ 


The  mountains  look  on  Marathon- - 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea  ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free  y 

For  standing  on  the  Persian's  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 


A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 

Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamis  ^ 

And  ships  by  thousands  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations ; — all  were  his  ! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  daj- — 

And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  they  f 


And  where  are  they  !  and  where  art  thou,, 
My  country !  On  thy  voiceless  shore 

The  heroic  lay  if  tuneless  now  — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  ! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  ! 

6. 

'Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Though  link'd  among  a  fettered  race, 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face  ; 

For  what  is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  blush — for  Greece  a  tear. 


Must  we  but  weep  o'er  daj-s  more  blest  ? 

Must  tve  but  blush  ? — Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth  I  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  ! 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three, 
To  make  a  new  Thermopylae  ! . 
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9. 


What,  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah  !  no, — the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sounds  like  a  distant  torrents  fall, 

And  answer,  *^  Let  one  living  head, — 
But  one  arise — we  come,  we  come  !" 
'Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

10. 

In  vain — in  vain  :  strike  other  chords ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  of  Saniian  wine  ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine  ! 
Hark  !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

11> 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet. 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one ! 

You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ! 

12. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  of  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these ; 
Jt  made  Anacreon's  song  divine : 

He  served— but  served  Polycrates — 
A  tyrant;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

13. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend  ? 
T//at  tyrant  was  Miltiades  ! 

Oh!  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kinrl ! 
Suth  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

14. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  wilh  Samian  wine 
On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 

Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore  ; 

And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown. 

The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 
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15. 

Trust  notjfor  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells  : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells  : 

But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud, 

AVould  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

16.  J 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade — 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine  ; 

But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid, 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves, 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

17. 

Place  me  on  Siinium's  marbled  steep — 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  T, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep  ? 
There,  sv>-an-like,  let  me  sing  and  die  : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne^er  be  mine — 

Dash  down  your  cup  of  Samian  wine  ? 

87  Thus  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  should  have  sung, 

The  modern  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse  ; 
If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young 

Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse 
His  strain  display 'd  some  feeling — right  or  wrong  ; 

And  feeling  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others'  feeling  ;  but  they  are  such  liars. 
And  take  all  colours— like  the  hands  of  dyers. 

88  But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink, 

Falling,  like  dew,  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think 

,Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 

Of  ages  :  to  what  straits  old  time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  paper — even  a  raa:  like  this, 

Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that's  his. 

89  And  when  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a  blank, 

His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation, 
Become  a  thino;,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration, 
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Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank, 

Or  graven  stone  I'ountl  in  a  barrack's  station 
In  digging  the  foundation  ol'  a  closet, 
May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

90  And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile  : 

'Twas  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind — 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind  : 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle  ; 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving  knocks 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

91  Milton's  the  prince  of  poets— so  we  say ; 

A  little  heav)',  but  no  less  divine  : 
An  independent  being  in  his  day-- 

Learn'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine  ; 
But  his  Life  falling  into  Johnson's  way, 

We're  told  this  great  high-priest  of  all  the  Nine 
V/as  whipt  at  College — a  harsh  sire  — odd  spouse, 
For  the  first  Mrs.  JNIilton  left  his  house. 

92  All  these  are,  certes,  entertaing  facts. 

Like  Shakespeare's  stealing  deer,  lord  Bacno's  bribes; 
Like  Titus'  youth,  and  Cresar's  earliest  acts ; 

Like  Burns  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well  describes  ;) 
Like  Cromwell's  pranks  ; — but  although  truth  exacts 

These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes, 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 
They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 

93  All  are  not  moralists,  like  Southey  when 

He  prated  to  the  world  of  "  Pantisocrasy  !" 
Or  Wordsworth  unexcised,  unhired,  who  then 

Seasoned  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy  j 
Or  Coleridge  long  before  his  flighty  pen 

Let  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy  ; 
When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path, 
Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath.) 

94  Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure, 

The  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography ; 
Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 

Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography. 
Wordworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 

Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography  ; 
A  clumsy,  liowzy  poem,  call'd  the  "  Excursion," 
Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aversion. 
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95  He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  djke 

Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect ; 
But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  like 

Johanna  Southcote's  Shiloh,  and  her  sect, 
Are  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 

The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect : 
And  their  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 
Have  proved  but  dropsies,  taken  for  divinities. 

96  But  let  me  to  my  story  :  T  must  own, 
=^     If  I  have  any  lault  it  is  digression  : 

Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone. 
While  I  soliloquise  beyond  expression  ; 

But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne. 
Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  session  : 

Forgetting  each  omisson  is  a  loss  to 

The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

97  I  know  that  our  neighbours  call  ''  longueurs,'' 

(We've  not  so  good  a  ivord,  but  have  the  thing 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 

An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring— ) 
Form  not  the  true, temptation  which  allures 

The  reader ;  but  'twould  not  be  hard  to  bring 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  epopee, 
To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  ennui. 

98  We  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps; 

We  feel  without  him  :  Wordsworth  sometimes  wakes. 
To  show  with  what  complacency  he  creeps. 

With  his  dear  "  f Fag  goners'''  around  his  lakes  : 
He  wishes  for  a  "■  boat,"  to  sail  the  deeps — 

Of  ocean  ?  No,  of  air  ! — and  then  he  makes 
Another  outcry  for  "a  little  boat," 
And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afloat. 

99  If  we  must  fain  sweep  o'er  the  etherial  plain. 

And  Pegasus  runs  restive  in  his  "  waggon," 
Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain  ! 

Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon  ! 
Or  if,  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain. 

He  fear'd  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  nag  on. 
And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon, 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon  ? 

100  *  Pedlars,'  and 'boats,'  and 'waggons!'  Oh!  ye  shades 
Of  Pope  and  Dr}^den,  are  we  come  to  this. 
That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  batbo's  vast  abyss 
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Floats  scumlike  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Cades 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  hiss — 
The  "  little  boatman"  and  his  "  Peter  Bell" 
Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  "  Achitophel" 

101  T'  our  tale. — The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  gone, 

The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  retired  ; 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done, 

And  every  sound  of  rivalry  expired  ; 
The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 

The  rosy  flood  of  twilight  sky  admired  ; — 
Ave,  Maria  !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea, 
That  heavenliest  hour  of  Hea  ven  is  worthiest  thee  ! 

102  Ave  Maria  !  blessed  be  the  hour  ! 

The  time,  the  crime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  Jullest  power, 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 

Or  the  faint  dying  day  hymn  stole  aloft, 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air, 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  see  mM  stirr'd  with  prayer. 

103  Ave  Maria  !   'tis  the  hour  of  prayer  ! 

Ave  Maria  !  'tis  the  hour  of  love  ! 
Ave  Maria  !  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above ! 
Ave  Maria  !  oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  dovt'ncast  eyes  beneath  the  Almighty  dove-^ 
What  though  'tis  but  a  pictured  image  strike- 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  'tis  too  like. 

104  Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say, 

In  nameless  print  that  I  have  no  devotion  ; 
But  set  these  persons  down  with  me  to  pray, 

And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion  W 

Of  getting  into  Heaven  the  shortest  way  ;  ^ 

f^ly  altars  are  the  niountain  and  tbe  ocean, 
/Earth,  air,  stars— all  that  springs  from  the  great  Whole 
Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul, 

105  Sweet  hour  of  twilight  !— in  the  solitude 

Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  silent  shore  , 

Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood,  { 

Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  Mave  llow'd  o'er, 
To  where  the  last  Cesarean  fortress  stood. 

Evergreen  forest !  which  Boccaccio's  lore 
And  Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me. 
How  I  have  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee  ! 
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106  The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine, 

Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song, 
Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine, 

And  vesper  bells  that  rose  the  boughs  along  ; 
The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line, 

His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throngj^ 
Which  learn'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly. 
From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 

107  Oh  Hesperus !  thou  bringest  all  good  things — 

Home  ta  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer, 
To  the  young  bird,  the  parent's  brooding  wings, 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabour'd  steer  ; 
Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  clings, 

Whate'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear. 
Are  gather'd  round  us  by  the  look  of  rest  ; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

108  Soft  hour  !  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 

Of  those  that  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart, 

Or  fills  with  love  Ihe  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay  ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah  !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

109  When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 
Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd, 

Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome , 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  ox-erjoy'd. 

Some  hands  unseen  strew 'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb, 
Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void. 

Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done  when  power 

Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

110  But  I'm  digressing ;  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 

Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buflbons. 
To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero, 

More  than  such  madmen's  fellow  man — the  moon's  ? 
Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  zero, 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  "  wooden  spoons" 
Of  verse  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs  please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honors  in  degrees.) 

111  I  feel  this  tediousness  will  never  do — 

'Tis  being  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two  ; 
They'll  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 
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The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few  ; 

And  llienas  an  improvement  ^twill  be  shown 
I'll  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is, 
From  Aristotle  ji^ssiyn . —  See  Poietikes. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  Ilf. 

(1) 

*'  For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse." 

Rispone  allor'  Margatte,  a  dir  tel  tosto, 
lo  non  credo  piu  al  nero  ch'  alP  azzuro, 

Ma  nel  cappone,  o  lesso,  o  vuogli  arrosto, 
E  credo  alcuna  volta  anco  nel  burro  ; 

Nella  cervigia,  e  quando  io  n'  ho  nel  mosto, 
E  molto  piu  nell'  espro  che  il  mangurro  ; 

Ma  sopra  tutto  nel  buon  vino  ho  fede, 

E  credo  che  sia  salvo  chi  gli  crede. 

Pulci,   Morgante  Maggiare,  Canto  IS,  Stanza  J 51. 

(2) 

"  That  e'er  bj-  precious  metal  was  held  in." 

This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and  bar  are  worn  in 

the  manner  described.      The  reader  will  perceive  hereafter 

that  as  the  mother   of  Haidee  was  of  Fez,  her  daughter  wore 

the  garb  of  the  countr}-. 

(3) 
"  A  like  gold  bar  above  her  instep  roll'd." 
The  bar  of  gold  above  the  instep  is  a  mark  of  sovereign  rank 
in  the  wonjen  of  the  families  of  the  Dejs,  and  is  worn  as  such 
by  their  female  relatives. 

(^) 
"  Her  person,  if  allow'd  at  large  to  run." 

This  is  no  exaggeration  ;  there  were  four  women  whom  I 
remember  to  have  seen,  wlio  possessed  their  hair  in  this  profu- 
sion ;  of  these  three  were  English,  the  other  was  a  Levantine. 
Their  hair  was  of  that  length  aiid  quantity,  that  when  let  down 
it  almost  entirely  shaded  the  person,  'so  as  nearly  to  render 
dress  a  superfluity.  Of  these,  only  one  had  dark  hair  :  the 
Orientals  had  perhaps,  the  lightest  color  of  the  four. 
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CANTO    IV 


1  Nothing  so  difficult  as  a  beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end  ; 
For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems^winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  ajjd^wn  we  tend, 
Like  Lucifer,  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend, 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far, 
'Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are.^_x 

2  But  Time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level, 

And  sharp  Adversity,  will  teach  at  last 
Man — and,  as  we  would  hope — perhaps  the  Devil, 

That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast ; 
While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel. 

We  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too  fast ; 
But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean, 
We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

3  As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow. 

And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion  ; 
They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  mellow  ; 

And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  dominion  : 
Now  ray  sere  fancy  "  falls  into  the  yellow 

Leaf,"  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion, 
And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 
Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

4  And  if  T  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 

'Tis  that  1  may  not  weep  ;  and  if  I  weep, 
'Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 

Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 
First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring, 

Ere  what  we  least  wished  to  behold  will  sleep  ; 
Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx, 
A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 

.'j  Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land, 
And  trace  it  in  ihis  poem  every  line  ; 
I  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  understand 
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My  own  meaning  when  1  would  be  very  fine  ;  '  } 
But  the  fact  is  that  I  have  nothincf  plann'd,  ( 
Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merry^—  ^ 

A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

6  To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 

This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic  ; 
Pulci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme, 

Who  sang  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revell'd  in  the  fancies  of  the  time, 

True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants,  kings  despotic; 
But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 
1  choose  a  modern  subject  as  more  meet. 

7  How  I  have  treated  it  I  do  not  know ; 

Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  me 
Who  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show 

Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish'd  to  see  ; 
But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so, 

This  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free  : 
Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear, 
And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 

8  Young  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 

To  their  own  hearts'  most  sweet  society, 
Even  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 

With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms ;  he 
Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft 

"Though  foe  to  love  ;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring. 
Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 

9  Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 

Pure  blooi  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fail  ; 
The  blank  grey  .was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair, 

But  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hail, 
They  were  all  surpmer :  lightning  might  assail 

And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 
A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 
Was  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  clay. 

10  They  were  alone  once  more  ;  for  them  to  be 

Thus  was  another  Eden  ;  they  were  never 
Weary,  unless  when  separate  :  the  tree 

Cut  from  its  forest-root  of  years — the  river 
Damm'd  from  its  fountain— the  child  from  the  knee 

And  breast  maternal,  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, 
Would  wither  less  than  those  two  torn  apart ; 
Alas  I  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart. 
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1 1  The  heart— which  may  be  broken :  happy  they  ! 

Thrice  fortunate  !  who  of  that  fragile  mould. 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  claj-, 

Break  with  the  first  fail ;  they  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day, 

And  all  which  must  be  borne  and  never  told  ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

12  "  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young"  w^as  said  of  yore,  (1) 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this  : 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even  more — 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is, 

Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 

The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 

Which  men  weep  over,  may  be  meant  to  save. 

13  Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead. 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem'd  made  for  them 
They  found  no  fault  with  Time,  save  that  he  fled  , 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn  : 
Each  WHS  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  gem. 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 

1  i  The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch, 

The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words, 

Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much  ; 
A  language  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds, 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords, 

Sw^eet  playful  phrases,  w-hich  would  seem  absurd 

To  those  wIjo  have  ceas'd  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er  beard. 

15  All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  still. 

And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been  ; 
They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 

A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene. 
But  like  two  beings  born  from  out  a  rill, 

A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  p;iss  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowers,  i 
And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours^J 

16  Moons  changing  had  roll'd  on,  and  changeless  found 

Those  their  ibright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 
As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round  : 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys, 
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For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 

By  the  mere  senses  ;  and  that  which  destroys 
Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appeared 
A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear'd. 

]7    •  *  •  •  « 

Enough. — The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair. 
Who  never  found  a  single  hour  too  slow. 

What  was  it  made  them  thus  exempt  from  care  ? 
Young  innate  feelings  all  have  felt  below 

Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent ;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic, 
And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 

19  This  is  in  others  a  fictitious  slate, 

An  opium  dream  of  too  much  youth  and  reading, 
But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate  : 

No  novels  e'er  had  set  their  young  hearts  bleeding, 
For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  great. 

And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding ; 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 

20  They  gazed  upon  the  sunset :  His  an  hour 

Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes. 
For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were  ;  the  power 

Of  love  had  first  o'erwhelm'd  them  from  such  skies,  „. 
When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 

And  twilight  saw  them  link'd  in  passion's  ties  ; 
Charm'd  with  each  other,  all  things  charm'd  that  brought 
The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present  thought. 

21  I  know  not  why,  but  in  that  hour  to-night, 

Even  as  they  gazed,  a  sudden  tremour  came, 
And  swept  as  'twere  across  their  heart's  delight. 

Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-string,  or  a  flame, 
When  one  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight : 

And  thus  some  boding  flash'd  through  either  frame. 
And  call'd  from  Juan's  breast  a  faint  low  sigh. 
While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee's  eye. 

22  That  large  black  prophet  eye  seem'd  to  dilate, 

And  follow  far  the  disappearing  sun, 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  happy  date 

With  his  broad,  bright,  and  drooping  orb  w^ere  gone  : 
Juan  gazed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate — 

He  felt  a  grief  but  knowing  cause  for  none. 
His  glance  inquired  of  her's  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 
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'23  She  turn'd  to  him,  and  smil'd,  but  in  that  sort 

Wiiich  makes  not  other's  smile  :  then  turned  aside  : 

Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short, 
And  masterM  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride  ! 

When  Juan  spoke,  too — it  might  be  in  sport — 
Of  this  their  mutual  feelings,  she  replied — 

"  If  it  should  be  so — but — it  cannot  be— 

"  Or  I  al  least  shall  not  suivive  to  see." 

24  Juan  would  question  further,  but  she  press'd 
His  lip  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 

And  then  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast, 
Deiying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss  ; 

And  no  doubt  of  all  methods  'tis  the  best ; 
Some  people  prefer  wine — 'tis  not  amiss  ; 

I  have  tried  both  ;  so  those  who  would  a  part  take. 

May  chose  betwen  the  heeidache  and  the  heartache, 

'25  One  of  the  two,  according  to  your  choice. 
Woman  or  wine,  you'll  have  to  undergo  ; 

Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys  : 

But  which  to  choose  I  really  hardly  know  j 

And  if  I  had  to  give  a  casting  voice. 

For  both  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show, 

And  then  beside,  without  great  wrong  to  either, 

It  were  much  better  to  have  both  than  neither. 

26  Juan  and  Haidee  gazed  upon  each  other 

With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness. 
Which  mix'd  all  feelings,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother, 

All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express 
When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour'd  in  one  another, 

And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less  ; 
But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 
By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  bless. 

27  Mix'd  in  each  other's  arms,  and  heart  in  heart, 

Why  did  they  not  then  die  ? — they  had  lived  too  long 
Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart ; 

Years  could  but  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong, 
The  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's  art 

For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song  ; 
Love  was  born  with  them,  in  them  so  intense. 
It  was  their  very  spirit — not  a  sense. 

28  They  should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods, 

Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale ;  they  were 
l^nfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
Call'd  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  are  : 
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How  lonely  every  freeborn  creature  broods ! 

The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair  ; 
The  eagle  soars  alone  ;  the  gull  and  crow 
Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

29  Now  pillowM  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 
A  gentle  slumber  but  it  was  not  deep. 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep  : 

And  Haidee 's  sweet  lips  murmur 'd  like  a  brook 
A  wordless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair, 
Stirr'd  with  her  dream  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air. 

30  Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 

Within  an  Alpine  hollow,  when  the  wind 
Walks  over  it  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream 

The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 
O'erpow'ring  us  to  be  whatever  may  seem 

Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind  ; 
Strange  state  of  being  !  (for  'tis  still  to  be) 
Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seaPd  eyes  to  see. 

31  She  dream'd  of  being  alone  on  the  sea  shore, 

Chain'd  to  a  rock  ;  she  knew  not  how  but  stir 
She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 

Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening  her. 
And  o'er  her  upper  lip,  they  seem'd  to  pour. 

Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 
Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 
Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

32  Anon— she  was  releas'd,  and  then  she  stray 'd 

O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet. 
And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made. 

And  something  roU'd  before  her  in  a  sheet, 
Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afraid  ; 

'Twas  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopped  to  meet 
Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gazed  and  grasp 'd, 
And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd.  , 

.33  The  dream  changed  ;  in  a  cave  she  stood,  its  walls 
Were  hung  with  marble  icicles ;  the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  water  fretted  halls,  [lurk  ; 

Where  waves  might  wash,    and  seals  might  breed   and 
Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn'dto  tears,  and  murk 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught. 
Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  thought. 
Z  2 
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34  And  wet  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet, 

Pale  as  the  foam  that  Iroth'd  on  his  dead  brow, 
Which  she  essay'd  in  vaiu  to  clear  (how  sweet 

Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now) 
Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 

Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea  dirges  low. 
Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song 
And  that  brief  dream  appear'd  a  life  too  long. 

35  And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  his  face 

Faded  or  alter'd  into  something  new — 
Like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 

More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew. 
With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace  ; 

And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view  ? 
Oh !  Powers  of  Heaven  !  what  dark  eye  meets  she  there 
'Tis—  'tis  her  father's,  fix'd  upon  the  pair  ! 

36  Then  shrieking  she  arose,  and  shrieking  feJl, 

Vv'ith  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  who  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean  buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  lov'd  too  well ; 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 
It  was  a  moment  of  that  awiul  kind — 
J  have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

37  Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek, 

And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  oft'  the  wall, 
Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak, 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all ; 
Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

SmiPd  scornfully  and  said,  "  Within  my  call, 
"A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word : 
"  Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword." 

38  And  Haidee  clung  around  him  :  "Juan  'tis — 

"  'Tis  Lambro — 'tis  my  father !  Kneel  with  me — 
"  He  will  forgive  us-  -yes  — it  must  be — yes — 

"  Oh  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
"  Of  pleasure  and  of  pain-  even  while  I  kiss 

"  Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
"  That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  ! 
"  Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy. 

39  High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood. 

Culm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye — 
Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood, 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply  j 
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Then  turned  to  Juan  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Qlt  came  and  went  as  there  resolv'd  to  die  ; 
In  arms,  at  least  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 

40  "  Young  man,  your  sword"  so  Lambro  once  more  said, 

Juan  replied,  "  Not  while  this  arm  is  free  !" 
The  old  man's  cheek  grew  pale  but  not  with  dread, 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  his  pistol,  he 
Replied,  "  Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head  !'' 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 
'Twas  fresh,  for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock — 
And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

41  It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear, 

That  cockiog  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know, 
A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off  or  so, 
A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe, 
But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice, 
The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

42  Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 

Mad  stopp'd  this  Canto,  and  Don  Juan's  breath, 
When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before  : 

Stern  as  her  sire  5  "  On  me,"  she  cried,  "  let  death 
"  Descend — the  fault  is  mine  ;  this  fatal  shore 

'<  He  found — but  sought  not.     I  have  pledged  my  faith. 
"  I  love  him — I  will  die  with  him  ;  I  knew 
"  Your  nature's  firmness — know  your  daughter's  too.'^ 

43  A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy  ;  but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears — 

Pale,  statue-like  and  stern,  she  woo'd  the  blow  ; 
And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers 

She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A  fairer  mark  ;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 
Her  father's  face— but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 

44  He  gazed  on  her  and  she  on  him  ;  'twas  strange 

How  like  they  look'd  !  the  expression  was  the  same  j 
Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  mutual  darted  flame: 
.  For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge 

If  cause  should  be — a  lioness,  though  tame  : 
Her  Father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 
Boil'd  up  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 
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45  I  said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 

Their  stature  dififering  but  in  sex  and  years ; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 

There  was  resemblance,  such  as  true  blood  wears 
And  now  to  see  them  thus  divided  stand 

In  fix'd  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears 
And  sweet  sensations  should  have  welcomed  both, 
Show  what  the  passions  are  in  their  full  growth. 

46  The  father  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 

His  weapon,  and  replaced  it ;  but  stood  still, 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 

"  Not  /,"  he  said,  "have  sought  this  stranger's  ill, 
*'  Not  /  have  made  this  desolation  :  few 

*^  Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  kill ; 
"But  I  must  do  my  duty — how  thou  hast 
"  Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the  past. 

47  "  Let  him  disarm  ;  or,  by  my  father's  head, 

"  His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  ball !" 
He  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said, 

And  blew,  another  answered  to  the  call. 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led, 

And  arra'd  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  all,  ' 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on  rank. 
He  gave  the  word,  "  Arrest  or  slay  the  Frank." 

48  Then,  with  a  sudden  movement,  he  withdrew 

His  daughter ;  while  compress'd  within  his  grasp, 
'Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew — 

In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  father's  grasp. 
His  arms  were  like  a  serpent's  coil ;  then  flew 

Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp, 
The  file  of  pirates  ;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoulder  half  cut  through. 

49  The  second  had  his  cheek  laid  open  :  but 

The  third,  a  %vary,  cool  old  sworder,  took 
The  blows  on  his  cutlass,  and  then  put 

His  own  well  in — so  well,  ere  you  could  look 
His  man  was  floor'd,  and  helpless  at  his  foot, 

With  the  blood  running  like  a  little  brook. 
From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red — 
One  on  the  arm— the  other  on  the  head. 

50  And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bore 

Juan  from  the  apartment :  with  a  sign 
Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore. 
Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine  : 
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They  laid  him  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 

Until  they  reach'd  some  galliots,  placed  in  line  ; 

On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches, 
They  stow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 

51  The  world  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes, 

And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant : 

A  gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods. 

Handsome  and  young,  enjoying  all  the  present, 

Just  at  the  verj"^  time  when  lie  least  broods 
On  such  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent. 

Wounded  and  chain'd,  so  that  he  cannot  move, 

And  all  because  u  lady  fell  in  love. 

HI  Here  I  must  leave  him,  for  1  grow  pathetic. 

Moved  by  the  Chinese  nyuiph  of  tears,  green  tea  ! 

Than  whom  Cassandra  was  ]iot  more  prophetic  ; 
For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 

I  feel  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic, 
That  I  must  have  recourse  to  black  Bohea  : 

'Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 

For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

53  Unless  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cogniac  ! 

Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  rill ! 
Ah  !  why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack, 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill? 
I  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 

(In  each  sense  of  the  word,)  whene'er  T  fill 
My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 

54  I  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present,  safe — 

Not  sound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded  \ 
Yet  could  his  corporeal  pangs  amount  to  half 

Of  those  with  whom  his  Haidee's  bosom  bounded  ! 
She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave  and  chaie, 

And  then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded: 
Her  mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fez, 
Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 

55  There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

In  marble  fonts  ;  there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit, 
Gush  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er  ; 

But  there  too  many  a  poison  tree  has  loot. 
And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion's  roar, 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camePs  foot, 
Or  heaying  'whelm  the  helpless  caravan, 
And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 
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56  Afric  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 

Her  human  clay  is  kindled  ;  full  of  power 

For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth, 

The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  hour, 

And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth  : 

Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee's  mother's  dower  ; 

But  her  large  dark  eye  shew'd  deep  Passion's  force, 

Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  source. 

6^  Her  daughter  temper 'd  with  a  milder  ray, 

Like  summer  clouds,  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  lair, 

Till  slowly  charged  with  thujider  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air, 

Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way  ; 
But  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair, 

The  fire  burst  forth  irom  herNumidian  veins, 

Even  as  the  Simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 

58  The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore. 

And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  down  ; 
His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 

Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own  ; 
Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more — 

Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan  : 
On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 
Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a  cedar  felPd. 

59  A  vein  had  burst — and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes  (2) 

Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er ; 
And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies 

O'ercharged  with  rain  ;  her  summon'd  handmaids  bore 
Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes  ; 

Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 
But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 
Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy  ! 

60  Days  laid  she  in  that  state  unchang'd,  though  chill, 

With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red : 
She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still ; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim'd  her  surely  dead  ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope  :  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole. 

6 1  The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 

When  exquisitely  chisell'd,  still  lay  there, 
But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair  ; 
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O'er  the  Laocoon's  all  eternal  throes, 

And  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air, 
Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 
Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  same. 

t 

62  She  woke  at  length — but  not  as  sleepers  wake — 

Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 
A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 

Perforce,  since  whatsoever  met  her  view 
Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 

Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat,  still  true,  ' 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause 
For,  for  a  while,  the  furies  made  a  pause. 

63  She  look'd  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye, 

On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what : 
She  saw  them  watch  her,  without  asking  why, 

And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  sigh 

Relieved  her  thoughts  ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served — she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

64  Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch'd — she  turn'd  her  eyes  away — 
She  recognized  no  being,  and  no  spot. 

However  dear  or  cherish'd  in  their  day  ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot. 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay  ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seem'd  full  of  fearful  meaning. 

65  At  last  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came  and  tuned  his  instrument ; 
At  the  first  notes — irregular  and  sharp — 

On  him  her  flnshing  eyes  a  moment  bent; 
Then  to  the  wall  she  turn'd,  as  if  to  warp 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her  heart  re-sent. 
And  he  began  a  long  low  island  song, 
Of  ancient  days — ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

66  Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune  ;   he  changed  the  theme, 
And  sung  of  love ;  the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 

Her  recollection  ;  on  herflash'dthe  dream 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 

To  be  so  being  ;  in  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  o'erclouded  brain, 
Like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 
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67  Short  solace,  vain  relief ! — thought  came  too  quick, 

And  whirPd  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arose 
As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick, 

And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes  ; 
But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  tlrew  towards  its  close  : 
Her's  was  aphrensy  which'disdain'd  to  rave, 
Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

68  Yet  she  betrayed  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense  ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face. 
Though  on  all  other  things  wilh  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace  ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 

Avail'd  for  either;  neither  change  of  place, 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seem'd  gone  for  ever. 

69  Twelve  daj-s  and  nights  she  wither'd  thus  ;  at  last, 

Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  past  : 

And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 

Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 
Glazed  o'er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black — 
Oh  !  to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack  ! 

70  She  died,  but  not  alone  ;  she  held  within 

A  second  principle  of  life,  which  might 
Have  dawned  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin  .; 

But  closed  its  little  being  without  light, 
And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 

Blossom  and  bough  lie  whiter'd  with  one  blight, 
In  vain  the  dews  of  Heaven  descend  above 
The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

71  Thus  lived — thus  died  she ;  never  more  on  her 

Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.     She  was  not  made 
Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 

Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 
By  age  in  earth  ;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 

Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  staid 
Long  with  her  destiny  ;  but  she  sleeps  well 
By  the  sea  shore,  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 

72  That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare, 

^  Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  past  away  ; 

None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  is  there, 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay ; 
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Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair, 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 
What  was  ;  no  dirge,  except  the  sea's, 
Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  oi  the  Cyclades. 

73  But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 

Sighs  o'er  her  name  ;  and  many  an  islander 
With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  long ; 

Valour  was  his,  and  beauly  dwelt  with  her ; 
If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 

A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err, 
In  some  shape  :  let  none  think  to  fly  the  danger, 
For  soon  or  late,  Love  is  its  own  avenger. 

74  But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  sad, 

And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrows  on  the  shelf  5 
I  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad, 

For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch'd  myself — 
Besides,  I've  nothing  more  on  this  head  to  add, 

And  as  my  muse  is  a  capricious  elf. 
We'll  put  about,  nnd  try  another  tack 
With  Juan,  left  half-kilPd  some  stanzas  back. 

75  Wounded  and  fetter'd,  "  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd," 

Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 
Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind  ; 

And  when  he  did,  he  found  himself  at  sea, 
Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind ; 

The  shores  of  Tlion  lay  beneath  their  lee — 
Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see  'em, 
But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  Sigaeum. 

76  There  on  the  green  and  village-cotted  hill,  is 

( Flank 'd  by  the  Hellespont,  and  by  the  sea) 
Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  Achilles  ; 

They  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary) : 
And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering  still,  is 

The  tumulus — of  whom  ?  heaven  knows ;  't  may  be 
Patroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protesilaus : 
All  heroes,  who  if  living  still  would  slay  us. 

77  High  barrows,  without  marble,  or  a  name, 

A  vast,  untill'd,  and  mountain-skirted  plain, 
And  Ida  in  the  distance,  still  the  same, 

And  old  Scamander,  (if  'tis  he)  remain  : 
The  situation  seems  stiU  i'orm'd  for  fame — 

A  hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 
With  ease;  but  where  I  sought  for  Ilion's  walls 
The  quiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls. 
VOL,  II.  2  A 
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78  Troops  of  imtended  horses;  here  and  there 

Some  little  hamlets  with  new  names  uncouth  ; 
Some  shepherds,  (unlike  Paris)  led  to  stare 

A  moment  at  the  European  jouth 
Whom  to  the  spot  their  school-boy  feelings  bear, 

A  Turk,  with  beads  in  hand,  and  pipe  in  mouth. 
Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion, 
Are  what  I  found  there — but  the  devil  a  Phrygian. 

79  Don  Juan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slave  : 
Forlorn,  and  gazing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 

O^ershadow'd  there  by  many  a  hero's  grave  ; 
Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 

A  few  brief  questions  ;  and  the  answers  gave 
No  very  satisfactory  information 
About  his  past  or  present  situation. 

80  He  saw  some  fellow  captives,  who  appear'd 

To  be  Italians,  as  they  were  in  fact, 
From  them,  at  least,  their  destiny,  he  heard,' 

Which  was  an  odd  one  ;  a  troop  going  to  act 
In  Sicily — all  singers,  duly  rear'd 

In  their  vocation  ;  had  not  been  attacked 
In  sailing  from  Livorno  by  the  pirate. 
But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate.  (3) 

81  By  one  of  these,  the  buftb  of  the  party, 

Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case  ; 
For  although  destin'd  to  the  Turkish  mart,  he 

Still  kept  his  spirits  up— at  least  his  face  ; 
The  little  fellow  really  lookM  quite  hearty, 

And  bore  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace. 
Showing  a  much  more  reconciled  demeanour 

Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

82  In  a  few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 

Saying,  "  Our  Machiavelian  impresario, 
"  Making  a  signal  off  some  promontor)-, 

"  Haird  a  strange  brig  ;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario  f 
"^  "We  were  transferr'd  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 

"  Without  a  single  scudi  of  salario  ; 
"  But  if  the  sultan  has  a  taste  for  song, 
"  We  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

83  "  The  prima  donna,  though  a  little  old, 

"  And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  lile, 
"  And  subject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 
"  Has  some  good  notes ;  and  then  the  tenor's  wife, 
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"  With  no  great  voice,  is  pleasinc^  to  bebolJ  ; 

"  Last  caniival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife 
"  By  carrying  oft"  Count  Cesare  Cicogna 
"  From  an  old  Roman  Princess  at  Bologna. 

*»  *  '^  And  then  there  are  the  dancers  ;  there  's  the  Nini, 
"  With  more  than  one  proiession  gains  by  all ; 

"  Then  there's  that  laughing  slut  the  Pelegrini, 
"  She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival, 

"  And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good  zecchini, 
"  But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  paul ; 

"  And  then  there's  the  Grotesca — such  a  dancer  ! 

"  Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

Ho  "  As  for  the  figuranti,  they  are  like 

"  The  rest  of  all  that  tribe  ;  with  here  and  there 

"A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 
'*  The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair ; 

*'  There's  one,  though  tall  and  stirt'er  than  a  pike, 
"  Yet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air 

"  Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don't  dance  with  vigour  ; 

"  The  mure's  the  pity,  with  her  face  and  figure. 

S6  "  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set  j 
"  The  Musico  is  but  a  crack'd  old  basin, 

"  But  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet, 
"  May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in, 

"  And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get : 

''  His  singing  I  no  further  trust  can  place  in  : 

"  From  all  Uie  pope*  (-1)  makes  yearly,  'twould  perplex 

'•'  To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  t/iu'd  sex. 

87  "The  tenor's  voice  is  spoil'd  by  affectation, 

"  And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow, 

"  In  fact  he  had  no  singing  education, 

"  An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow  ; 

"  But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation, 

"  Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow, 

"  They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  believe 

*'  An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

^S  "  'T would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 

"  My  own  merits,  and  though  young — I  see.  Sir — you 
"  Have  got  a  travell'd  air,  which  shows  you  one 

"  To  vvliom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new  ; 
"  You've  heard  of  Rauoocanti? — I'm  the  man  : 

"  The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too  ; 
-*  You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 

"  But  next,  when  I'm  engaged  to  sing  there — do  go. 
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89  "  Our  baritone  I  almost  had  forgot, 

"  A  pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit, 
"  With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 

"  A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet, 
"  He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot, 

"  Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the  street ; 
"  In  lovers  parts  his  passion  more  to  breaihe, 

"  Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth/- 

90  Here  Rancocanli's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births  :  each  threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves  (which  bright  ail 

From  the  blue  skies  derived  a  double  blue 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun,) 
And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 

91  They  heard  next  day — that  in  the  Dardanelles, 

Waiting  for  his  sublimity's  firman, 
Tl:<»  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spellr. 

Which  every  body  does  without  who  can, 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells. 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man, 
Were  to  be  chained  and  lotted  out  per  couple, 
For  the  slave  market  of  Constantinople. 

92  It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out, 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female. 
Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt, 

If  the  soprano  might  be  deem'd  to  be  male, 
They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a  scout) 

Were  link'd  together,  and  it  happen'd  the  male 
Was  Juan,  who-  an  awkward  thina:  at  his  age, 
Pair'd  ofi"  with  a  Bacchante  blooming  visage. 

93  With  Raucocanti  lucklessly  was  chain'd 

The  tenor  :  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 
Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'd 

With  this  his  tuneful  neighbour  than  his  fate: 
Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd. 

Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate, 
That  each  pulPd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 
"Arcades  ambo,''  id  est — blackguards  both. 

94  Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 

But  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Ancona, 
With  eyes  that  look'd  into  the  very  soul 

(And  other  chief  points  of  a  "  bella  donna,'') 
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Bright— and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 

And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 
Great  wish  to  please— a  most  contractive  dower, 
Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

96  But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 

For  sorrow  o'er  each  sense  held  stern  command; 

Her  eye  might  Hash  on  his,  but  lound  it  dim  ; 
And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 

Touch'd  his,  nor  that — Jior  any  handsome  limb 
(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  I'aith  I'eel  brittle  ; 

Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  little. 

96  No  matter  :  we  should  ne^er  too  much  inquire, 

But  facts  are  facts  :  no  knight  could  be  more  true, 

Anil  firmer  faith  no  laJye-Iove  desire  ; 

We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two  : 

'Tis  said  no  one  in  hand  *'  can  hold  a  fire 
•'  By  thought  of  frosty  C;ni*casus,'^  but  few, 

I  really  think  ;  yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 

v^'as  more  tiiumphaut,  and  not  much  less  real. 

9'7   Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description, 
Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth, 

But  hear  that  several  persons  take  exception 
At  the  first  two  books  having  too  nunh  truth  : 

Therefore  I'll  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship  soon, 
Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth. 

Through  needles'  eyes  it  easier  for  the  camel  is 

To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 

98  'Tis  all  the  same  to  me  ;  I'm  fond  of  yielding. 

And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollett,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age  ; 
I  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 

2\Iy  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage, 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
^Vould  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  sha'nt. 

99  As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabble  : 

But  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace, 
Leaving  such  to  ihe  literary  rabble, 

Whether  my  verses  fam'd  be  doom'd  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able, 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease  : 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long. 
And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 
2  A  2 
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100  Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distance 

Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of  Fame, 
Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence  : 

Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 
'Tis  as  a  snow-ball  which  derives  assistance 

From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 
Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow. 
But  after  all  'tis  nothing  i3ut  cold  snow, 

101  And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  nominal, 

And  love  of  glory  's  but  an  airy  lust. 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would  as  'twere  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  entombing  all 

Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  the  just — 
Save  change  ;  I've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb. 
And  heard  Troy  doubted  ;  time  will  doubt  of  Rome.' 

102  The  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb. 
Until  (he  memory  of  an  age  is  fled, 

And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  its  offspring's  doom  : 
Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read  ! 

Save  a  few  gleaji'J  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 
Which  once-named  myriads  nameless  lie  beneath, 
And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death. 

103  I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 

Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hero  boy. 
Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  soon 

For  human  vanity,  the  young  l)e  Foix  ! 
A  broken  pillar,  not  uncouthly  hewn. 

But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy. 
Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  face. 
While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base. 

104  1  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid — 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn. 
Protects  the  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  column : 
The  time  must  come,  when  both  alike  decay'd, 

The  chieftain's  trophy,  and  tlie  poet's  volume, 
'^Vill  sink  where  iie  the  songs  and  wars  of  earth. 
Before  Pelides'  death,  or  Homer's  birth. 

105  With  human  blood  that  column  was  cemented. 
With  human  filth  that  column  is  defiled. 
As  If  the  peasant's  coarse  contempt  were  vented 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  soil'd ; 
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Thus  is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 

Should  ever  be  those  bloodhounds,  I'rom  whose  wild 
Instiuct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 
Those  suiferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 

106  Yet  there  will  still  be  bards  ;  though  fame  is  smoke, 

Its  fumes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought ; 
And  the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought. 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions  brought 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion, 
Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a  fashion, 

107  If  in  the  course  of  such  a  life  as  was 

At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative, 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass. 

Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
Their  images  again  as  in  a  glass, 

And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live  ; 
You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  shew  'em. 
But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

108  Oh!  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books, 

Benign  ceruleans  of  the  second  sex  ! 
Who  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks, 

Your  "  imprimatur"  will  you  not  annex  ? 
What,  must  I  go  to  the  oblivious  cooks, — 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Parnassian  wrecks  ! 
Ah  !  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be. 
Proscribed  irom  tasting  your  Caslilian  tea  ! 

109  What,  can  I  prove  "  a  lion"  then  no  more  ? 

A  ball-room  bard,  a  foolscap,  hot-press  darling  ? 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a  bore. 

And  sigh,  ''  I  can't  get  out,"  like  Yorick's  starling ; 
Why  (hen  I'll  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore, 

(Because  the  world  won't  read  him,  always  snarling) 
That  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery. 
Drawn  by  the  blue  coat  misses  of  a  coterie. 

110  Oh!   ''darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue," 

As  some  one  some  where  sings  about  the  sky. 
And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you  ; 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so  (Heaven  knows  why, 
I  have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 

Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 
Round  the  Patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 
The  festal  midnight,  and  the  levee  morn. 


2T4  DON  JUAN. 

111  Yet  some  of  you  are  most  seraphic  creatures— 

But  times  are  alter'd  since,  a  rhyming  lover, 
You  read  my  stanzas,  and  I  read  your  features  : 

And — but  no  matter,  all  these  things  are  over, 
Still  I  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures, 

For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover  ; 
1  know  one  woman  of  that  purple  school. 
The  loveliest,  chastest,  best — but  quite  a  fool. 

112  Humboldt,  "  the  first  of  travellers,"  but  not 

The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate, 
Invented  by  some  name  I  have  forgot. 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  date. 
An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 

To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 
By  measuring  "  the  intensity  of  blue :'' 
Oh,  Lady  Daphne,  let  me  measure  you  ! 

113  But  to  the  narrative  :  the  vessel  bound 

With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process  might  be  found 

At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall ; 
Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound, 

Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 
And  there  with  Georgians,  Russians,  and  Circassians, 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 

114  Some  went  off  dearly  :  fifteen  hundred  dollars 

For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  were  given. 
Warranted  virgin  ;  beauty's  brightest  colours 

Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven  : 
Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers, 

Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  eleven  ; 
But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 
'Twas  for  the  Sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

115  Twelve  negresses  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 

Which  the  West  Indian  market  scarce  would  bring. 
Though  Wilberforce,  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 

What  'twas  'ere  abolition  ;  and  the  thing 
Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 

Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king  : 
The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted.  Charity, 
Are  saving — vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

116  But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop, 

How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jews, 
How  some  to  burthens  were  obliged  to  stoop, 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  ere  ws 
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As  renegadoes  ;  while  in  hapless  group, 

Hoping  no  every  old  vizier  might  choose, 
The  female  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  'em, 
To  make  a  mistress,  or  lourth  wife,  or  victim. 

117  All  this  must  be  reserved  for  further  song  ; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long) 

Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present  ; 
I'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 

But  could  not  lor  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in't : 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  is  cail'd  in  Ossian  the  fifth  Duan. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  IV. 

(1)  "  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young"  was  said  of  yore. 
See  Herodotus. 
(2)  "  A  vein  had  burst." 
This  is  no  very  uncommon  effect  of  the  violence  of  conflict- 
ing and  different  passions.  The  Doge  Francis  Foscari,  on  his 
deposition  in  1467,  hearing  the  bells  of  St.  Mark  announce  the 
election  of  his  successor,  "  mourut  subitement  d'une  hemor- 
ragie  causee  par  une  veine  qui  s'ecUita  dans  sa  poitrine,"  (see 
Sismondi  andDaru,  vols.  i.  and  ii.)  at  the  age  of  eighty  years, 
when^' fVho  would  have  thought  the  old  7)ia?i  had  so  much  blood 
in  him  ?  Before  I  was  sixteen  years  of  age,  I  was  witness  to 
u  melancholy  instance  of  the  same  effect  of  mixed  passions 
upon  a  young  person  ;  who,  however,  did  not  die  in  conse- 
quence, at  that  time,  but  fell  a  victim  some  years  afterwards 
to  a  seizure  of  the  same  kind,  arising  from  causes  intimately 
connected  with  agitation  of  mind. 

(3)  <*  But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate." 
This  is  a  fact.  A  few  years  ago,  a  man  engaged  a  company 
for  some  foreign  theatre  ;  embarked  them  at  an  Italian  port, 
and  carrying  them  to  Algiers,  sold  them  all.  One  of  the  wo- 
men returned  from  her  captivity,  I  heard  her  sing  by  a  strange 
coincidence,  in  Rossini's  Opera  of  "  L'ltaliani  in  Algeri,"  at 
Venice,  in  the  beginning  of  1817. 

(4)  "  From  all  the  pope  makes  yearly 'twould  perplex 
"  To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex." 
It  is  strange  f  hat  it  should  be  the  Pope  and  the  Sultan  wiio 
are  the  chief  encouragers  of  this  branch  of  trade— women  be- 
ing prohibited  as  singers  at  St.  Peter's,  and  not  deemed  trust 
worthy  as  guardian-  of  the  harum. 


DON     JUAN 

CANTO  iV. 


1  When  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 

In  liquid  lines  mellifluously  bland, 
And  praise  her  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 

They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand  : 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves, 

As  Ovid's  verse  may  make  you  understand  ; 
Even  Petrarch's  self,  if  judged  with  due  severity, 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

2  I  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  writing, 

Except  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 
Plain— simple — short,  and  by  no  means  inviting^ 

But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 
Form'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting, 

And  with  all  passions  in  their  ttirn  uttackM  j 
Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill, 
This  poem  will  become  a  moral  model. 

3  The  European  with  the  xVsian  shore 

Sprinkled  with  palaces  ;  the  ocean  stream  (1 ) 
Here  and  there  studded  with  a  seventy-four ; 

Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam  ; 
The  Cyprus  groves  ;  Olympus  high  and  hoar  ; 

The  twelves  isles,  and  the  more  than  I  could  dream, 
F'lr  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 
Which  charm'd  the  charming  ^Nlary  Montagu. 

i     I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  "  Mary,'^ 
For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me ; 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy, 
.j;f  V/<!?ero  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 

i        All  feelings  changed,  but  this  was  last  to  vary,         y 
.''  A.spell  froju.jffJiich  even  yet, I  am  not  r[uite  I'ree. 

/  But  I  grow  sad— and  let  a  tale  grow  coTd 

I  Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 

6  The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine,  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o'er  the  blue  Symplegades  ; 
'Tisa  grand  sight  from  off  the  "  Giant's  Grave"  (2) 
To  watch  the  progress  of  thjse  rolling  seas 
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Between  the  Bosphonis,  as  tbey  lash  and  lave 

Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease  ; 
There's  not  a  sea  a  passenger  e'er  pukes  in, 
Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

6  'Twas  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning, 

When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days; 
The  Parc£P  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 

Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 
The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 

In  all,  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways  : 
They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet  they  don't. 
Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't — if  spared,  they  won't. 

7  A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation, 

And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  ranged  ; 
Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station  : 

Poor  creatures  !  their  good  looks  were  sadly  changed. 
All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation. 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estranged ; 
The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd — 
Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 

8  Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  full, 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope  and  health, 
Yet  I  must  own,  he  looked  a  little  dull. 

And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  stealth  ; 
Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 

His  spirit  down  :  and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 
A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartars, 

9  Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic  ;  ne'ertheless, 

Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene  : 
His  figure,  and  the  splendor  of  his  dress, 

Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen, 
Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 

He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien  ; 
And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  handsome, 
And  then — they  calculated  on  his  ransom. 

10  Like  a  backgammon  board  the  place  was  dotted 

With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groupes  on  shore  for  sale, 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted  : 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale. 

It  chanced  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty  rather  stout  and  hale. 

With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye. 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  choose  to  buy. 


2T8  DON  JUAN. 

1 1  He  had  an  English  look  ;  that  is  was  square 

In  make,  of  a  complexion,  white  and  ruddy, 
Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair, 

And  it  might  be  from  thonsflit,  or  toil,  or  study, 
An  open  brow  a  little  mark'd  with  care  : 

One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody  ; 
And  there  he  stood  with  such  sangfroid  that  greater 
Could  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a  mere  spectator. 

12  But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad 

Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weighed  down  by  a  doom  which  had 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  show, 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  woe, 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worse 
Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 

13  "  My  boy  !"  said  he,  "  amidst  this  motley  crew 

"  Of  Georgians,  Russians,  Nubians,  and  what  not, 
"  All  ragamuffins  differing  but  in  hue, 

"  With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot, 
"  The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you, 

^*  So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought ; 
"  If  I  could  yield  you  any  consolation, 
"  'Twould  give  me  pleasure. — Pray,  what  is  your  nation  ?" 

14  When  Juan  answered  "Spanish  I"  he  replied, 

"  I  thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek, 
"  Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed  : 

"  Fortune  has  played  you  here  a  pretty  freak, 
"But  that's  her  way  with  all  men  fill  they're  tried  ; 

"  But  never  mind,--she']l  turn,  perhaps,  next  week  j 
"  She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  you, 
"  Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new." 

15  "  Pray,  Sir,"  said  Juan,  *'  if  I  may  presume, 

"  f I  fiat  brought  you  here  I" — "  Oh  I  nothing  very  rare  ; 
"  Six  Tartars  and  a  dragchain "-  "  To  this  doom 

"  But  what  conducted,  if  the  question  's  fair, 
"  Is  that  which  I  would  learn." — "  I  served  for  some 

"  Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there, 
"  And  taking  lately,  by  Suwarrow's  bidding, 
"  A  town,  was  ta'en  myself  instead  of  Widdin." 

16  "  Have  you  no  friends  ?" — "  I  had — but  by  God's  blessing 

"  Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately.     Now 
^'  I  have  answer'd  all  your  questions  without  pressing 
"  And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show." 


DON  JUAN.  279 

*' Alas  !'*  said  Juan,  "  't  were  a  tale  distressing, 
*'  And  long  besides." — "  Oh  !  il"  ^tis  really  so, 

*'  You're  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongue  ; 
"  A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  His  long. 

17  "  But  droop  not :  Fortune  at  your  time  of  life, 

"  Although  a  female  moderately  fickle, 
*'  Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she's  not  your  wife)     / 

^'  For  any  length  of  days  in  such  a  pickle.  '^^ 

"  To  strive  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 

"  As  if  the  corn-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle  t 
"  Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
"  The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men." 

18  ''  'Tis  not,"  said  Juan,  *'  for  my  present  doom 

*'  I  mourn,  but  for  the  past ; — I  loved  a  maid  :" 
He  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom  ; 

A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
A  moment,  and  then  dropped  ;  "  but  to  resume, 

"  'Tis  not  my  present  lot,  as  I  have  said, 
"  ^yhich  I  deplore  so  much  ;  for  I  have  borne 
"  Hardships  which  have  the  hardiest  overworn, 

19  "On  the  rough  deep.    But  this  last  blow,"  and  here 

He  stopped  again,  and  turn'd  away  his  face. 
"  Ay,"  quoth  his  friend,  "  I  thought  it  would  appear 

*'  That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case ; 
"And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear, 

"  Such  as  I  too  would  shed  if  in  your  place : 
"  I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day, 
"  And  also  when  my  second  ran  away  : 

[round  ; 

20  "  My  tliird "  — "  Your  third  ?"  quoth  Juan,  turning 

"  You  scarcely  can  be  thirty  ;  have  you  three  !" 
"  No — only  two  at  present  above  ground  ; 

"  Surely  'tis  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
"  One  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound  !" 

"  Well,  then,  your  third,"  said  Juan  ;  "  what  did  she  ? 
"  She  did  not  run  awaj',  too,  did  she,  sir  !" 
"No,  faith."—"  What  then  ?"— "  I  ran  away  from  her." 

21  '<  You  take  things  coolly,  sir,"  said  Juan.     "  Why," 

"  Replied  the  other,  "  what  can  a  man  do  ? 
"  There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky, 

"  But  mine  have  vanish'd.     All,  when  life  is  new, 
"Commence  with  warm  feelings  and  prospects  high  ; 

"But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue, 
"  And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 
"  Casts  ofl"  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake. 
VOL.  II.  2  B 


280  DON  J  CANT. 

22  "  'Tis  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh, 

"  Or  fresher,  brighter,  but  the  j-ear  gone  through, 
"  This  skin  must  go  the  way  too  of  all  flesh, 

''  Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two  ; — 
"  Love's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh  ; 

"Ambition,  Avarice,  Vengeance,  Glory, glue 
"  The  glittering  lime-lwigs  of  our  latter  days, 
"  Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise." 

23  "All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true,"  ' 

Said  Juan ;  *'  but  I  really  don't  see  how 
"  It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you." 

"  No  :"  quoth  the  other  ;  "  yet  you  will  allow 
"  By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view, 

"  Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd  ;  for  instance,  now, 
*'  We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 

"  May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters." 

24  "  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  trj' 

"  Their  present  lessons  on  our  Pagan  friends  here." 
Said  Juan — swallowing  a  heart-burning  sigh  : 

"  Heaven  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune  sends  here  ; 
"  Perhaps  we  may  be  one  day,  by  and  by," 

"  Rejoined  the  other,  "  when  our  bad  luck  mends  here  ; 
"Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  usX 
"  I  wish  to  G — d  that  somebody  would  buy  us  ! 

25  "But  after  all,  what  is  our  present  state  ? 

"  'Tis  bad,  and  may  be  better — all  men's  lot ; 
"  Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great, 

"To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  not ; 
"  Society  itself,  which  should  create 

"  Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 
"  To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
"  Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart.'^ 

26  Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  the  third  sex  stept  up,  and  peering  over 
The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks  and  age, 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage  : 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 
Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broad-cloth  by  a  tailor, 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailor, 

27  As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

?Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow  creatures; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous;  some  by  features 
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Are  brought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader, 

Some  by  a  place — as  tend  their  years  or  natures 
The  most  by  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

2h  The  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o'er  with  care, 
Turn'd  to  the  merchant,  and  began  to  bid 

First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair  ! 

They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore  too — so  they  did  I 

As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  Christian  fair 
Cbeapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid  ; 

So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 

For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

29  At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 
And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 

Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling- 
Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand, 

And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 
Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann'd, 

And  then  the  merchant  giving  change,  and  signing 

Receipt  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

HO  I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good  ! 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion  ! 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude, 
And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question,  ^ 

I  About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should  \ 

*-     Sell  flesh  and  blood.     When  dinner  has  opprest  one,  ^ 
J  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty- four. 

.31   Voltaire  says  "No;"  he  tells  you  that  Candida 

Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals; 
He's  wrong — unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed, 

Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels, 
Unless  he's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he's  freed 

From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 
Of  food,  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 
Animon's  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father) 

32  I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two, 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled  ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout, 
And  fish,  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd, 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  ? 
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33  The  oilier  evening  ('twas  on  Friday  last)— 

This  is  a  fact  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast, 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot — 'twas  eight  o'clock  scarce  past — 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able,  (3) 
I  found  the  military  commandant 
Stretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

34  Poor  fellow  !  for  some  reason,  surely  bad. 

They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs ;  and  left  him  there 
To  perish  on  the  pavement  :  so  I  had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair, 
And  strippM  and  look'd  to. But  why  sliould  I  ado 

More  circumstances  ?  vain  was  every  care  ; 
The  man  was  gone  :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Killed  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-barrel.  (4) 

35  I  gazed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

And  though  I  have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befell,  [liver. 

So  calm  ;  though  pierced  through  stomach,  heart,  and 
Heseem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 

(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead  : 
So  as  I  gazed  on  him,  I  thought  or  said — 

26  '<  Can  this  be  death  !  then  what  is  life  or  death 

"Speak! ''but  he  spoke  not:  "wake  !"  but  still  he  slept — 

"  But  yesterday  and  who  had  mightier  breath  ! 
"  A  thousand  warriors  by  his  Mord  were  kept 

"In  awe  ;  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

"  '  Go,'  and  he  goeth  ;  '  come,'  and  forth  he  stepp'd. 

"  The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dum — 

"  And  now  noight  left  him  but  the  muffled  drum." 

37  And  they  who  waited  once  and  worshipp'd — they 

With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the  bed 
To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commanding  clay 
/"~"      Which  for  the  last  though  not  the  first  time  bled  : 
■       And  such  an  end  !  that  though  he  who  many  a  day 
f  Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fled, — 

The  foremost  in  the  charge,  or  in  the  sally, 
Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 

38  The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his  new, 

Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  him  fame  ; 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view 

But  let  me  quit  the  theme  j  as  such  things  claim 
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Perhaps  even  more  qitention  than  is  due 

From  me  :/l  gazea\as  oi't  I  have  gazed  the  same) 
ffo  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death 
Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  faith  5 

39  But  it  was  all  a  mystery.     Here  we  are, 

And  there  we  go : — butw/ie^-Q^hve  bits  of  lead. 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far  !  ^ 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  formed  but  to  be  shed  ?     '\ 
Can  every  element  our  elements  mar  !  I 

And  air — earth — water—  fire  live — and  w-e  dead  ?  V 
fVe,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things?  No  more  ;  I 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before.  \ 

40  The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 

Bore  off  his  bargain  to  a  gilded  boat, 
EmbarkM  himself  and  iheni,  and  off  they  went  thence 

As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float ; 
They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence. 

Wondering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was  brought 
Up  In  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 
O'ertopp'd  with  cypresses,  dark  green  and  tall. 

41  Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 

Of  a  small  iron  door,  ^twas  opened,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket 

Flank'd  by  large  groves,  which  tower'd  on  either  hand 
They  almost  lust  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it — 

For  night  wjis  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunuch  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row'd  oil",  leaving  them  without  a  word. 

42  As  they  were  ploikling  on  their  winding  way. 

Through  orange  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth  : 
(Of  which  I  might  have  a  good  deal  to  say. 

Their  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  "etcetera," 

But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Their  while  to  rear,  whole  hotbeils  in  t/ich'  works 
Because  one  poet  travell'd  'mongst  the  Turks; : 

43  As  they  were  threading  on  (heir  way,  there  came 

Into  Don  Juan's  head  a  thought,  which  he 
Whisper'd  to  his  companion  : — 'twas  the  same 

Which  might  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me.       . 
"  Methinks,"  said  he, — "  it  would  be  no  great  shame/ 

"  If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free 
"'  Let's  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head, 
*'  And  march  away — 'twere  easier  done  than  said. 

2B  2 


hame/ 


284  DON  JUAN. 

44  "  Yes,"  said  the  other,  "  and  when  done,  what  then 

"  How  get  out  ?  how  the  devil  got  we  in  ? 
"  And  when  we  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 

"From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved  our  skin, 
"  To-morrow'd  see  us  in  some  other  den, 

"  And  worse  ofl'than  we  hitherto  have  been  ; 
"  Besides,  I'm  bunojry,  and  just  now  would  take, 
"  Like  Esau,  for  my  birth-right  a  beef-steak. 

45  "  We  must  be  near  some  place  of  man's  abode  j — 

"  For  the  old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping, 
"  With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road. 

"  Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  have  not  been  sleeping; 
"  A  single  cry  would  bring  them  all  abroad  : 

"  'Tis  therefore  better  looking  before  leaping — 
"  And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through, 
"  By  Jove,  a  noble  palace  .'—lighted  too." 

40  It  was  indeed  a  wide  extensive  building 

Which  open'do  n  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 

There  seem'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 
And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 

A  gaudy  taste  ;  for  they  are  little  skill'd  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font : 

Each  villa  on  the  Bosphoros  looks  a  screen 

New  p^intec!,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

47  And  nearer  as  they  came,  a  genial  savour 

Of  certain  stews,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaus, 

Things  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favour, 
Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 

And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behaviour  : 
His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause. 

Said  "  In  Heaven's  name  let's  get  some  supper  now, 

"  And  then  I'm  with  you,  if  jou're  for  a  row." 


48  Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  uas&lon. 

Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  USflSC"  5 
The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion. 

For  reason  thinks  all  reasQ.ftiiig  out  oP^^sgn. 
Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on. 

But  more  or  less  continue  still  to  tease  on. 
With  arguments  according  to  their  "  Forte," 
But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short. — 

49  But  I  digress,  of  all  appeals, -^although 

I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  f-tittery,  threats,  a  shilling,— no 
Method's  most  sure  at  moments  to  take  hoI-1 
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Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  eyeryday  behold, 
Than  that  all-soiteiiing,  over-powering  knell, 
the  tocsin  of  the  soul— the  dinner  bell. 

50  Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine  ; 

And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 
No  christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 

Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared. 
Yet  smelt  roast  meat,  beheld  a  huge  fire  shine, 

And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms  bared. 
And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
AVith  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

51  And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 

They  foliow'd  close  behind  their  sable  guide, 
Who  little  thought  that  his  own  crack'd  existence 

Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside  : 
He  motion 'd  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance, 

And  knocking  at  the  gate,  'twas  open'd  wide. 
And  a  magnificent  large  hall  display'd 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

52  I  won't  describe ;  description  is  my  forte, 

But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 
His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court. 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise- 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport ; 

While  Nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways. 
Resigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide  books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustrations. 

53  Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some  squatted 

Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess  ; 
Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own  dresfs, 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 

With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  less  j 
And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  rum.  (5) 

54  As  the  black  enuch  enter'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  Infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  from  their  pace  ; 

But  those  who  sate,  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise  : 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 

Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price ; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station, 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 
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55  He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  stopping, 

On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms, 
Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where  dropping,  (6) 

A  marble  fountain  echoes  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where  popping 

Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  her  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice, 
As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 

56  Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walls 

Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 
But  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  halls 

In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array  ; 
Perhaps  there  's  nothing — I'll  not  say  appals. 

But  saddens  more  by  night  a  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole. 

57  Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing  : 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore. 
There  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  lull  growth  in 

The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore ; 
But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modern  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, 
A  kind  of  death  comes  o'er  us  all  alone. 
Seeing  what 's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

58  A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night, 

A  book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite, 

Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pass  ; 
Though  certes  by  no  means  so  grand  a  sight 

As  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 
I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solelj'. 
And  that 's  the  reason  I'm  so  melancholy. 

59  Alas!  man  makes  the  great  which  makes  him  littl^: 

t  grant  you  in  a  church  ^tis  very  well: 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle. 

But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  fit  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  worse — mankind,  since  Adam  fell 
Methinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  them  this  much  better  than  I  'm  able.       , 

do  Babel  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 

A  town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 
Where  Nabuchadonosor,  king  of  men, 
Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  grazing, 
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And  Daniel  tiimed  the  lions  in  their  den, 

The  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising; 
'Twas  famous,  too,  ibr  Thisbe  and  for  Pyramus, 
And  the  calumniated  Queen  Serairamis. 

61  •  •  *  •  • 

62  But  to  resume, — should  there  be  (what  may  not 

Be  in  these  days  ?)  some  infidels,  who  don't, 
Because  they  can't,  find  out  the  very  spot 

Ui  that  yame  Babel,  or  because  they  won't, 
(Though  Claudius  Rich,  Esquire,  some  bricks  has  got 

And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  't) 
Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 
Must  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not  you. 

63  Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  exprest 

Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 

Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly  ; 
We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end  at  last : 

A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy. 
And  "  Et  sepulchri  immemor  struis  domos'' 
Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  entomb  us. 

61  At  last  they  reach'd  a  quarter  most  retired  ; 

Vv'here  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  slumber ; 
Though  full  of  all  things  which  could  be  desired, 

One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  such  u  number 
Of  articles  which  nobody  required  ; 

Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment, 
Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what  art  meant. 

65  Itseem'd,  however,  but  to  open  on 

A  range  or  suit  of  further  chambers,  which 
Might  lead  to  heaven  knows  where  ;  but  in  this  one 

The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich  : 
Sofas  'twas  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon, 

So  costly  were  they  ;  carpets  every  stitch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  you  wish 
You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 

66  The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deigning 

A  glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  slaves  in  wonder, 
Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining, 

As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  w;i<  under 
With  all  its  stars  ;  and  with  a  stretch  attaining 

A  certain  press  or  cupboard  niched  in  yonder 
In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  see  — 
Or  if  you  don't  the  fault  is  not  in  me. 
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6T  I  wish  to  be  perspicuous  ;  and  the  black, 
I  say,  unlocking  the  recess,  pulPd  forth 

A  quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whatever  his  worth  ; 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack— 
And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  dearth. 

He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought 

Most  proper  for  the  Christains  he  had  bought. 

68  The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 

Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 
A  candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  reach, 

And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  burst 
But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech  ; 

A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  been  nurst, 
Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy  ; 
In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  Turkish  Dandy. 

69  While  be  was  dressing,  Baba,  their  black  friend, 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 
Might  probably  obtain  both  in  the  end, 

If  they  would  but  pursue  the  proper  way 
Which  Fortune  plainly  seem'd  to  recommend  ; 
And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 
J™     "  'Twould  greatly  tend  to  better  their  condition, 
j[       "  Tf  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision. 

70  "  For  his  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 

**  To  see  them  true  believers,  but  no  less 
"  Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice.'^ 

The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodness,  in  thus  leaving  them  a  voice 

In  such  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
"  Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 
''  Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polish'd  nation. 

71  "  For  his  own  share — he  saw  but  small  objection, 

"  To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite  ; 
''  And,  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  refectioji, 

"  For  which  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
"  He  doubted  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 

"  Would  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite." 

{"  V/ill  it  ?"  said  Juan,  sharply  ;  "  Strike  me  dead, 
"But  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head  ! 

72  "  Cut  off  a  thousand  heads,  before " — "  Now  pray, 

Replied  the  other,  "  do  not  interrupt  : 
"  You  put  me  out  in  what  I  had  to  say. 
''  Sir  .'—as  I  said,  as  soon  as  1  have  supt, 
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I  shall  perpend  if  jour  proposal  may 
Be  such  as  I  can  properly  accept ; 
Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free-will. 

73  Baba  eyed  Juan,  and  said  "  Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself,  and  pointed  out  a  suit 

In  which  a  princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
Array  her  limbs  ;  but  Juan  standing  mute, 

As  not  being  in  a  masquerading  mood, 

Gave  it  a  slight  kick  with  his  christian  foot; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  "  Get  ready," 

Replied,  "  Old  gentleman,  I'm  not  a  lady." 

74  "  "What  you  may  be,  J  neither  know  nor  care," 
Said  Baba  ;  "  but  pray  do  as  I  desire  : 

I  have  no  more  time  nor  many  words  to  spare." 
"  At  least,"  said  Juan,  "  sure  I  may  inquire 

The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty  ?" — "  Forbear," 
Said  Baba,  "  to  be  curious  ;  'twill  transpire. 

No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season  ; 

I  have  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 

85  "  Then  if  I  do,"  said  Juan,  "  I'll  be "  "  Hold, 

Replied  the  negro,  "  pray  be  not  provoking ; 

This  spirit's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold. 
And  you  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking." 

"  What,  sir,"  said  Juan,  "  shall  it  e'er  be  told 
iThat  I  unsex'd  my  dress  ?"  but  Baba  stroking 

The  things  down,  said—"  Incense  me,  and  I  call 

Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 


A  woman's,  true  ;  but  then  there  is  a  cause        [loathes 
Why  you  should  wear  them." — "  What  though  my  soul 

The  effeminate  garb  ?'' — thus,  after  a  short  pause, 
Sigh'd  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 

"  What  the  devil  shall  I  do  with  all  this  gauze  ?" 
Thus  he  profanely  term'd  the  finest  lace 
Which  e'er  set  oil"  a  marriage-morning  lace. 

77  And  then  he  swore  ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  slipp'd 
A  pair  of  trowsers  of  flesh-colour'd  silk. 
Next  with  a  virgin  zone  he  was  equipp'd, 

Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white  as  milk  ; 
But  tugging  on  his  petticoat  he  tripp'd. 

Which — as  we  say— or  as  the  Scotch  say,  wldlk 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this  ;  sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes.) 
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7S  Wliilk,  which  (or  what  you  please),  was  owing  to 
His  garment's  novelty,  and  his  being  awkward  ; 

And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward : 

The  negro  Baba  help'd  a  little  too, 

^Vhen  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard  ; 

And,  wrestlina:  both  his  arms  into  a  gown, 

He  paused  and  took  a  sun-ey  up  and  down. 

79  One  difficidty  still  remain'd — his  hair 

Was  hardly  long  enough  ;  but  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tre.sses  all  to  snare. 

That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely  crowned, 
After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  there  ; 

And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  ensemble  of  his  toilet. 
While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it. 

80  And  now  being  femininely  all  array'd 

With  some  small  aid  from  scissars,  paint,  and  tweezers. 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maid, 

And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  *'  You  see,  sirs, 
A  perfect  transformation  here  displa)-ed  ; 

And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with  me,  sirs. 
That  is,  the  lady  ;''  clapping  his  hands  twice. 
Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 

"  You  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 
"  Will  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 

To  supper  ;  but  you,  wortliy  christian  nun. 
Will  follow  me  ;  no  triiiing,  sir  ;  for  when 

I  say  a  thing,  it  must  a!  once  be  done. 

What  fear  you  ?    think  you  this  a  lien's  den  ? 

Why,  'tis  a  palace,  where  the  truly  wise 

Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 
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82  '^  You  fool !    I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm." 
<'  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  "  for  them  ; 

Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm. 
Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 

I  yield  tl;us  far  ;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm 
ii  any  take  me  for  that  which  I  seem  : 

So  that  1  trust,  for  ever>-  body's  sake, 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake." 

84  "Blockhead,  come  on,  and  see,"  quoth  Baba  ;  while 
Don  Juan,  turningto  his  comrade,  who 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  a  smile 
Upon  the  metamorphosis  in  view, 
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"  Farewell !"  they  mutually  exclaimed ;  "  this  soil 
"  Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new ; 

"One's  turn'd  half  Musselman,  and  one  a  maid, 
"  By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid. 

84  "  Farewell  !"  said  Juan  ;  "  should  we  meet  no  more 

"  I  wish  you  a  good  appetite."-  ""  Farewell !" 
Replied  the  other  :  "  though  it  grieves  me  more  : 

"  When  we  next  meet,  we'll  have  a  tale  to  tell : 
*'  We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore, 

"  Keep  your  good  name ;  tho'  Eve  herself  once  fell." 
"  Nay,"  quoth  the  maid,  *'the  Sultan's  self  shan't  carry  me, 
*'  Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me." 

85  And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors  ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward  room  by  room 
Through  glittering  galleries,  and  o'er  marble  floors 

Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom, 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  towers  ; 

And  wafted  far  arose  a  rich  perfume  : 
It  seem'd  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shrine, 
For  all  was  vast,  still  fragrant  and  divine. 

S6  The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and  high, 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carved  in  curious  guise  ; 

Warriors  thereon  were  battling  furiously. 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  here  the  vanquish'd  lies  ; 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  flies  : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 

Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantine. 

87  This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 

Of  a  huge  hall,  und  on  its  either  side 
Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppose 

Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 

O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride  : 
The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  features,  (7) 
You  never  thought  about  these  little  creatures. 

88  Until  you  nearly  (rod  on  them  and  then 

You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
Tne  wondrous  hideousness  of  these  small  men 

Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  grey, 
But  an  extraneous  niixture,  which  no  pen 

C«i  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may  ; 
They  were  misshapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb — 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 
VOL.  II.  2  C 
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%9  Their  duty  was  — for  they  were  stroiig,  and  though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  Ht  times 

To  ope  this  door  which  they  could  really  do, 
The  hinges  being  <is  smooth  as  Rogers'  rhymes, 

And  now  and  then  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow. 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes, 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat ; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 

90  They  spoke  by  signs — that  is,  not  spoke  at  all  j 

And  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 

To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds :  it  scared 
Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small 

With  shrinking  seri>ent  optics  on  him  stared : 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 
Or  fascinate  whomever  they  fix'd  their  eyes  on, 

91  Before  they  enter'd,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide  ; 
"  If  you  could  just  contrive,"  he  said,  "  to  stint 

"  That  somewhat  naanly  majesty  of  stride, 
"  ' Twould  be  as  well,  and— (though  there's  not  much  in't) 

"  To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side, 
"  Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 
"  And  also  could  you  look  a  little  modest. 

92  "  'Twould  be  convenient ;  for  these  mutes  have  eyes 

<•'  Like  needles,  which  may  pierce  those  petticoats 
"  And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise, 

'<  You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  floats, 
"  And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 

"  To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
"  Stitch'd  up  in  sacks— a  mode  of  navigation, 
"A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion." 

93  With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 

Into  a  room  still  nobler  than  the  last ; 
A  rich  confusion  form'd  a  disarray 

In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 
Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away. 

Object  on  object  flash'd  so  bright  and  fast, 
A  dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  glitter, 
P>Iagnificently  mingled  in  a  litter. 

94  Wealth  had  done  wonders — taste  not  much ;  iuch  things 

Occur  in  orient  places,  and  even 
In  the  more  chasten 'd  domes  of  western  kings 
(Of  which  I  have  also  seen  some  six  or  seven) 
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Where  I  can't  say  or  gold,  or  diamond  flings 
Mucli  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven  ; 
(Jroups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  pictures 
On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

9.J  \ii  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy  and  there  reclined 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queenly  way, 

A  lady  :   Baba  stopp'd,  and  kneeling  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who  though  not  much  used  to  pra)', 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  mind 
What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bowed  and  bended, 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

PG  The  lady  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  Irom  the  wave,  on  them', 

Bent  like  an  antelope  the  Paphian  pair 

Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem, 

And  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair. 
She  sign'd  to  Buba,  who  first  kissM  the  henr 

Of  her  deep  purple  robe,  and  speaking  low. 

Pointed  to  Juaa  who  remain'd  below. 

97  Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state  : 

Her  beauty  of  that  o'erpow'ring  kind, 
Whose  force  description  only  would  abate  : 

I'd' rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 

Of  forms  and  features  ;  it  would  strike  yon  blind 
Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail ; 
So,  luckily  for  both  my  phrases  fail. 

98  This  much  hovvever  I  may  add — her  years 

Were  ripe,  they  might  make  six-and-twenty  springs 
But  there  are  forms  wliich  Time  to  touch  forbears 

And  turns  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things, 
Such  as  was  Mary's  Queen  of  Scots;  true — teajrs 

And  love  destroy  ;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 

Charms  from  the  charmer,  yet  some  never  grow 
Ugly  j  for  instance — Ninon  de  PEnclos.  ' 

69  She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
Composed  a  choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a  dozen, 

And  were  all  clad  alike  ;  like  Juan,  too, 
Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen  ; 

They  form'd  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew, 

Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  "  cousin'* 
As  far  us  outward  show  nuiy  correspond : 

I  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 
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100  They  bowM  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 
But  not  by  the  sane  door  through  which  came  in 

Babaand  Juan,  wlsich  hist  stood  admiring, 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise ;  lor  both  or  none  things  win  ; 

And  I  must  say,  1  ne'er  could  see  the  very 

Great  happiness  of  the  "  Nil  Admirari.'^ 

101  "  Not  to  admire  is  all  the  art  I  know 
C     '^'  (Plainftruth,  dear  Murray,  needsfew  flowers  of  speech) 

**To  make  men  happy  or  to  keep  them  so  ; 

"(So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech)." 
Thus  Horace  wrote  Me  all  know  long  ago  ; 

And  thus  Pope  quotes  the  precept  to  re-teach 
From  his  translation  ;  but  had  none  admired, 
Would  Pope  have  sung  or  Horace  been  inspired ! 

102  Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

Motion 'd  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
A  second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down, 

And  kiss  the  lady's  foot ;  w^hich  maxim  when 
He  heard  repeated,  Juan  with  a  frown 

Drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 
And  said,  "  It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
**  To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope." 

103  Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride. 

Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 
He  mutter'd  (but  the  hist  was  given  aside). 

About  a  boM'-string — quite  in  vain  ;  not  5-et 
Would  Juan  stoop,  though  'twere  to  Mahomet's  bride  ; 

There  's  nothing  in  the  worhl  like  etiquette 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls. 
As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

104  He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 

About  his  ears,  and  uathless  would  not  bend  ; 
A>  /      The  blood  of  all  his  line's  Castilian  lords 
■*       >  Boil'd  in  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 

V*<;'      To  stain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 

A  thousand  limes  of  him  had  made  an  end  ; 
At  length  perceiving  the  "fooV  could  not  stand, 
Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 

105  Here  was  an  honorable  compromise, 

;.  A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest. 

Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceful  guise  ; 
>^       And  Juan  now  his  willingness  exprest 
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To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 

Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  best, 
For  through  the  South,  the  custom  still  commands, 
The  gentlemen  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

106  And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad  grace. 

Though  on  more  thorough-bred  (8)  or  fairer  fingers 
No  lips  e'er  left  their  transitory  trace  : 

On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers 
And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace. 

As  you  will  see,  if  she  you  love  shall  bring  her's 
In  contract;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 
An  alnoost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

107  The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  in  style, 
As  if  well-used  to  the  retreating  trade  ; 

And  taking  bints  in  good  part  all  the  while. 
He  whisper 'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid, 

And  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile. 
Took  leave  with  such  a  lace  of  satisfaction. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  action. 

lOS  When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change  :        ^^ 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought, 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumult  strange, 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought, 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 

The  verge  of  Heaven  ;  and  in  her  large  eyes  wrought  '  ♦ 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd, 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

109  Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex,  "V., 

/"Tier  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil,  '• 

/When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evUjJ 
The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specks 

Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil  ;  'f 

Yet  somehow,  there  was  something  somewhere  wanting,      \ 
As  if  she  rather  order'' dihsin  was  granting. —  \ 

ilO  Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain 
Was  thrown  as  'twere  about  the  neck  of  you,—  ■ 

And  rapture's  sell  will  s^eeni  almost  a  pain 
With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view  : 

Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  'tis  in  vain 
We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey —    > 
The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way.  '|j 

2  C  2 
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111  Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  ver}^  nod  was  not  an  inclination  ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet, 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  their  station, 
They  trod  as  upon  necks  ;  and  to  complete 

Her  state  (it  is  the  custom  of  the  nation, 
A  poinard  declc'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride,  (thank  Heaven,  not  mine.) 

112  "  To  hear  and  to  obey'^  had  been  from  birth 

The  law  of  all  around  her  to  fulfil 
All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth. 

Had  been  her  slaves'  chief  pleasure,  and  her  will ; 
Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of  earth  : 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  still ; 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christian,  I've  a  notion 
Vre  should  have  found  out  the  "  perpetual  motion^' 

113  Whate'er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ; 

Whate'er  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen  with  diligence  was  sought, 

And  when  'twas  found  straightway  the  bargain  closed 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  face. 

114  Juaii+Jhe  latest  of  her  whims,  jiad  caught 

Her  eve  in  pas.;uig^rriKs*wav  to  sale  ; 
She  order'd  himdirec1Ty'to^I)'rb-6u'^^^ 
<i^  And  Baba,  who  had  ne'er  been  known  to  fail, 

j        In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought, 
/  Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal : 

I  S'le  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had  ;  and  this 

Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 

115  His  youth  and  featiires  favor'd  the  disguise' 

And  should  he  a.^k,  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride. 
Could  risk  or  compass  such  strance  phantices. 

This  1  must  leave  sultanas  to  decide, 
Em[)erors  are  onh-  husbands  in  wives'  eyes, 

And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mj'stified. 
As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision. 
Seme  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

116  But  to  the  main  ^ioint,  where  we  have  been  tendings- 
)  She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past, 

<^'  And  deem'd  herself  extremely  condescending 

When  being  made  her  property  at  last, 
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Without  more  preface,  in  lier  blue  eyes  blending  ? 

Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast,  / 

And  merely  saying,  "  Christ]cUju.3nst  t^^^^      love  ?"      \ 

Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enoiigH  (6'rK^-e.''  J 

117  And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place  : 

But  JiJjilU-JKliah'i'l  "^^ill  lii^  mi'id  o^^rflmving 
\YittLHttyai^§isk 'iii^l  -^"^^  Touian  face,"     '"  ^ 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  lace  was  glowing, 
Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  filTd  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snow-drops  blowing, 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab-spears, 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

118  S^e  y^as  a-good  deal  shocked  ;  not  shock'd  at  tears, 

For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking  ; 
But  there  is  samelbmg  when  man's  eye  appears 

"Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking  : 
A  woman's  tear-drop  melts,  a  man's  half  sears, 

Like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  trust  a  pike  in 
His  heart  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 
To  them  'tis  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 

119  And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew  not  how  j 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  ^twas  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,   although 

There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 

120  But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil. 

And,  when  a  strong-  although  a  strange  sensalion^j 
Moves— female  hearts  are  such  a  genial  soil 

For  kinder  feelings,  whatso'er  their  nation. 
They  naturally  pour  the  "  wine  and  oil," 

Samaratins  in  every  situation  ; 
And  thus  Gulleyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why 
Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

1^1    But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else  ;  and  soon 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 

To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  "  he  had  loved," 

CallM  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone  "^7 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved ;     \ 

And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 

Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 
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122  GuUeyaz'  for  the  first  time  in  her  days, 

Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 

In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  praise  j 
And  as  she  also  rislc'd  her  life  to  get 

Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  ways 
Into  a  comfortable  tete-a-tete. 

To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  martyr 

And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

123  I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 
To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  ease. 

That  is  to  say — in  a  meridian  clime, 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  case. 

But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime  : 
So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 

Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration — 

A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

124  Juan's  was  good  ;  and  might  have  been  still  better, 

But  he  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head : 
7     However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her, 

Which  made  him  seem  exceeduigly  ill  bred. 
Gulleyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor, 

For  having  had  him  to  her  palace  led, 
Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  ihen 
Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back  again. 

125  At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 

Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes, 
Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 

Look'd  into  his  for  love  where  none  replies  : 
Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid, 
That  being  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman  tries  ; 
C     She  rose,  and  iiausing  one  chtiste  moment,  threw 
T      Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 

126  This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  found. 

But  he  was  steel'd.  hy  sorrpw_,,wratbj.  aj^jjtjuiuk.; 
I  With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  unbound, 

And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side. 
Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 
I     And  looking  coldly  in  her  lace^  he  cried,. 
I "  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 
i"  Serve  a  sultana's  sensual  phantasy. 

127  "  Thou  ask'st,  if  I  can  love  ?  be  this  the  proof 

"  How  much  I  /mve  loved— that  I  love  not  t/iee  ! 
"  In  this  vile  gaib,  the  distaff's  web  and  woof 
"  Were  fitter  for  me  i  Love  is  for  the  free  ! 
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"  f  am  not  dazzled  by  this  splendid  roof.  j 

"  Wbate'er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  be,  / 
"  Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  u  throne> 
"  And  hands  obey— our  hearts  are  still  our  own." 

.y 

128  This  was  a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite, 

Not  so  to  her,  who  ne'eri}aiJ[,.il£ai:d.Sl}Cl;i.tki^^^ 
She  deem'd  lier  least  command  must  yield  delight, 

Earth  being  only  made  lor  queens  and  kings. 
If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 

She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings  s 

Legitimacy  its  born  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 

129  Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair' 

As  even  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 
A  kingdom  or  confusion  any  where. 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 
Some  stress  upon  those  charms,  which  seldom  are 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ; 
She  thought  hers  gave  a  double  "  right  divine,'^ 
And  half  of  that  opinion's  also  mine. 

130  Remember,  or  (if  you  can  not)  imagine, 

Ye,  who  have  kept  your  chastity  when  young, 
While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging 

Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stung 
By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging  ! 

Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 
On  such  a  subject;  then  suppose  the  face 
Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  this  case. 

131  Suppose,  but  you  already  have  supposed, 

The  spouse  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 
Phedra,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 

Of  good  examples  ;  pity  that  so  few  by 
Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed, 

To  educate — ye  youth  of  Europe — you  by  ! 
But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know, 
You  can't  suppose  Gulleyaz'  angr>'  brow, 

132  A  tigress,  robb'd  of  young,  a  lioness,  > 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey,  ( 

Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress  t 

Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way  ;     J 
But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with  less, 

These  don't  express  one  half  what  I  should  say. 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many, 
To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any  ? 
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133  The  love  of  offspring  's  nature's  general  law, 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings ; 
There  's  nothing  whets  the  beak  or  arms  the  claw 

Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings  ; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and  chucklings. 
And  this  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Your  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 

134  If  I  said  fire  flash'd  from  Gulleyaz'  eyes, 

'Twere  nothing— for  her  eyes  flash'd  always  fire  ; 
Or  said  her  cheeks  assum'd  the  deepest  dyes, 

I  should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 
So  supernatural  was  her  passion's  rise  ; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  che£ji'Aiie«itts: 
Even  ye  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  is, 
(Enough,  God  knows  I)  would  much  fall  short  of  this. 

135  Her  rage  was  but  a  minute's,  and  'twas  well — 
^         A  moment's  more  had  slain  her  ;  but  the  while 
;•     It  lasted  'twas  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell : 

Nought 's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 
Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell. 
Like  ocean's  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle  ; 

I  And  the  deejijassions  flashing  through  her  form 
Made  her  a  beautHul  embodied  storm. 

)8d  A  vulgar  tempest  'twpre  to  a  Trj'phoon 

To  match  a  common  fury  with  ber  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon. 

Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  imniortal  page; 
Her  anger  pitch'd  into  a  lower  tune, 

Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age — 
\    Her  wish  was  but  to  "  kill,  kill,  kill,"  like  Lear's, 
1      And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench'd  in  tears. 

137  A  storm  It  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pass'd, 

Pass'd  without  words— in  fact  she  could  not  speak  ; 
And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 

A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak, 
But  now  it  flow'd  in  natural  and  fast, 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak, 

I  For  she  felt  humbled— and  bH??}iii^iQD 
Is  sometimes  good  for  peo])l£JnJierjtation. 

138  It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood, 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others, 
Although  of  clay,  are  yet  not  quite  of  mud  : 
That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothers, 
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And  works  of  the  same  potters,  bad  or  good, 

Though  not  all  born  of  the  same  sires  and  mothers  : 
It  teaches — Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teaches, 
But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

139  Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head. 

Her  second  to  cut  only  his — acquaintance  ; 
Her  third,  to  ask  liim  where  he  had  been  bred  ; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance  ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed, 

Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  to  sentence 
The  lash  to  Baba  ; — butJber_grsiJ!ijji-..Jceso»*ce 
^Vas  to  sit  down  agaiiij^an4,pj:y,,jQjL&autse. 

140  She  thought  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 

The  dagger  close  at  hand  ;  which  made  it  uwkwanl ; 
For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad, 

So  that  a  poinard  pierces  if  Mis  stuck  hard  : 
She  thought  of  killing  Juan, — but,  poor  lad  I 

Though  he  deserv'd  it  well  for  being  so  backward. 
The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 
ISIost  likely  to  attain  her  aim — his  heart. 
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141  Juan  was  moved  :  he  had  made  up  bis  mind 

To  be  impaled,  or  quarter 'd  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined, 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resign 'd  'J 

E^a.X^'t'r^i^}^  fi])J—f\cpjA  Tnh^  own  wish  :  ( 
But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  d}ing"'""'  f 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  wonuui  crying.   J' 

142  As  through  bis  palms  Bob  Acres'  valour  oozed, 

So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how  ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused  ',  — — 

And  then,  jf  matters  could  be  made  up  now ;  ^ 

And  next  bi^isaya^^^jxii^Jie*^^  ^ 

Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow,  * 

Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 
Which  mostly  ends  in^some  small  breach  of  both. 

143  So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses  ; 

But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter, 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  dandy's  dandiest  chatter. 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses  ; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  latber  biiskly  enter'd. 
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144  "  Bride  of  the  Sun  !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon  !" 

('Twas  thus  he  spake,)  "  and  empress  of  the  Earth  ! 
"  Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune, 

"  Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth, 
"  Your  slave  brings  tidings — he  hopes  not  too  scon — 

"  Whicii  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth  : 
"  The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray 
"  To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way." 

145  'Ms  it,"  exclaimed  Gulleyaz,  "as  you  say? 

"  I  wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning 
"  But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way, 

**  Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 
*' And,  christian  !  mingle  with  them  as  you  may, 

"And  as  you'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorning — " 
Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming 
Sound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  "  the  sultan  ^s  coming  !" 

146  First  came  her  damsels,  a  decorous  file, 

And  then  his  Highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  white  : 
The  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile  : 
tp   His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
W  As  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while 
\      Before  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 
For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor, 
She  was  of  course  the  favourite  of  the  four. 

147  His  highness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 

Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  eyes, 
Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court, 

His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  rise  ; 
He  was  a  good  sovereign  of  the  sort 

As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 
Of  Cantemir,  or  Knolles,  where  few  shine 
Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.  (iW^ 

145  He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his  prayers 

With  more  than  "  Oriental  scrupulosity  ;" 
He  left  to  his  vizier  all  state  aflairs, 

And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity  ; 
I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 

No  process  proved  connubial  animosity ; 
Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unseen, 
Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  christian  queen. 

149  If  now  and  then  there  happen'd  a  slight  slip, 
Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime  j 
The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 
The  sack  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  time. 
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From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip  : 

The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme  : 
No  scandals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse — 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 

150  He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was  round, 

Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square. 
Because  he  had  journey'd  fifty  miles  and  found 

No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where  ; 
His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound  : 

'Tis  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  there, 
By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours, 
But  then  they  never  came  to  "  the  Seven  Towers  j" 

151  Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  according 
To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne'er  meant 

Those  scoundrels,  who  have  never  had  a  sword  in 
Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 

Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  wording 
Their  lies,  yclep'd  despatches,  without  risk  or 
The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

152  He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  dozen  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow'd, 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  nuns 

They  lived  till  some  Bashaw  was  sent  abroad, 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once. 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  this  seems  odd, 
'Tis  true  ;  the  reason  is,  that  the  Bashaw 
Must  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

153  His  sons  were  kept  in  prison,  till  they  grew 

Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne, 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  fates  alone  : 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 

Was  princely,  as  the  prool's  have  always  shown 
So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hangM  than  crown'd. 

154  His  Majesty  saluted  his  fourth  spouse 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank. 
Who  clear'd  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth 'd  her  brows, 

As  suits  a  matron  who  has  play'd  a  prank  ; 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their  vows, 

To  save  their  credit  of  their  breaking  bank  : 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  beaten, 
VOL.  li.  2  D 
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r5  His  Highness  cast  around  his  great  black  eyes, 
J    And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 
Ijuan  amongst  the  damsels  in  disguise, 
I    At  which  he  seem'd  no  whit  surprised  nor  grieved. 
But  just  remark'd  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 

While  still  a  fluttering  sigh  Culleyaz  heaved, 
**  I  see  you've  bought  another  girl ;  'tis  pity 
"That  a  mere  christian  should  be  half  so  pretty." 

156  This  compliment,  ^vhich  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new  bought  Virgin,  made  her  blush  and  shake. 

Her  comrades,  al«o,  thought  themselves  undone  : 
Oh!  Mahomet!  that  his  Majesty  should  take 

Such  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 
Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake  ! 

There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle. 

But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

1.57  The  Turks  do  well  to  shut  —at  least,  sometimes — 

\  \        The  women  up — because  in  sad  reality, 

)  I    Their  chastity,  in  those  unhappy  climes 

i/  }        Is  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  quality, 

\  Which  in  the  north  prevents  precarious  crimes 

/  And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality  : 

I  The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice, 

\  Has  quite  the  contraiy  effect  on  vice. 

158  Thus  for  the  chronicle  ;  and  now  we  pause, 

Tliough  not  for  want  of  matter  ;  but  'tis  time, 

According  to  the  ancient  epic  laws, 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 

Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause. 
The  sixth  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime  ; 

Meanwhile,  as  Homar  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 

You'll  pardon  to  my  muse  a  few  short  naps. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  V. 

(1)  This  expression  of  Homer  has  been  much  criticised.  It 
hardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas  of  the  ocean,  but  issuffi- 
tiejitly  applicable  to  the  Hellespont,  and  the  Bosphorus,  with 
the  ^Egean  intersected  with  islands. 

(2)  "  The  Giant's  Grave"  is  a  height  on  the  Adriatic  shore 
of  the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented  by  holiday  parties:  like 
Harrow  and  Highgate. 

(4)  The  assa'.jJnation  alluded  took  place  on  the  8th  of  De- 
cember, 1820,  in  the  streets  of  R ,  not  a  hundred  paces  from 

the  residence  of  the  writer,  the  circumstances  were  as  described. 
There  was  found  close  by  him  an  old  gun  barrel,  sawn  half 
OiT:   it  had  just  been  discharged,  and  was  still  warm. 
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(5)  In  Turkey  iiolhing  is  more  common  than  for  the  Mussul- 
mans to  take  several  glasses  of  strong  spiiitsby  way  of  appetizer. 
I  liave  fieen  them  take  as  many  as  six  of  raki  before  dinner,  and 
swear  that  they  dined  the  better  for  it  :  I  tried  the  experiment, 
but  was  , like  the  Scolcbm.in,  who  having  heard  that  the  birds 
called  kittiewiaks  were  admirable  whets,  ate  six  of  them,  and 
complained  that  "he  irus  no  hungrier  tJuui\i'liea  he  hegan.^'' 

(0)  A  common  furniture. — I  recollect  being  received  liy  Ali 
Pacha  in  a  room  containing  a  marble  basin  and  fountaiji,  ckc. 

(7)  Features  of  u  gate — a  ministerial  metiipbor;  "feature 
upon  which  this  question  hinges.^' — See  the  "  Fudge  Family," 
or  hear  Castlereagi]. 

(8)  There  is  pt^rhapsnothiiig  more  distinctive  of  birth  than 
the  hand  :  it  is  almost  the  only  sign  of  blood  which  aristocracy 
can  generate. 

(9)  It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon,  in  his 
essay  on  "  Empire,"  hints  that  Solt/man  was  the  last  of  his  line  : 
on  what  authority  T  know  not.  These  are  his  words:  "The 
destruction  of  Mustapha  was  iatal  to  Solyraan's  line,  as  the  suc- 
cession of  the  Turks  iVom  Solyman  until  this  day  is  suspected  to 
be  untrue,  and  of  strange  bloody  for  that  Solyman  II.  was 
thought  to  be  suppositious."  But  Bacon,  in  his  historical  au- 
thorities, is  often  inaccurate.  I  could  give  half  a  dozen  instances 
from  his  apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  the  humour  of  criticism,  I  shall  proceed,  after  having 
ventured  upon  the  slips  of  Bacon,  to  touch  on  one  or  two  as 
trifling  in  the  edition  of  the  British  Poets,  by  the  justly  ce- 
lebrated Campbell.-  But  I  do  this  in  good  will,  and  trust  it 
win  be  so  taken, — If  any  thing  could  add  to  my  opiiiioa  of 
the  talents  and  true  feeling  of  that  gentlenfian,  it  would  bo 
his  classical,  honest,  and  triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  against/ 
the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  its  existing  Grub-street.         I 

The  inadvertencies  to  which  I  allude  are  ; 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Anstey,  whom  he  accuses  of  having 
taken  "his  leading  characters  from  Saiollett."  Anstey's  Bath 
Guide  was  published  in  II 60.  Smollett's  Humphrey  Clinker 
(the  only  work  of  Smollett's  I'rom  which  Tabitha,  (fee.  could 
have  been  taken)  was  written  during  Smollett^ s  last  residence 
at  Leghorn  in  1  TiO.—"  Jrgal,"  if  there  has  been  any  borrow- 
ing, Anstey  must  be  the  creditor,  and  not  the  debtor.  I  refer 
Mr.  Campbell  to  his  ou-n  data  his  lives  of  Smollet  and  Anstey. 

Secondly,  Mr.  Campbell  says  in  the  life  of  Cowper  (note  to 
page  358,  vol.  7)  that  he  knows  not  to  whom  Cowper  alludes 
in  these  lines : 

"  Nor  he,  who  for  the  bane  of  thousands  born, 
"Built  God  B.  church,  and  huigh'd  his  word  to  scorn." 
The  Calviidst  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  Ferney, 
vith  its  inscription,  "  Deo  erexil  Voltiiire." 
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CANTO    VI. 


"  There  is  a  tide  in  the  aflairs  of  men 
"  Which  taken  at  the  flood''  — you  know  the  rest 

And  raost  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then  ; 
At  least  we  think  so  though  but  few  have  guess'd 

The  moment  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best — 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end  : 

When  things  are  at  the  worst  they  sometimes  mend. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 

"  Which  taken  at  the  flood  leads"— God  knows  where 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  current  to  a  hair ; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 

With  its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare ; — 
Men  with  their  heads  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women  with  their  hearts,  or  Heaven  knows  what ! 

And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she.. 

Young,  beautiful,  and  daring — who  would  risk 
A  throne,  the  world,  a  universe,  to  be 

Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 
The  stars,  from  out  the  sky,  thun  not  be  free 

As  are  the  billows  when  the  breeze  is  brisk — 
Though  such  a  she's  a  devil  (if  that  there  be  one). 
Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 

Thrones,  worlds,  et  cetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  Ambition,  that  when  Passion 

O'erthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget. 
Or  at  the  least  I'orgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 

If  Anthony  be  well  remembered  yet 

'Tis  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fashion  j 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes, 

Outbalance  all  the  Caesars'  victories. 

He  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty } 

I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twenty 

For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds  are  but  a  sport — I 
Remember  when,  though  i  had  no  great  plenty 
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Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 

Gave  what  I  had — a  heart : — as  the  world  went,  I 
Gave  whai  was  worth  a  world  ;  for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

d     ^Twas  the  boy's  ^  mite,*  and  like  the  '  widow's'  may 
Perhaps  be  weighed  hereafter,  if  not  now. 
But  whether  such  things  do  or  do  not  weigh. 

All  who  have  lov'd  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.     God  is  love,  they  say, 

And  Love  's  a  God,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  Earth  was  wriuklod  by  the  sins  and  tears 
Of — but  Chronology  best  knows  the  years. 

7     We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  than  uncommon, 

For  gentlemen  mu»t  sometimes  risk  their  skin 
For  that  sad  temper,  a  luibidden  woman  : 

Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 
And  don't  at  all  agree  with  the  wise  Roman, 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious, 

\V'ho  lejit  hi.s  lauy  to  his  J'riend  Hortensius. 

•S     I  know  Gulleyaz  was  exremely  wrong  ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it, 
But  r  detest  all  fiction  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe'er  you  blame  it. 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong,  [it,) 

She  thought  that  iier  lord's  heart,  (even  could  she  claim 
Was  scarce  enough;  lor  he  had  fifty  nine 
Years,  and  a  fifteenth  hundreth  concubine. 

9  I  am  not  like  Cassio,  "an  arithmetician" 

But  by  "  the  bookish  tlieoric"  it  .appears. 
If  'tis  summed  up  with  I'eminine  precision. 

That,  adding  to  the  accouiU  his  Highness'  year;?, 
The  fair  Sultana  erred  from  inanition  ; 

For  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears. 
She  could  but  claim  the  fiiteen  hundred  part 
Of  what  should  be  monopoly — the  heart. 

10  It  is  observed  (hat  ladies  are  litigious 

Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession, 
And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  religious, 

Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the  1ran=^gression. 
With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  besiege  us. 

As  the  tribunals  show  through  many  a  session. 
When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  sliares 
In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  iole  h.irs. 
2  D  2 
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11  Now  if  this  holds  good  in  a  Christian  land, 

The  heathen  also,  though  with  lesser  latitude> 
Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand, 

And  take,  what  kings  call  "  an  imposing  attitude  ; 
And  lor  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand, 

When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingratitude; 
And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple  claims, 
The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

12  Gulleyaz  was  the  fourth,  (and  as  I  said) 

The  favorite  ;  but  what  ^s  favor  amongst  four  ? 
Polj-gamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 

Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  lore: — 
Most  wise  men  with  one  moderate  woman  wed, 

Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more  ; 
And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 
To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  "  Bed  of  Ware.^' 

13  His  Highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind, — 

So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 

To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins  the  worms. 
Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined, — 

His  Highness  gazed  upon  Gulleyaz  charms. 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover, 
( A  "  Highland  welcome  all  the  wide  world  over.) 

14  Now  here  we  should  distinguish  ;  for  howe'er 

Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that 
May  look  like  what  is  neither  here  nor  there, 

They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 
Or  rather  bonnet  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 

Trimmed  either  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 
Which  form  an  ornai-qent,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart, 

15  A  slight  blush,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 

Of  ge'itle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
JSIore  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resigned 

llalher  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknowr>, 
Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 

Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 
A  sincere  woman's  breast,  for  over  ivaryn 
Or  over  cold  annihilates  the  charm. 

16  For  over  warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than  truth  y_ 

If  true,  'tis  no  great  lease  of  its  own  fire  ; 
^or  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 

Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire, 
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Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond  in  sooth, 

And  apt  to  be  transferred  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount :  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t'other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly. 

17  That  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste, 

For  so  it  seems  to  lovers,  swift  or  slow, 
Who  fain  would  have  a  mutual  flame  contest, 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 
Even  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest. 

In  his  monastic  concubine  of  snow  ; — 
In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
Horatian,  "  Medio  tu  tutissimus  ibis." 

18  The  "  tu"  's  too  much, — but  let  it  stand — the  verse 

Requires  it,  that 's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme. 
And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters  ; 

But,  after  all,  there's  neither  tune  nor  time 
In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse, 

And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime : 
I  own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 
As  a  rule,  but  Truth  may,  if  you  translate  it. 

19  If  fair  Gulleyaz  overdid  her  part, 

I  know  not — it  succeeded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  things,  and  not  less  in  the  heart 

Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 
Self-love  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art ; 

They  lie,  we  lie,  ciU  lie,  but  love  no  less  : 
And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  Starvation, 
Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices — Propagation. 

20  We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose  ; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whate'er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  jojs  or  woes  j 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep  : 
'Tis  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

2  1  A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  son,  a  bill 

To  pay,  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 

At  a  per-centage  ;  a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 

A  favourite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he's  mounted;, 

A  bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will. 

Leaving  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  counted 

As  certain;— these  are  paltry  things,  and  yet 

I've  Ejurely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  fret. 
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22  I  am  a  philosopher;  confound  them  all! 

Bills,  beasts,  and  men,  and— no  !  7iot  womankind — 
With  one  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall, 

And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call, 

And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  is  soul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth. 
Is  more  than  1  know— the  deuce  take  them  both, 

23  So  now  all  things  are  d— n'd,  one  feels  at  ease, 

As  after  reading  Athanasius'  curse. 
Which  doth  your  true  believers  so  much  please  : 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy,  when  at  his  knees, 

'Tis  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

24  Gullejaz  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 

At  least  one  of  them  — Ob  the  heavy  night! 
When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor, 

Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
Of  the  grey  morning,  and  vainly  for 

Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite. 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  doze,  revive,  and  quake 
Lest  their  too  lawful  bed-fellow  should  wake. 

25  These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven, 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds 
Four-posted  and  silk-curtain'd,  which  are  given 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call  "  driven 

Snow."     Well!  'tis  all  hap-hazard  when  one  weds. 
Gulleyaz  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched,  if  a  peasa fit's  quean. 

26  Don  Juan  in  his  feminine  disguise, 

With  all  the  damsels  in  their  long  array, 
Had  bowed  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyes. 

And  at  the  usual  signal  ta'en  their  way 
Back  to  their  chamber,  those  long  galleries 

In  the  Seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs ;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 
Beating  for  love  as  the  caged  birds  for  air. 

27    I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrant's  wish  "  that  manl^ind  only  had 
One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce?" 
My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad, 
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And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce  ; 

It  being  (not  now,  but  only  while  a  lad) 
That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth, 
To  kiss  them  all  tit  once  from  North  to  South. 

28  Oh  enviable  Briareus  !  with  thy  hands 

And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 

In  such  proportion  ! — But  my  ]Muse  withstands 
The  giant  thought  of  being  a  Titan's  bride, 

Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  lands  ; 
So  let  us  back  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 

In  which  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 

20  He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  joined  to  their  array: 

And  though  he  certainly  run  many  risks. 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keep,  by  the  way, 

(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worse  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  thing's  a  tax) 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts  to  backs. 

30  Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise  :—  along 

The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walked, 
A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng, 

By  eunuchs  flank'd  ;  while  at  their  head  there  stalked 
A  dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 

The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirred  or  talked 
Without  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades  : 
Her  title  was  "  the  Mother  of  the  Maids." 

31  Whether  she  was  a  ^'  mother,"  I  know  not. 

Or  whether  they  were  "  maids"  who  called  her  mother 
But  this  is  her  seraglio  title,  got 

I  know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other  ; 
So  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott : 

Her  office  was,  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred 
Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blundered. 

32  A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  but  made 

More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  Majesty,  who  with  her  aid. 

And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls, ;  nd  now  and  then        "" 
A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 

Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent. 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas  !  but  one  vent. 
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33  And  what  is  that  ?    Devotion,  doubtless — how 

Could  you  ask  such  a  question  ? — but  we  will 
Continue.     As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 

Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 
Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  slow. 

Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill 
Or  rather  lake — (or  rills  do  7iot  run  slowly, — 
Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 

34  But  when  they  reached  their  own  apartments,  there, 

Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamities  broke  loose. 
Waves  at  the  spring-tide,  or  women  any-where 

When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  no  great  use 
After  all)  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair, 

Their  guards  being  gone,  and  as  it  were  alTuce 
Established  between  them  and  bondage,  they 
Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile  and  play. 

35  Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new  comer, 

Her  shape,  her  hair,  her  air,  her  every  thing: 
Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  her, 

Or  wondered  at  her  ears  without  a  ring ; 
Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summer, 

Others  contended  they  were  but  in  spring  ; 
Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height, 
While  others  wished  that  she  had  been  so  quile. 

30  But  no  one  doubted  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair, 

And  I'resh,  and  */  beautiful  exceeding!)," 

\Vho  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might  compare 

They  wondered  how  Gulleyaz  too  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 

(If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne,  and  power  and  every  thing  beside. 

37  But  what  was  strangest  in  the  virgin  crew. 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex, 

Alter  the  first  investigating  view, 

They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer  specks 

In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex. 

When  they  survey,  with  Christian  eyes  or  Heathen, 

In  a  new  face  "  the  ugliest  creature  breathing." 

3S  And  yet  they  had  their  little  jealousies 

Like  all  the  rest  :  but  upon  this  occasion, 
Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation, 
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Although  they  could  not  see  through  his  disguise, 

All  felt  a  soft  kind  of  conciitenation, 
Like  Magnetism,  or  Devilism,  or  what 

You  please — we  will  not  quarrel  about  that. 

39  But  certain  'tis  they  all  felt  for  their  new 

Companion  something  newer  still,  as  'twere 
A  sentimental  friendship  through  and  through, 

Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  all  concur 
In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a  few 

Who  wish'd  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her, 
Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  sweet  Circassia, 
They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 

40  Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 

Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudii ;  in  short, 

(To  save  description)  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report. 

Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree. 
And  clime,  and  time,  and  country,  and  complexion  ; 
They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 

41  Loluh  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm  : 

Katinka  was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 
With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm, 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seemed  made  to  tread? 
But  rather  skim  the  earth  :  while  Dudu's  form 

Looked  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed. 
Being  somewhat  large,  and  languishing,  and  lazy, 
Yet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 

42  A  kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudii, 

Yet  vfry  fit  to  "  murder  sleep"  in  those 
Who  gazed  upon  her  cheek's  transcendant  hue, 

Her  Attic  Ibrehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose  : 
Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form  'tis  true. 

Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scree  lose  ; 
Yet,  after  all,  'Jwould  puzzle  to  sh)"^  where 
It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pare. 

43  She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet  half-shut. 

They  put  beholders  in  a  tender  taking  ; 
She  looked  (this  simile  's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking. 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life* 


314  DON  JUAX» 

44  Lolah  demanded  the    new  damsel's  name— 

"  Juanna." — Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  asked  her  also  whence  she  came —       [such  sluft*, 

<'  From  Spain^"— But  where  is  Spain  ?" — "  Don't-  ask 
*'Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame  !" 

Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 
To  poor  Katinka;  "Spain  's  an  inland  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier.'* 

45  Dudu  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 

Juanna,  playing  with  her  veil  or  hair  ; 
And  looking  at  her  steadlasth",  she  sighed, 

As  if  she  pitied  her  ior  being  there, 
A  pretty  stranger  witljout  i'riend  or  guide, 

And  all  abashed  too  at  tlie  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all  places. 
With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 

46  But  here  the  mother  of  the  maids,  drew  near, 

With,  "  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 
"  I'm  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 

She  added  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest : 
<<  Your  coming^has  been  unexpected  here, 

"And every  couch  is  occupied;  you  had  best 
"  Partake  of  mine  ;  but  by  to  morrow  early 
"  We  will  have  all  things  settled  for  you  fairly." 

47  Here  Lolah  interposed—"  Mamma,  you  know 

"You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  1  cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  you  so  : 

"  I'll  take  Juanna  :  we're  a  slenderer  pair 
"  Than  you  would  make  the  half  of :— don't  say  no  ; 

"  And  I  of  jour  young  charge  will  take  due  care." 
But  here  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 
"  She  also  had  compassion  and  a  bed." 

48  "  Besides  1  hate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she, 

The  ^.latron  frowned  :  "  Why  so  ?"  "  For  fear  of  ghosts 
Replied  Katinka;  "  I  am  sure  I  see 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts  ; 
And  then  1  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be, 

"  Of  Guebres,  Giaours,  and.^Ginns,  and  Gouls  in  hosts," 
The  Dame  replied,  "  Between  your  dreams  and  you 

"  I  fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 

49  ''You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter  ;  you 
"  The  same,  Katinka,  until  bye  and  bye 
"  And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudu 
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"  Who's  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy, 

^'  And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the^night  through, 
"  What  say  you,  child  ?" — Dudu  said  nothing,  as 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class : 

50  But  she  rose  up,  and  kiss'd  the  Matron's  brow 

Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka  too  ;  and  with  a  gentle  bow 

(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greeks,) 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  ot  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piques 
The  others  pouting  at  the  Matron's  preference 
Of  Dudu,  though  they  held  their  tongues  from  deference. 

51  It  was  a  spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title)  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  nuich'more  than  this 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all. 
But  it  suffices — little  was  amiss  ; 

'Twus  oti  the  whole  a  nobly  furnished  hall, 
With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

52  Daidu,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature. 

Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces  sinning 
Against  proportion — the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

Which  they  hitofl"  at  once  in  the  beginning. 
Full  of  expression,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike, 
And  pleasing  or  unpleasing,  still  are  like. 

53  But  she  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth, 

Where  all  was  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet, 
Luxuriant,  budding;  cheerful  without  niirfh. 

Which  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  mighty  passions  and  so  forth. 

Which  some  call  the  sublime,  I  wish  they'd  try  it 
I've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 
And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. 

54  But  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy, 

And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene, 
It  may  be  more  than  either — not  unholy 

Her  thoughts  at  least  till  now,  appear  to  have  been, 
The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wholly 

Unconscious,  albeit  turned  of  quick  seventeen, 
That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall 

She  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 
YOt.  II.  2  E 
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55  And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 

The  age  of  Gold  (when  Gold  was  yet  unknown, 
By  which  its  nomenclature  came   to  pass  ; 

Thus  most  appropriately  has  been  shown 
*'  Lucus  a  non  Lucendo/'  not  what  was, 

But  what  icas  not ;  a  sort  of  st5le  that 's  grown 
Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 
The  Devil  may  decompose  but  never  settle  ; 

56  I  think  it  may  be  of  "  Corinthian  brass," 

Which  was  a  mixture  of  all  metals,  but 
The  Brazen  uppermost.)     Kind  reader  !   pass 

This  long  parenthesis  :  I  could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 

My  faults  even  with  your  own  !  which  meaneth,  Put 
A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me : 
But  that  you  won't — then  don't — I  am  not  less  free, 

51  'Tis  time  that  we  should  turn  to  plain  narration. 
And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds  : — Dudu, 

With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation. 

Shewed  Juan,  or  Juanna,  through  and  through 

This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station 
Described — what's  strange,  in  words  extremely  few, 

I've  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder. 

For  wordless  woman,  which  is  «Ve«^  thunder. 

58  And  next  she  gave  her,  (I  say  her,  because 

The  Gender  still  was  Epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saving  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws. 

By  which  the  more  a  harem  is  encreased. 
The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

59  And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss  : 

Dudu  was  fond  of  kissing — which  I'm  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss, 

Because  ^tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure. 
And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this — 

That  they  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer, 
^*  Kiss"  rhymes  to  "  bliss"  in  fact  as  well  as  verse — 
I  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 

60  In  perfect  innocence,  she  then  unmade 

Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd  : 
If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
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'Twas  like  the  fawn,  which,  in  the  lake  displayed, 

Beholds  her  own  shy,  shadowy  image  pass, 
When  first  she  starts,  and  then  returns  to  peep, 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

61  And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 

Were  laid  aside ;  but  not  before  she  offered 
Her  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  proffered  : 
Which  past  well  off — as  she  could  do  no  less  ; 

Though  by  this  politesse  she  rather  suffer'd, 
Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins, 
Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins. 

62  Making  a  woman  like  a  porcupine, 

Not  to  be  rashly  touched.     But  still  more  dread 
Oh  5'e  !  whose  fate  it  is,  as  once  was  mine, 

In  early  youth,  to  turn  a  lady's  maid  : 
I  did  my  very  boyish  best  to  siiine 

In  tricking  her  out  for  a  masquerade  : 
The  pins  were  idaced  sufficiently,  and  not 
Stuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 

63  But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wise,  \. 

And  I  love  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me ;  j 

My  tendency  is  to  philosophise,  / 

On  most  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree,  ( 

lit  still  the  spouseless  Virgin  Knowledge  flies,  \ 

What  are  we  ?  and  whence  came  we  ?  what  shall  be    ? 


Our  ultimate  existence  ?  what 's  our  present  ?3 
Are  questions  answerless,  and  yet  incessant 

6i  There  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber;  dim 

And  distant  from  each  other  burn'd  the  lights, 

And  slumber  hovered  o'er  each  lovely  limb 
Of  the  fair  occupants  :  if  there  be  sprites. 

They  should  have  vvalk'd  there  in  their  spriteiiest  trim, 
By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  rites. 

And  shewn  themselves  as  Ghosts  of  better  taste 

Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

65  Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  around, 

Like  flowers  of  different  hue  and  clime  and  root, 

In  some  exotic  garden  sometimes  found, 

With  cost  and  care  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot. 

One  with  her  auburn  tresses  ligntly  bound, 
And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 

Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  soft  breath 

And  lips  apart,  which  showed  the  pearls  beneath. 
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66  One  with  her  flushed  cheek  laid  on  her  white  arm, 

And  raven  ringlets  gather'd  in  dark  crowd 
Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  soil  and  warm  ; 

And  smiling  through  her  dream  as  through  a  cloud 
The  Moon  breaks,  half  unveiled  each  iurther  charm. 

As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud, 
Her  beauties  seized  the  unconscious  hour  of  night 
All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 

67  This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so  ;  for 

'Twas  night,  but  there  were  lamps  as  has  be«n  said. 
A  third's  all  palliil  asi)ect  oli'ered  more 

The  traits  of  .sleeping  sorrow,  and  betrayed 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  far  shore 

Beloved  and  deplored  ;  while  slowly  strayed 
(As  night  dew,  on  a  cypress  glittering,  tinges 
The  black  boughjtear  drops  through  her  eyes'  dark  fringes. 

68  A  fourth  as  marble  statue-like  and  still, 

Lay  in  a  breathless,  hushed,  and  stony  sleep  ; 
AVhite,  cold  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 

Or  the  snow  minaret  on  Alpine  steep. 
Or  Lot's  wife  done  in  salt, — or  what  you  will  ; 

My  similes  are  guther'd  in  a  heap, 
So  pick  and  choose — perhaps  j-ou'U  be  content 
With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument. 

69  And  lo  !  a  fifth  appears  :  and  what  is  she  ? 

A  lady  of  **  a  certain  age"  which  means 
Certainly  aged-  -what  her  years  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens  ; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  see, 

As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf, 
To  mediate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 

TO  But  all  this  time  how  slept,  or  dreamed,  Dudu? 

With  strict  enquiry  I  could  ne'er  discover, 
And  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untrue  5 

But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over, 
.Tust  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue. 

And  phantoms  hover'd,  or  might  seem  to  hover 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a  sudden  she  screamed  out  : 

71   And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 
The  Odain  a  general  commotion  : 
Matrons,  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 
Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean, 
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72  But  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed, 

With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair, 
With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread. 

And  bosoms,  arm*,  aad  ancles  glancing  bare, 
And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

By  the  north  pole,-  they  sought  her  cause  of  care, 
For  she  seemed  agitated,  flushed  and  frighten'd, 
Her  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  heighten'd. 

73  But  what  is  strange— and  astrong  proof  how  great 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep— Juanna  lay 
As  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 

In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 

Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  they  say 
At  least, — and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes. 
And  yawned  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 

"74  And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation, 

Which,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  oHce 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration. 
Alike  might  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 

Dudu  had  never  passed  for  wanting  sense, 

But  being  "  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  uot  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

75  At  length  she  said,  that  in  a  slumber  sound 

She  dreamed  a  dream,  of  walking  in  a  wood — 
A  '*  wood  obscure"  like  that  where  Dante  fouud 

Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good  ; 
Life's  half-way  house,  where  dreams  with  virtue  crown'd 

Run  much  less  risk  of  lovers  turning  rude  ; 
And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits. 
And  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roots  ; 

76  And  in  the  midst  a  golden  apple  grew, — 

A  most  prodigious  pippin — but  it  hung 
Rather  too  high  and  distant ;  that  she  threw 

Her  glances  on  it,  and  then  longing,  flung 
Stones  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely  clung 
Toils  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight, 
But  always  at  a  most  provoking  height  j — 

77  That  on  a  5:udden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet ;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 
And  pi£k  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core  ; 
2  E  2 
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That  just  as  her  j^oung  lip  began  to  ope 
Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 
A  bee  flew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 
And  so — she  woke  with  a  great  scream  and  start. 

78  All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 

Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 

To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams. 
I've  knov^n  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really  plann'd 

Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 
''  A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  the  phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 

79  The  damsels  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  harm, 

Began,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear, 
To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear. 
The  matron  too  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 

Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged  to  hear 
And  chated  at  poor  Dudu,  who  only  sighed. 

And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried. 

80  "  I've  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull ; 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  their  bee's  at  half-past  three, 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full, 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child  ;  we  must  see, 
To-morrow,  what  his  Highness's  physician. 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  u  vision. 

81  "  And  poor  Juanna  too  ?   the  child's  first  night 

Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  upon 
With  such  a  clamour— I  had  thought  it  right 

That  the  young  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 
And  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 

With  you,  Dudij,  a  good  night's  rest  have  knoMrn  j 
But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large. 

82  fciolah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition  ; 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own, 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision, 

Implor'd  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  fust  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tone) 
Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her  bed,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand* 
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83  She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream, 

At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now  ; 
She  wondered  at  herself  how  she  could  scream— 

'Twas  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 
A  fond  hallucination,  anJ  a  theme 

For  laughter— hut  she  felt  her  spirits  low, 
And  beg2;ed  they  would  excuse  her  ;   she'd  get  o\er 
This  weakness  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover. 

84  And  here  Juanna  kindly  interposed. 

And  saiil  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disclosed 

When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsin  bell : 
She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 

To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show 
Save  that  of  dreaming  once  **  mal-a-propos. 

85  As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudu  turned  round 

And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna's  breast; 
Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 

The  colour  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 
I  can't  tell  why  she  blushed,  nor  can  expound 

The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest ; 
All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 
Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

86  And  so  good  night  to  them,  or  if  you  will. 

Good  morrow  for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill. 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 
That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  where  KalF  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

86  With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  grey  of  morn, 
(juUeyaz  rose  from  restlessness  ;  and_^.^gj,e 
Aspassion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 
~ A rr'aye'iTGerself  with  gem,  mantle,  and  veil. 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn,"^^ 
Which  fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail,  1 

Is  lighter  far  of  heart  and  voice  than  those  ( 

AVhose  headlong  passions  form  their  proper  woes. 

ST  And  that's  the  moral  of  this  composition, 
If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift  j — 
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But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 
Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 

Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  vision  ; 
While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 

Their  voices  'gainst  each  other,  which  is  natural, 

The  numbers  are  too  great  lor  them  to  flatter  all. 

89  Rose  the  Sultana  from  a  bed  of  splendour, 

Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 
Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 

To  brook  a  ruffled  rose-leaf  by  his  side, — 
So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her. 

Though  pale  with  conflict  between  love  and  pride  :— 
So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 
She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

90  Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time, 

Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord, 
Alaster  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime. 

And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorred  ; 
A  thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime — 

At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  aftbrd 
The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo — 
Than  where  two  wives  are  under  au  embargo. 

91  He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor 

Indeed  on  any  other :  as  a  man 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a  fan. 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store, 

As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan  ; 
Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty. 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  beauty. 

92  And  now  he  rose  ;  and  after  due  ablutions 

Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 
And  prayers  and  other  pious  evolutions. 

He  drank  six  cups  of  coftee  at  the  least, 
And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russians, 

Whose  victories  had  recently  increased 
In  Catherine's  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w s. 

93  But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander  I 

Her  son's  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach, — and  nov/  rhymes  wander 
Almost  as  far  as  Petersburg,  and  lend 
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A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 

Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which  blend 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's — so  you  be 
Your  father's  son,  'tis  quite  enough  for  me. 

94  To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 

Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 
That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a  shame, 

A  libel,  or  whale'er  you  please  to  rhyme  on 
But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game  ; 

And  if  one  lady's  slip  could  leave  a  crime  on 
All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 
What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show  ? 

95  Had  Catherine  and  the  Sultan  understood 

Their  own  true  interests,  which  kings  rarely  know, 
Untill  'tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude. 

There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although 
Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good, 

Without  the  aid  of  Prince  or  Plenipo  ; 
She  to  dismiss  her  guards  and  he  his  harem, 
And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  'm, 

96  But  as  it  was,  his  Highness  had  to  hold 

His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 
How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold, 

This  modern  Amazon  and  Queen  of  Queans  j 
And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told 

Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 
Sometimes  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 
Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

97  Meantime  Gulleyaz,  when  her  king  was  gone, 

Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 
For  love  or  breakfast ;  private,  pleasing,  lone. 

And  rich  with  all  contrivances  wliich  grace 
Those  gay  recesses  :— many  a  precious  stone 

Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 
Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fettered  flowers, 
Those  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  hours. 

98  Mother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble. 

Vied  with  each  other  on  this  costly  spot ; 
And  singing  birds  without  were  bet    :  to  warble 

And  the  stained  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 
Varied  each  ray  ; — but  all  descriptions  garble 

The  true  effect,  and  .so  we  had  better  not 
Be  too  minute  ;  an  outline  is  the  best, — 
A  lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest. 
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99  And  here  she  summoned  Baba,  and  required 
Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 

Of  what  had  passed  since  all  the  slaves  retired, 
And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station  ; 

If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired, 
And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration 

Kept  up  :  and  above  all,  the  where  and  how 

He  had  passed  the  night,  was  what  she  wished  to  know, 

100  Baba,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 

To  this  long  catechism  of  questions  asked 
More  easily  than  answered, — that  he  had  tried 

His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  tasked  ; 
But  there  seemed  something  that  he  wished  to  hide, 

f-Vhich  hesitation  more  betrayed  than  masqued  ; — 
He  scratched  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
To  which  embarrased  people  have  recourse. 

101  Gulleyaz  was  no  model  of  true  patience. 

Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed  ; 
She  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversations  : 

And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 
In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones  ; 

And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken-kneed, 
Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle, 
And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 

102  When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 

To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  dejjrecated 
Her  anger,  and  beseech^lher  she'd  hear  him  through  — 

He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related: 
Then  out  it  cume  at  length,  that  to  Dudu 

Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated  j 
But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 
The  holy  camePs  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

103  The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 

The  discipline  of  the  whole  harem  bore, 
As  soon  as  they  re-entered  their  own  room. 

For  Baba's  function  stopt  short  at  the  door. 
Had  settled  all ;  nor  could  he  then  presume 

(The  aforesaid  Baba;  just  then  to  do  more. 
Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 
Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

104  He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought  he  could  be  sure 

Juan  had  not  betrayed  himself ;  in  fact 
Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 
Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 
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Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure, 

But  ended  in  his  being  found  out,  and  sacked, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. —  Thus  Baba  spoke 
Of  all  save  Dudu's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 

1S5  This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  back  ground. 

And  talked  away,  and  might  have  talked  till  now, 

For  any  further  answer  that  he  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulleyaz'  brow  ; 

Her  cheek  turned  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whirled  round 
As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow. 

And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 

O'er  her  fair  front,  like  Morning's  on  a  lily. 

106  Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 

Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there  he  erred  j-- 
It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which  though  short 

Can  never  be  described  ;  we  all  have  heard, 
And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  "o//  amort,'^ 

When  things  beyond  the  common  have  occurred  ;— 
GuUeyaz  proved  in  that  brief  agony 
What  she  could  ne'er  express — then  how  should  I  ? 

107  She  stood  a  moment  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 
Of  Inspiration  gathered  from  Distress, 

When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 
The  heart  asunder  ; — then,  as  more  or  less 

Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull, 
She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees, 
And  bowed  her  throbbing  head  o'er  trembling  knees. 

108  Her  face  declined  and  was  unseen  ;  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow. 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair. 

Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow, 
A  low,  soft  ottoman)  and  black  Despair 

Stirred  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow. 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  shingles  check 
Its  farther  course,  but  must  receive  its  wreck. 

109  Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  instoop:t>g 

Concealed  her  features  better  than  a  veil : 
And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping. 

White  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale  : 
Would  that  J  were  a  painter  !  to  be  grouping 

All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail  ! 
Oh  that  my  words  were  colours  ;  but  their  tints 
May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 
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110  Baba  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  tulk 

And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  til! 
This  passion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 

Gulleyaz'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 
At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 

Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 
And  her  brow  cleared,  but  not  her  troubled  eye  ; 
The  Wind  was  down,  but  still  the  Sea  ran  high. 

111  She  stopt,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak — but  paused, 

And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace  ; 
Then  slackened  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 

By  deep  emotion  ; — you  may  sometimes  trace 
A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 

By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 
By  all  the  Demons  of  all  Passions,  showed 
Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode. 

112  Gulleyaz  stopped  and  beckoned  Baba: — "Slave  ! 

"Bring  the  two  slaves  ;"  she  said  in  a  low  tone 
But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave, 

And  yet  he  shuddered,  and  seemed  rather  prone 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begged  leave  to  crave 

(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 
What  slaves  her  Highness  wished  to  indicate, 
For  tear  of  any  error,  like  the  late. 

113  "The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,"  replied 

The  Imperial  Bride— and  added,  "  Let  the  boat 
"Be  ready  by  the  secret  portaPs  §^de  ; 

"  Vou  know  the  rest."     The  words  stuck  in  her  throat, 
Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride  : 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 
And  begged  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard 
She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

114  "  To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said  ;  "but  still, 

"  Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence, 
"  It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fulfil 

"  Your  orders,  even  at  the  severest  sense  ; 
"But such  precipitation  may  end  ill, 

"  Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense  ; 
"  I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure 
"  In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 

1 15  "  But  your  own  feelings.     Even  should  all  the  rest 

"  Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves.  Which  hide 
"  Already  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 
"  Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide — 
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"You  love  this  boyish,  new,  Seracflio  guest, 

"  And  if  this  violenl  remedy  be  tried — 
<  Excuse  my  freedom,  when  I  here  assure  you, 
"  That  killing  him  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you." 

116  "  What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling?— wretch  ! 

"  Begone  !"  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes — And  do 
"  My  bidding !"  Buba  vanished,  for  to  stretch 

His  own  remonstrance  further  he  well  knew 
Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  "Jack  Ketch;" 

And  though  he  wished  extremely  to  get  through 
This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  others, 
He  still  preferred  his  own  neck  to  another's, 

1 17  Away  he  went  then  upon  his  commission, 

Growling  and  grumbling  in  good  Turkish  phrase 
Against  all  women  of  whate'er  condition, 

Especially  Sultanas  and  their  ways ; 
Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision. 

Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  daj's, 
The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  Immorality, 
Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  own  Neutrality. 

118  And  then  he  called  his  brethren  to  his  aid, 

And  sent  onv  on  a  summons  to  the  pair. 
That  they  must  instantly  be  well  arrayed. 

And  above  all  be  combed  even  to  a  hair. 
And  brought  before  the  Empress,  who  had  made 

Enquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care  : 
At  which  Dudu  looked  strange,  and  Juan  silly; 
But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  Will  I— Nill  I. 

119  And  here  I  leave  them  at  their  preparation 

For  Ihe  Imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 
GuUeyaz  showed  them  both  commiseration, 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether. 
Like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  nation, — 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather 
May  settle  ;  but  far  be't  from  me  to  anticipate 
In  what  way  feminine  Caprice  may  dissipate. 

120  Heave  them  for  the  present  with  good  wishes. 

Though  doubts  of  their  well  doing,  to  arrange 
Another  part  of  History,  for  the  dishes 

Of  this  our  banquet  we  must  sometimes  change, 
And  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 

Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange. 
And  scarce  secure  :  as  such  digressions  are  fair, 
The  muse  will  take  a  little  touch  at  warfare. 
VOL.  II.  2  F 
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1  Ob  Love  !  O  Glory  ;  what  are  ye  who  fly 

Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight  ? 
There's  not  a  meteor  in  the  Polar  =ky 

Of  such  transcendant  and  more  fleeting  flight. 
Chill,  and  chained  to  cold  earth,  we  liit  on  high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light ; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  freezing  way. 

2  And  such  as  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  isy 

A  non-descript  and  ever  varying  rhyme, 
A  versified  Aurora  Borealis, 

Which  flashes  o'er  a  waste  and  icy  clime. 
Vrhen  he  knew  what  all  are,  we  must  bewail  us. 

But,  ne'ertheless,  I  hope  it  i*<  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  all  things — lor  I  wish  to  know 
fFhat  after  all,  are  all  things— but  a  Show  ? 

3  They  accuse  me— -J/e — the  present  writer  of 

The  present  poem— of — 1  know  not  what, — 
A  tendency  to  under-rate  and  scoff 

At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ;  ^ 

And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough. 

Good  God  !    \  wonder  what  they  would  be  at ! 
f  say  no  move  than  has  been  said  in  Dante's 
Verse,  and  by  Solomon  and  by  Cervantes ; 

4  By  Swift,  by  MachiaveU  by  Rochefoucault, 

By  Fenelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato  ; 
By  Tilloston,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 

Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potatoe. 
'Tis  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so — 

For  my  part,  1  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. —  We  live  and  die. 
But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  l\ 

5  Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was 

"  To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known  ;"  a  pleasant 
Sftience  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 

Each  man  of  Wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present. 
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Newton  (that  Proverb  of  the  Alincl)  alas! 

Declared,  with  all  his  a:rand  discoveries  recent 
That  he  himself  felt  only  "  like  a  youth 
"  Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  Ocean-  Truth. ^' 

6  Ecclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  vanity — 

Most  modern  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity  ; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 
An4  in  this  scene  of  all-confessed  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 
Must  I  restrain  me  through  the  fear  of  strife, 
From  holding  up  the  Nothingness  of  life. 

7  Dogs,  or  Men  !   (for  I  flatter  )ou  in  saying 

That  ye  are  dogs — your  betters  far)  ye  may 
Read,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 

To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  everj-  way. 
A^i  little  as  the  Moon  stojjs  for  the  baying 

Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  jMuse  witlidraw  one  ray 
From  out  her  skies — then  howl  jour  idle  wralh  ! 
While  she  still  silvers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

8  '*  Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars" — I  am  not  sure 

If  this  be  the  right  reading — 'tis  no  matter; 
Tlie  fact's  about  the  same,  I  am  secure  ; 

I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 
A  town  which  did  a  famous  siege  endure 

And  was  beleaguer'd  both  by  land  and  water 
By  Suvaroff,  or  Anglice  Suwarrow, 
Who  loved  blood  as  an  Alderman  loves  marrow. 

9  The  Fortress  is  called  Ismail,  and  is  placed 

Upon  the  Danube's  left  branch  and  left  bank, 
With  buildings  in  the  Oriental  taste, 

But  still  a  fortress  of  ihe  foremost  rank. 
Or  was  at  least,  unless  'tis  since  defaced, 

Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank  : 
It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea, 
And  measures  round  of  toises  thousands  three. 

10  Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 

A  Borough  is  comprised  along  the  height  i 

Upon  the  left,  which  from  its  loftier  station 

Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  scite  j 

A  Greek  had  raiseil  around  this  elevation 

A  quantity  of  palisades  upright, 
So  pluced  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 
IVbo  held  the  place,  and  to  assist  the  foe's.  [ 
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11  This  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a  notion 

Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vauban  ; 
But  the  town  ditch  below  was  as  deep  as  Ocean, 

The  rampart  higher  than  you'd  wish  to  hang  : 
But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  precaution, 

(Prithee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang) 
Nor  work  advanced,  nor  covered  way  was  there. 
To  hint  at  least  "  Here  is  no  thoroughfare." 

12  But  a  stone  bastion,  with  a  narrow  gorge. 

And  walls  as  thick  as  most  sculls  born  as  yet ; 
Two  batteries,  cap-a-pee,  as  our  St.  George, 

Case-mated  one,  and  toother  "  a  barbette," 
Ol   Danube's  bank  took  formidable  charge  j 

While  two-and-twenty  cannon  duly  set 
Rose  over  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling  tier, 
Forty  ieel  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

13  But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  quite. 

Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 
A  Russian  vessel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight ; 

And  such  their  creed  was,  till  they  were  invaded  ; 
When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 

But  as  the  Danube  could  not  be  well  waded, 
They  looked  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla, 

And  only  shouted  "  Allah  I"  and  "  Bismillah  ! 

14  The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack  : 

But  oh,  ye  Goddesses  of  war  and  glory  ! 
How  shall  I  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossacque 

V/ho  were  immortal,  could  I  tell  their  story  ? 
Alas  !  what  to  (heir  memory  can  lack  ? 

Achilles'  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  tiiis  new  and  polished  nation, 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but — pronunciation. 

15  Still  I'll  record  a  few,  if  but  to  encrease 

Our  euphony — there  was  Strongenofl',  and  Strokonof}', 
INIeknop,  Serge,  Lwdw,  Arseniew  of  modern  Greece, 

And  Tschitsshakofl",  and  Roguenott",  ChokenolT', 
And  others  of  twelve  consonants  a-piece, 

And  more  might  be  found  out  if  I  could  poke  enough, 
Into  gazettes  ;  but  Fame  (capricious  strumpet) 

It  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 

16  And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration, 

Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme  j 
Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration, 
As  e'er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chirae  ; 
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Soft  words  loo  fitted  for  the  peroration 

Of  Londonderry,  drawlin^:  against  time, 
Ending  in  **  icliskin,''  "  ousckin,"  "  iliskchy,"  '<  oiiski/' 
Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Ilousamouski. 

17  Scherematoff"  and  Chrematoff,  Koklophti, 

Koclobski  Kotirakin,  and  Monskin  Pouskln, 
All  proper  men  of  weapons  as  e'er  scolF'd  hig.'i 

Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin  : 
Little  cared  ihey  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 

Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  deai;, 

And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 

18  Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown, 

Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers  ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country,  or  its  crown, 

But  wishing  to  be  one  day  Brigadiers  ; 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town  : 

A  pleasant  thing  to  50ung  men  at  their  years. 
'Mangst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pi»h, 
Sixteen  calPd  Thomson — and  nineteen  named  Smiih. 

19  Jack  Thomson,  and  Bill  Thomson, — all  the  rest 

Had  been  called  *'  Jemmy,^'  alter  the  great  bard  ;  ' 
I  don't  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest, 
^  But  such  a  godfather  's  as  gootl  a  card. 

;      Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters  :  but  the  best 
>,  Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  ward, 

/      Was  he  since  so  renowned  "  in  country  quarters 
'',     At  Halifax  j"  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

20  The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills  and  VFills  and  Bills  ; 

But  when  I've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith, 
Was  born  in  Cumberland  among  the  hills. 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
I've  said  all  /  know  of  a  name  that  fills 

Three  lines  of  the  despatch  in  taking  "  Schmncksraith," 
A  village  of  Moldavia's  waste,  wherein 
He  fell,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 

21  I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt 's  a  god  f 

Praise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  buUeti/i 
Miy  make  up  for  a  huUet  in  his  body? 

I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin. 
Because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Shakspeare  puts  the  same  thought  in 
Tne  mouth  ol  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doating, 
Which  many  people  pa«s  for  wits  by  quoting. 
2  F  2 


332  DON  JUAN. 

22  Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young-,  and  gay  : 

But  I'm  too  great  a  patriot  to  record 
Their  Gallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day  ; 

I'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Of  truth  ;-  such  truths  are  treason  ;  they  betray 

Their  country  ;  such  as  traitors  are  abhorred 
Who  name  the  French  in  English,  save  to  shew 
How  Peace  should  make  John  Bull  the  Frenchman's  foe. 

23  The  Russians  having  built  two  batteries  on 

An  Isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view  ; 
The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 

The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too, 
No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone. 

The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  'tis  true  ; 
Formed  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 
Presented  a  fine  mark  to  throw  a  shell  in. 

24  The  second  object  was  to  profit  by 

The  momeiit  of  the  general  consternation. 
To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh 

Extremely  tranq^uil,  anchored  at  its  station  : 
But  a  third  motive  was  as  probably 

To  frighten  them  into  capitulation  ; 
A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  warriors, 
Unless  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox-terriers. 

29   A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with, 

Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Tschitchitzkoff  and  Smith  : 

One  of  the  valourous  "  Smiths"  whom  we  shall  miss 
On  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to"  pith  :" 

But  'tis  a  name  so  spread  o'er  "  Sir"  and  "  Madam," 

That  one  would  think  the  Jlrst  who  bore  it  Adam, 

26  The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete. 

Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  hurry. 
Thus  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  verse  want  {ee\, 

And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Murray, 
When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fle  et 

As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary, 
May  likewise  put  oil"  for  a  time  what  story 
Sometimes  calls  "  murder,"  and  at  others  *'  glory." 

27  Whether  it  was  their  engineer's  stupidity, 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  care^ 
Or  some  contractor's  personal  cupidity. 
Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 
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Of  homicide,  but  there  was  no  .solidity 

In  the  new  batteries  erected  there  ; 
They  either  missed,  or  they  were  never  missed, 
And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list. 

28  A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 

Made  all  their  naval  matters  incorrect ; 
Three  tireships  lost  their  amiable  existence 

Before  they  reached  a  spot  to  take  effect  ; 
The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistanee 

Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect ; 
They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river, 
While,  though  'twas  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fast  as  ever. 

29  At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  surveyed 

The  Russ  flotilla  getting  under  way  ; 
*Twas  nine,  when  still  advancing  undismayed, 

Within  a  cable's  length  their  vessels  lay 
Off'  [small,  and  commenced  a  cannonade, 

Which  was  returned  with  interest,  I  may  say. 
And  by  a  fire  of  musquetry  and  grape 
And  shells  and  shot  of  every  size  and  shape. 

30  For  six  hours  bore  they  without  intermission 

The  Tuikish  fire,  and  aided  by  their  own 
Land  batteries,  worked  their  guns  with  great  precision  ; 

At  length  ihey  found  mere  cannonade  alone 
By  no  means  would  produce  the  town's  submission, 

And  made  a  signal  to  retreat  at  one. 
One  bark  blew  up,  s  second  near  the  works 
Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks, 

31  The  Moslem  too  had  lost  both  ships  and  men  ; 

But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire, 
Their  Delhis  manned  some  boats,  and  sailed  again 

And  gtrlled  the  Russians  with  a  heavy  fire, 
Aiid  tried  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main  ; 

But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  desire  : 
Coi;nt  Damas  drove  them  back  into  the  water 
Pell  mell,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  slaughter. 

32  "  If  (says  the  historian  here)  I  could  report 

All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 
I  think  that  several  volumes  would  fall  short, 

And  I  s^hould  still  have  many  things  to  say;" 
And  so  he  says  no  more  ;  but  pays  his  court 

To  soma  distinguished  strangers  in  that  fray  ; 
The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Langeron,  and  Damas, 
Names  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  Fame  has. 
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33  This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what  fame  is  ; 

For  out  of  these  three  "  preux  Chevaliers''  how 
Many  of  common  readers  give  a  guess 

That  such  existed  ?  (and  tliey  may  live  now 
For  aught  we  know.)     Renown's  all  hit  or  miss  ; 

There  's  Fortune  even  in  Fame,  we  must  allow. 
'Tis  true  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne 
Have  half  withdrawn  from  him  oblivion's  screen. 

34  But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 

As  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought, 
But  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transactions 

Their  names  are  rarely  found,  nor  often  sought, 
Thus  even  good  fame  may  sutler  sad  contractions, 

And  is  extinguished  sooner  than  she  ought : 
Of  all  our  modern  battles,  I  will  bet 
You  can't  repeat  nine  names  from  each  Gazette. 

35  In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  glor}', 

Showed  that  somewhere,  somehowy  there  was  a  fault, 
And  Admiial  Ribas  (ktiowti  in  Russian  story,) 

Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault  j 
In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary, 

Which  made  a  long  debate  ;  but  I  must  halt. 
For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 
I  doubt  few  reailers  e'er  would  mount  ttie  breach. 

3d  There  was  a  man,  if  that  be  was  a  man. 

Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  called  in  question. 

For  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 

Made  his  last  illness,  when  all  worn  and  wan, 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unblest  oa 

The  soil  of  the  green  produce  he  had  wasted. 

As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted. 

37  This  was  Potemkin— a  great  thing  in  days 

When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great ; 
If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise. 

His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate, 
This  fellow,  being  six  foot  hit^h,  could  raise 

A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 
In  the  then  Sovereign  of  the  Russian  people, 
Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a  steeple. 

38  While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribas  sent 

A  courier  to  the  Prince,  and  he  succeeded 
In  ordering  matters  after  his  own  bent  : 
I  cannot  tell  the  way  in  which  be  pleaded, 
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But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 

Ill  the  mean  time,  the  batteries  proceeded, 
And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 
Were  briskly  fired  and  answered  in  due  order. 

39  But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 

Of  the  troops  were  embarked,  the  sie:^e  to  raise, 
A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 

Into  all  panters  for  ne^^spaper  praise, 
As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war's  art, 

By  his  despatches  couched  in  pithy  praise  ; 
Aiiiiouncing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 
Battles,  to  the  command,  Field  Marshall  Souvaroff. 

40  The  letter  of  the  Prince  to- the  same  Marshall 

Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  the  cause 
Been  one  to  which  a  good  heart  could  be  partial — 
'         Dei'ence  of  freedom,  countrj-,  or  of  laws  ; 
But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er-arch  all 

With  it»  proud  bvow,  it  merits  slight  applause, 
Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice. 
'*  You  will  take  Ismail  at  whatever  price." 

41  "  Let  there  be  light !  said  God,  and  there  was  light!" 

"  Let  there  be  blood  !"  says  man,  and  there  's  a  sea ! 
The  fiat  of  the  spoil'd  child  of  the  night 

(For  Day  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  could  decree 
More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  be 
Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  fruit, 
For  war  cut*;  up  not  only  branch,  but  root. 

42  Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  "  Allahs"  now 
"^  '     Began  to  signalize  the  Russ  retreat, 

Were  damnably  mistaken  ;  few  are  slow 

In  thinking  that  their  enemy  is  beat, 
(Or  beaten,  if  yo/f  insist  on  grammar,  though 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat) 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken, 
Wlio  hating  hogs,  3'et  wished  to  save  their  bacon. 

43  For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop,  drew 

In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deemed  Cossacques 
For  some  time,  till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 

They  had  but  little  baggage  at  tueir  backs, 
For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the  two  , 

But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 
Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 
In  this  plain  pair,  Suwairow  and  bis  guide. 
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44  "  Great  joy  to  London  now  !"  says  some  greut  fool, 

Wlien  London  had  a  grand  illumination, 
Wliich  to  that  bottle  conjurer,  John  Bull, 

Is  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination  ; 
So  that  the  streets  of  coloured  lamps  are  full, 

That  Sage  {said  John)  surrenders  at  discretion 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his  nonsense, 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 

45  'Tis  strange  that  he  should  further  "  damn  his  eyes,^' 

For  they  are  damned  ;  that  once  all  famous  oath 
Is  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prize, 

Siuce  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes,  Paradise  ; 

And  Famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony  growth. 
Which  stare  him  in  the  face,  he  wont  examine. 
Or  swears  that  Ceres  has  begotten  Famine. 

46  But  to  the  tale  ;— great  joy  unto  the  camp  ! 

To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Cossacque, 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas  lamp. 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack, 
Or  like  a  wliisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp, 

Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk, 
He  flitted  to  and  fro  a  dancing  light, 
Which  all  who  saw  it  followed,  wrong  or  right. 

47  But  cartes  matters  took  a  different  face  ; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 

And  all  presaged  Good  Fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  length  of  the  place 

They  drevv,  constructed  ladders,  repaired  flaws 
\n  former  works,  made  new,  prepared  fascines, 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

48  'Tis  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multidudes  take  one  direction. 
As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection  ; 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind, 

Or  a  bell-wether  from  the  flock's  connection 
By  tinkling  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to  victual ; 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

49  The  whole  camp  wrung  with  joy;  yon  would  have  thought 

That  they  were  going  to  a  marriage  feast  : 

(This  metaphor,  I  think,  holds  good  as  aught, 

3ince  thejre  js  djscord  after  both  at  least.) 
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There  was  not  now  a  luggage  boy  but  sought 
Danger  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  increased  j 

And  wiij'  ?  because  a  little — odd — old  man, 
Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 

50  But  so  it  was  ;  and  every  preparation 

Was  made  with  all  alacrity  :  the  first 
Detachnsent  of  three  columns  <ook  its  station, 
And  waited  but  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 
Upon  the  foe  :  the  second's  ordination 

Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a  thirst 
For  glory  gaping  o'er  a  sea  of  slaughter  : 
The  third,  in  columns  two,  attacked  by  water. 

51  New  batteries  were  erected,  and  was  held 

A  general  council,  in  which  unanimity, 
That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  prevailed, 

As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  extremity  ; 
And  every  difficulty  being  dispelled, 

Glory  began  to  dawn  with  due  Sublimity, 
While  Souvaroft',  determined  to  obtain  it. 
Was  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet.* 

.52  It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  Commander- 
in-Chief,  in  proper  person  deigned  to  drill 

The  awkard  squad,  and  could  afford  to  squander 
His  time,  a  corporal's  duty  to  fulfil  ; 

Just  as  you'd  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  tlame,  and  never  take  it  ill ; 

He  showed  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 

Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

f)li  Also  he  dressed  tip,  for  the  nonce,  fascines 
Like  men  With  turbans,  scymitars  and  dirks, 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonet  these  machines 
By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks  ; 

And  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes. 
He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works  ; 

At  which  your  vvise  men  sneered  in  phrases  witty  : 

He  made  no  answer  ;  but  he  took  the  cily. 

.54  Most  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  eve 

Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A  stern  repose  ;  which  you  would  scarce  conceive  ; 

Yet  man,  resolved  to  dash  through  thick  and  thiu> 
Are  very  silent  when  they  once  believe. 

That  all  is  settled  :  —there  was  little  din. 
For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and  friend*. 
And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 

•  Fact :  Souvaroff  did  this  in  person. 
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55  SuwarroNV  chiefly  was  on  the  alerf, 

Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jesting,  pondering, 
For  ihe  man  was,  we  sal'ely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering, 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-demon  and  half-dirt, 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  plundering; 
Now  INIars,  now  Momus  ;   and  when  bent  to  storm 
A  fortress.  Harlequin  in  Uniform. 

56  The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill, 

For  this  great  Conqueror  played  the  corporal, 
Some  Cossacqnes  hovering  like  hawks  round  a  hill, 

Had  met  a  party  towards  the  twilight's  fall, 
One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue  or  well  or  ill, 

'Twas  much  that  he  was  undeistood  at  all ; 
But,  whether  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  ma)iner. 
They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  banner. 

57  Whereon  immediately  at  his  request 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head-quarters  ; 
Their  dress  were  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  guessed 

That  these  were  merely  mnsquerading  Tartars, 
And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashioned  vest 

Lurked  Christianity,  who  sometimes  barters 
Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makes 
It  diflicult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 

(58  Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt. 
Before  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilling, 

Exclaiming,  fooliMg,  swearing  at  the  inert, 
And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing, — 

For  deemiug  human  clay  but  common  dirt. 
That  great  philosopher  was  tluis  instilling 

His  maxims,  which  to  martial  comprehension 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension. — 

69  Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Cossacques  and  their  prey,  turned  round  and  cast 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye  : — 

"  \\  hence  come  ye?" — "  From  Constantinople  last, 
"  Captives  jnst  now  escaped,"  was  liie  reply. 

"  What  are  ye  ?" — "  What  you  see  us."  Briefly  past 
This  dialogue  ;  for  he  who  answed  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  v.ords  but  few. 

60  '*  Your  names  ?"  Mine's  Johnston,  and  my  comrade's  Juan, 
"  The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
"  Is  neither  man  or  woman."  The  Chief  threw  on 
The  party  a  slight  glance,  then  said  :  '*  I  have  heard 
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"  What  followed  ?" — "  A  shot  laid  me  on  my  back, 

"  And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe," 
"  You  shall  have  vengeance,  for  the  town  surrounded 
"Is  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were^,  wounded. 

63  "  Where  will  you  serve?'  '  Where'er  you  please.'  'I know 
"  You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn, 

"And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe, 
"  After  the  hardships  you've  already  borne. 

<•  And  this  young  fellow — say  what  can  he  do  ? 
"  He  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments  torn?" 

"  Why,  General,  if  he  had  no  greater  fault 

"  In  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead  the  assault." 

63  "  He  shall  if  that  he  dare."     Here  Juan  bowed 

"  Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.     Suwarrow 
Continued:  "Your  old  regiment's  allowed, 

"  By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 
"  Or  it  maybe,  to-night,  the  assault :  I  have  vowed 

"  To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 
"  Shall  pass  o'er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 

"  Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  Mosque. 

64  "  So  now,  my  lads,  for  Glory  !"— Here  he  turned 

And  drilled  aM'ay  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
Untill  each  high,  heroic  bosom  burned 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  cushion 
A  preacher  had  held  forth  (who  nobly  spurned 

All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade  them  push  on 
To  slay  the  Pagans  who  resisted  battering 
The  armies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Catherine. 

65  Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 

Himself  a  favourite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 

In  his  resumed  amusement.     "  I  confess 
*'  My  debt  in  being  thus  allowed  to  die 

"  Among  the  foremost  ;  but  if  you'd  express 
"  Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
"  And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend." 

66  "  Right !  I  was  busy,  and  forgot.     Why,  you 

"  Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which  should  be 
"Now  under  arms.     Ho  !  Katskofl",  take  him  to — 

(Here  he  called  up  a  Polish  orderly) 
"  His  post  I  mean,  the  regiment  Nikolaiew  ; 

"  The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me  ; 
"  He's  a  fine  boy.     The  women  may  be  sent 
"  To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent." 
VOL.  11.  •  2  G 


S40  DON  JUAN. 

67  But  here  a  sort  of  scene  begun  to  ensue  ; 

The  ladies, — who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 
To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  new, 

Although  their  harem  education  led 
Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true. 

Passive  obedience, — now  raised  up  the  head 
With  flashing  eyes,  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 
Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  young. 

•  68  O'er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 

Who  were  thus  honored  by  the  greatest  Chief. 

That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain, 
Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 

Oh,  foolish  mortals  !  always  taught  in  vain  ! 
Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 

Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree. 

Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing  sea» 

69  Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tears, 

And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  surveyed 
The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears 

And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 
Of  feeling  ;  for  however  a  habit  sears 

Men's  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  their  trade 
Is  butcher^',  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 
Will  touch  even  heroes,  and  such  was  Suwarrow. 

70  He  said, — and  in  the  kindest  Calmuck  tone,— 

*'  Wh}-,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 
"  By  bringing  women  here  ?  They  shall  be  shown 

*'  All  the  attention  possible  and  seen 
"  In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 

*'  In  fact  they  can  be  safe.     You  should  have  becB 
**  Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives  ; 
"  Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives." 

71  May  it  please  your  Excellency,'*  thus  replied 

Our  British  friend,  <' these  are  the  wives  of  others, 
"  And  not  our  own.     /  am  too  qualified 

"By  service  with  military  brothers, 
"  To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one's  own  bride, 

"  Into  a  camp  :  I  know  that  nought  so  bothers 
*'  The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge, 
"  As  leaving  a  small  family  at  large, 

72  "  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

"  With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape, 

"  And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 

"  A  thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
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♦'To  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new, 
"  To  them  poor  things,  it  is  tin  awkward  step  : 

"  I  therefore,  if  30U  wish  me  to  fight  freely, 

"  Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteelly." 

7  J  Meantime  these  two  poor  girls  with  swimming  eyes. 
Looked  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 

Their  own  protectors  ; — nor  was  their  surprise 
Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just 

To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 
In  aspect,  plainly  clad  besmeared  with  dust, 

Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  clean, 

More  feared  than  all  the  Sultans  ever  seen. 

74  For  every  thing  seemed  resting  on  his  nod, 

As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.    Now  to  them 
Who  were  accustomed,  as  a  sort  of  God, 

To  see  the  Sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem. 
Like  an  Imperial  Peacock  stalk  abroad, 

(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail  ^s  a  diadem) 
With  all  the  pomp  of  Power,  it  was  a  doubt 
How  Power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 

75  John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay, 

Though  little  versed  in  feelings  Oriental, 
Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way : 

Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day, 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
In  this,  for  females  like  exaggeration. 

j6    And  then  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses 
They  parted  for  the  present,  there  to  await, 
Accordingto  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses 

What  Sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fate- 
Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 

A  morgtage  on  Humanity's  estate — 
While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 
To  burn  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

77  Suwarrow, — who  but  saw  things  in  the  gross. 
Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail, 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 

And  as  the  wind  a  widowed  nation's  wail. 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  army's  loss 

(So  that  their  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job, — 
What  was't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 
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78  Nothing. — The  work  of  glor>'  still  went  on 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Ilion, 

If  Homer  had  found  mortars  ready-made  ; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son, 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 
Bombs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets,  bullets, 
Hard  words,  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses'  gullets. 

79  Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer  !  who  couldst  charm 

AH  ears,  though  long  ;  all  ages,  though  so  short, 
By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm, 

Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort, 
Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 

Michless  than  .s  the  hope  of  every  Court, 
Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  annoy ; 
But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy  ; — 

80  Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  I  have  now 

To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  slain, 
With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow 

Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign  ; 
And  yet  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allow, 

To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 
As  for  a  brook  to  cope   with  Ocean's  flood ; 
But  still  we  Moderns  equal  you  in  blood  ; 

81  If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact, 

And  fact  is  truth  the  grand  desideratum  ! 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act 

There  should  be  ne'ertheless  a  slight  substratum. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attacked. 

Great  deeds  are  doing — how  shall  I  relate  'em  ? 
Souls  of  immortal  generals  !   Phoebus  watches 
To  color  up  his  rays  from  your  despatches. 

82  Oh  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte, 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  list  killed  and  wounded  ! 
Shade  of  Leonidas,  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once  as  now,  surrounded  ! 
Oh,  Caesar's  Commentaries  !  now  impart  ye 

Shadows  of  glory  !  least  I  be  confounded 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues, 
So  beautiful,  so  fleeting  to  the  Muse. 

83  When  I  call  "  fading"  martial  immortality, 

I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year 
And  almost  every  day  in  sad  reality, 
Some  sucking  hero  is  compelled  to  rear, 
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Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 

Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear, 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 
Afflicting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dizziness. 

84  Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lace,  embroidery,  scarlet, 

Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man,  , 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  uniform  to  boys,  is  like  a  fan 

To  wonien  ;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  Glory's  van. 

But  Glory  's  Glory  ;  and  if  you  would  find 

What  that  is— ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind. 

S;>  At  liiQst  he /eels  ii,  nnd  some  sriy  he  sees, 

Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig  ; 
Or  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease. 

Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 
A  schooner,  or — but  it  is  time  to  ease 

This  Canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue, 
The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  all  people. 
Like  a  bob-major  from  a  village  steeple. 

*6  Hark  !  through  the  silence  of  the  cold,  dnll  night. 
The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rauk  ! 

Lo !  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 
Along  the  leagured  wall  and  bristling  bank 

Of  the  armed  river,  while  with  straggling  light 
The  stars  peep  through  the  vapours  dim  and  dank, 

Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths — How  soon  the  smoke 

Of  Hell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloke  ! 

87  Here  pause  we  for  the  present—  as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death. 

Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men, 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breath  ! 

A  moment !  and  all  will  be  life  again  ! 
The  march  !  the  charge,  the  shouts  of  either  faith  ! 

Hurra  !  and  Allah  !  and  one  moment  more. 

The  Death-cry  drowning  in  the  battle's  roar. 
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I  Oh  blood  and  thunder  I  and  oh  blood  and  wounds ! — 
Theise  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  }'ou  may  deem, 

Too  gentle  reader  !   and  most  shocking  sounds  ; 
And  so  they  are  ;  yet  thus  is  Glory's  dream 

Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  ]Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme, 

So  be  they  b.er  inspirers  I   Call  them  Mars, 

Bellona,  what  you  \\ill — they  mean  but  wars. 

2  All  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 

Marched  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay, — 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen, 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  wliicli  cut  otF  in  vain 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

3  History  can  only  lake  things  in  the  gross  ! 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss, 

War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance, 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross. 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance, 
The  drjing  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

4  And  why  ?— because'  it  brings  self-approbation  j 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare. 
Shouts,  bridges,  aixhes,  pensions  from  a  nation, — 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  spare, 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station, 

Though  tbey  may  make  Corruption  gape  or  stare. 
Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom's  battles, 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  Murder's  rattles. 

^  And  such  they  are— and  such  they  will  be  found. 
Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground, 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  and  worlds  undone. 
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How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound  !; 
While  the  meie  victor's  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watchward  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 

6  The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  allowed 
Nought  to  be  seen  save  the  artillery's  flame, 

Which  arched  the  horizon  like  a  fiery  cloud, 

And  in  the  Danube's  waters  waters  shone  the  same 

A  mirrored  Hell !  The  volleying  rotir,  and  loud 
Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o'ercame 

The  ear  far  more  than  thunder  ;  for  Heaven's  flashes 

Spare,  or  smite  rarely — Man's  make  millions  ashes. 

T  The  column  ordered  on  the  assault  scarce  passed 
Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toises. 

When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last. 
Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like  voices, 

Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth  and  stream  embraced. 
Which  rocked  as  'twere  beneath  the  mighty  noises  5 

While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna,  when 

The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

8  And  one  enormous  sliout  of  "Allah!"  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 

Of  War's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance  :  city,  stream,  and  shore, 

Resi^unded  "  Allah  !"  and  the  clouds  which  close 
Withthick'ning  canopy  the  conflict  o'er, 

Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  name.     Hark  !   through 

All  sounds  it  pierceth  "  Allah  !  Allah  !  Hu  !"  (1) 

^  The  columns  were  in  movement  one  and  all. 
But  of  the  portion  which  attacked  by  water, 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall. 

Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son  of  Slaughter 
As  brave  as  ever  faced  both  bomb  and  ball.  [ter :" 

"  Carnage"  (so  Wordsworth  telLs  you)  is  "  God's  daugh- 
If  he  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Jifit  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Laud. 

10  The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the  knee  : 
Coimt  Chapeau-Bras  too  had  a  ball  between 

His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  be 
Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen. 

Because  it  then  received  no  injury 
More  than  the  cap  ;  in  fact  the  ball  could  mean. 

No  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head  : 

"  Ashes  to  ashes"— why  not  lead  tii  lead. 
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]  1  Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  the  Prince 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  near, — 

All  common  fellows  who  might  writhe,  and  wince. 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear, — 

The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token, 
To  teach  him  greater,  had  his  own  leg  broken. 

}2  Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic, 
And  thirty  thousand  musquel'  flung  their  pills 

Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality  !  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills, 

Thy  Plagues,  thy  Famines,  thy  Physicians,  yet  tick, 
Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 

Past,  present,  and  to  come :  but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

13  There  the  still  varying  pangs  which  multiply 

Until  their  varying  number  makes  men  hard 
By  the  infinities  of  agony, 

Which  meet  the  gaze,  whatever  it  might  regard — 
The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 

Turned  back  within  its  socket,— these  reward 
Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the  rest 
May  win  perhaps  a  ribbon  at  the  breast. 

14  Yet  I  love  Glory  ;— glory's  a  great  thing ; — 

Think  what  it  is  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintained  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king  : 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  is  still  better  ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

15  The  troops,  already  disembarked,  pushed  on 

To  take  a  battery  on  the  right ;  the  others. 
Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done, 

Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers  : 
Being  grenadiers  they  mounted  one  by  one. 

Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  mothers, 
0*er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

16  And  this  was  admirable  :  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 
Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 
And  shells  or  bells;  U  could  not  more  have  goaded. 
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Of  officers  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault  : 
Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  are  at  fault, 

17  But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track  our  hero  on  his  path  of  fame  : 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn  ; 

For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name, 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim. 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 

And  what  is  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story. 

18  And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 

To  the  Gazette — which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  whesoe'er  they  felt 
Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber ; 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 
In  the  dispatch  :  I  knew  a  man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grove,  although  his  name  was  Grose. 

19  Juan  and  Johnson  joined  a  certain  corjjs, 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not  knowing 
The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before. 

And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  be  going  ; 
But  on  they  marched,  dead  bodies  tranij)ling  o'er. 

Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  swearing,  glowing. 
But  fighting  thoughtlessly,  enough  to  win, 
To  their  two  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 

^0  Thus  on  they  wallowed  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  dead  and  dying  thousands,— sometimes  gaining 

A  5"ar(l  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigher 
To  some  odd  angle  lor  which  all  were  straining  ; 

At  other  times  repulsed  by  Ihe  close  fire. 

Which  really  poured  as  if  all  hell  were  raining. 

Instead  of  Heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o'er 

A  wounded  conuade,  sprawling  iji  his  gore. 

31  Though  'twas  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and  though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
In  the  chill  night,  when  courage  does  not  glow 

So  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch, 
Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  starch, 
Which  stitten'd  Heaven)  as  if  he  wished  for  day: — 
Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 
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22  Indeed  he  could  not.     But  what  if  he  had  ? 

There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better  or  as  bad  : 

Frederic  the  Great  from  Malwitz  deigned  to  run, 
For  the  first,  and  last  time  ;  for,  like  a  pad, 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals  after  one 
Warm  bout  are  broken  into  their  new  tricks. 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics. 

23  He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 

Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Pimic  :— 
(The  Antiquarians  who  can  settle  Time, 

Which  settles  all  things,  Roman,  Greek,  or  Runic, 
Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  the  same  clima 

With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national ; — (2) 

24  But  Juan  was  quite  "  a  broth  of  a  boy," 

A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  of  song  ; 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 

Or  the  sensation  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong) 
And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy, 

In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure,. 
No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  leisure  ; 

25  But  always  without  malice  ;  if  he  warr'd 

Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  "  the  best 
Intentions,"  which  from  all  mankind's  trump canly 

To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test 
The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — ward 

Off  each  attack,  when  people  are  in  quest 
Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  well ; 
'Tis  piiy  "  that  such  meaning  should  pave  hell."  (4> 

/  26  I  almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 

[  Whether  Hell's  pavement — if  it  be  sopuved — 

"i  Must  not  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out. 

Not  by  the  numbers  Good  Inte-nt  hath  saved, 
But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 

Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 
And  smoothed  the  brimstone  of  that  street  of  Hell 
Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Pall  Mall. 

27  Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  divides 
Warrior  from  warrior  in  their  grim  career, 
Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands'  sid«s 
Just  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year. 
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By  one  of  those  old  turns  of  Fortune's  tides, 

Was  on  a  sudden  rather  puzzled  here, 
When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing, 
He  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiring. 

28  I  don't  know  how  the  thing  occurred — it  might 

Be  that  the  greater  part  were  killed  or  wounded. 
And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 

About ;  a  circumstance  which  has  confounded 
Coesar  himself,  who  in  the  very  sight 

Of  his  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 
In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 

And  rally  back  his  Romans  to  the  field. 

19  Juan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 

No  Caesar,  but'a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought 

He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass. 
Stopped  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 

For  much  a  longer  time  ;  then,  like  an  ass — 

(Start  not,  kind  reader,  since  great  Homer  thought 

This  simile  enough  for  Aj ax,  Juan 

Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a  new  one :) — 

30  Then,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  his  way. 

And,  what  was  stranger,  never  look'd  behind  ; 
But  seeing,  flashing  forward,  like  the  day 

Over  the  hills,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 
Those  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a  fray. 

He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 
A  path,  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corse€. 

31  Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 

Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which  had 
Quite  disappeared — the  Gods  know  how  ! 

Account  for  every  thing.which  may  look  bad  I  can't 
In  history  :  but  we  at  least  may  grant 

It  was  not  marvellous  that  a  mere  lad. 
In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 
Nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuft' about  his  corps  :) — 

32  Perceiving  nor  commander  nor  commanded. 

And  left  at  large,  like  a  young  heir,  to  muke 
His  way  to— where  he  new  not— single  handed  ; 

As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake 
An"  Ignis fatuus  ;"oras  sailois  stranded 

Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake  ; 
So  Juan,  following  honour  and  his  nose. 
Rushed  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  most  foes. 
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33  He  knew  not  where  he  was  nor  greatly  cared, 

For  he  was  dizzy,  busy. and  his  veins 
Filled  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit  shared 

The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains  ; 
And  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard, 

And  the  loud  cannon  pealed  his  hoarsest  strains. 
He  rushed,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 
By  the  humane  discovery.  Friar  Bacon  !  (3) 

34  And  as  he  rushed  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 

Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second  column. 
Under  the  orders  of  the  General  Lascy, 

But  now  reduced,  as  is  a  bulky  volume 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much less  massy) 

Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 
Air  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  faces 
And  levelled  weapons  still  against  the  glacis. 

35  Just  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too, 

Who  had  "retreated,''  as  the  phrase  is  when 
Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 

Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil's  den  ; 
But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 

Knew  when  and  how  "  to  cut  and  come  again," 
And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 
Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning, 

36  And  so,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying 

Except  Don  Juan,  a  mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valour  never  dreamt  of  flying. 

From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 
Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying 

On  its  own  strenght,  with  careless  nerves  and  thews — 
Johnston  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  **  shadow's  of  Death's  valley." 

37  And  there,  a  little  sheltered  from  the  shot 

Which  rained  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet 
Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house— for  there  was  not 

In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
By  Christian  soldierj',  a  single  spot 

Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil,  as  yet — 
He  found  a  number  of  Chasseurs,  all  scattered 
By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  battered. 

38  And  these  be  called  on  :  and,  what's  strange,  they  came 

Unto  his  call,  unlike  "  the  Spirits  from 
The  vasty  deep,"  to  whom  you  may  exclaim 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home. 
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Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 

At  shrinking  from  a  ballet  or  a  bomb, 
And  that  odd  impulse,  which  in  wars  or  creeds 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 

39  By  Jove  !  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  Johnson, 

And  though  his  name,  than  Ajax  or  Achilles 
Sounds  less  harmonious,  ujiderneath  the  sun  soon 

We  shall  not  see  his  likeness  :  he  could  kill  his 
Man  quiet  as  quietly  as  blows  the  Monsoon 

Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the  same  siiU'is  : ) 
Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 
And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle  jj 

40  And  therefore,  when  he  ran  awaj',  he  did  so 

Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
He  would  find  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  so 

Of  idle  apprehension,  which  like  wind 
Trouble  heroic  stomach.     Though  their  lids  so 

Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind, 
But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 
Retire  a  little,  merely  to  take  breath. 

41  But  Johnson  only  ran  off,  to  return 

With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn, 

Which  Hamlet  tells  us  is  a  pass  of  dread. 
To  Jack  however  this  gave  but  slight  concern  : 

His  soul  (like  Galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  on'  wire 
And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 

42  Egad  !  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 

The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from  malgre  all  which  people  say 

Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
Which  tills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay, 

The  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors  tough) — 
They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome, 
Which  made  some  think,  and  others  know,  a  Hell  oome. 

43    They  fell  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hail, 

Grass  before  scythes,  or  corn  below  the  sickle, 
Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life's  as  frail 

As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  sttckle. 
The  Turkish  batteries  threshed  them  like  a  flail 

Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  pickle, 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knocked 
Upon  the  head,  before  their  guns  were  cocked, 
vot.  II.  2  H 
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44  The  Turks  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 

Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  deriis, 
And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks  : 

However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 
Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks, 

So  ordered  it,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels 
That  Johnson  and  some  few  who  had  not  scampered. 
Reached  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

45  First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a  dozen 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin, 

Flame  was  showered  forth  above  as  well's  below, 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen, 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet. 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet, 

46  But  those  who  scaled,  found  out  that  their  advance 

Was  favoured  by  an  accident  or  blunder  : 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohorn's  ignorance 

Had  palisadoed  in  a  way  you'd  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France — 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibralter  must  knock  under)- 
Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 
Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set: 

47  So  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 

Paces  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  march  :  a  great  convenience  to  our  men. 

At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alive, 
Who  thus  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again  : 

And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 
Was,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades. 
Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than  grass  blades. 

45  Among  the  first, — I  will  not  say  the  first, 

For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 

Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  nations  : 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 

Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull's  partial  patience, 
As  sny  that  M^ellington  at  Waterloo 
Was  beaten, — though  the  Prussians  say  so  too; — 
49  And  that  if  Blucher,  Bulow,  Gneisenan, 

And  God  knows  who  besides  in  "  au"  and  "ou," 
Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 

Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw, 

The  Du>[e  of  Wellington  had  ceased  to  show 
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His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions, 

Which  are  the  heaviest  that  our  history  mentions. 

.50  But  never  mind  ;~"  God  save  the  King !"  and  kings 
For  if  he  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer— 

I  think  I  hear  a, little  bird,  who  sings 
The  people  by  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger  : 

The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 
So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 

Beyond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  Mob 

At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job: 

51   At  first  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  then 

Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a  giant  \ 

At  last  it  takes  to  weapons  such  as  men 

Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  hearts  less  pliant. 

Then  comes  *•'  the  tug  of  war  ;" — 'twill  come  again, 
I  rather  doubt ;  and  I  would  fain  say  "fie  on't,'' 

If  I  had  not  perceived  that  Revolution 

Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  hell's  pollution. 

'52  But  to  continue ; — T  say  not  the  first. 

But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juan 
Walked  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed 

Amidst  such  scenes— though  this  was  quite  a  new  one, 
To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  most.     The  thirst 

Of  Glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and  through  one, 
Pervaded  him — although  a  generous  creature. 
As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 
.t3  And  here  he  was — who  upon  woman's  breast, 

Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child  ;  howe'er 
The  man  is  all  the  rest  might  be  coufest. 

To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there  ; 
And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  test 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  lair, 
<*  Observe  your  lover  when  he  loaves  your  arms  ;" 
But  Junn  never  left  them,  wliile  they  had  charms. 

54  Unless  compelled  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind. 

Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 
But  h^re  he  was  ! — where  each  tie  that  can  blind 

Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flRme : 
And  he  whose  very  body  was  all  Mind, 

Flung  here  by  Fate,  or  circumstances  which  tame 
The  loftiest,  hurried  by  the  time  and  place. 
Dashed  on  like  a  spurred  blood-horse  in  a  race. 

55  So  was  his  blood  stirred  while  he  found  resistance 

As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five  bar  gate. 
Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 
Of  Britain's  youth  depends  upon  their  weight, 
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The  lightest  being  the  safest :  at  a  distance 

He  hated  cruelty,  us  all  men  hale 
Blood,  until  heated,  and  even  there  his  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan. 

.36  The  General  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard  prest, 

Seeing  an  aid  arrive  so  opportune 
As  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast, 

Wlio  came  as  if  just  dropp'd  down  from  the  moon. 
To  Jiian,  who  was  nearest  him,  addressed 

His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon, 
Not  reckoning  him  (o  be  a  "  base  Bezonian," 
(As  Pistol  calls  it)  but  a  young  Levonian. 

CI  Juan,  fo  whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 

As  mach  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 

In  answer  made  an  inclination  to 

The  General  who  held  him  in  command  ; 

*         For  seeing  one  with  ribbons  black  and  blue, 

Stars,  medals,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hand, 
Addressuig  him  in  tones  which  seemed  to  thank, 
He  recognised  an  oflBcer  of  rank. 

58  Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who  spe^k 

No  common  language ;  and  besides,  in  time 
Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  many  a  shriek 

Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 
Ts  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 

Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
In  like  church  bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yell,  prayer, 
There  cannot  be  much  conversation  there. 

59  And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 

Two  long  octaves,  passed  in  a  little  minute  ; 
But  in  the  same  small  minute,  ever)'  sin 

Contrived  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
The  very  cannon,  deafened  by  liie  din, 

Grew'dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a  linnet 
As  soon  as  thunder,  'midst  the  general  noise 
Of  human  Nature's  agonizhig  voice  ! 

(iO  The  town  was  entered.     Oh,  Eternity  !-^ 

"  God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town," 
So  Cowper  says,  and  I  begin  to  be 

Of  his  opinion,  when  I  see  cast  down 
Rome,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh, 

All  walls  men  know,  and  many  never  known  ; 
And  pondering  on  the  preseiit  and  the  past. 
To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  our  home  at  last. 
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61  Of  all  men,  saving  Syllu  the  Man-slnjer, 

Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  liick\ , 
Of  the  great  names  which  in  our  faces  stare, 

The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of  Kentucky, 
Was  happiest  amongst  martals  any  where  : 

For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 
Enjoyed  the  vigorous,  lonely,  harmless  days 
Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  maze. 

62  Crime  came  not  near  him — she  is  not  the  child 

Of  Solitude  ;  health  shrank  not  from  him — for 
Her  home  is  in  the  rarely  trodden  wild. 

Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  death  be  more 
Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 

By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  ablu)r — 
In  cities  caged.  The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety  ; 

63  And  what  's  still  stranger,  left  behind  a  name 

For  which  men  vainly  decimale  the  throng. 
Nor  only  famous,  but  of  ihat  good  fame, 

Without  which  Glory  's  but  h  tavern  song — 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame. 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  witli  wrong  ; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  Nature,  or  the  Man  of  Iloss  run  wild. 

64  'Tis  true  he  shrank  from  men  of  even  his  n-ation, 

When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees, — 
He  moved  some  hundred  miles  oil',  for  a  station 

Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more  ease  : — 
The  inconvenience  of  civilizeition 

Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please  ; 
But  where  he  met  the  individual  man 
He  shewed  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 

65  He  was  not  all  alone  :  around  him  grew 

A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chace, 
Whose  young,  unwakened  world  was  ever  new. 

Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  unwrinkled  brow,  nor  could  you  view 

A  frown  on  Nature's  or  on  human  face  :  — 
The  free-born  forest  found  and  kept  them  free. 
And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

66  And  tall  and  strong  and  swift  of  foot  were  the}-. 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions. 
Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 
Of  care  or  gain  :  the  green  woods  were  their  portions 
2  H  2 
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No  sinking  Spirits  toUI  tliem  tbey  grew  grey, 

No  lasliion  made  them  upes  of  her  disloriions; 
Simple  the}-  were,  not  savage  ;  and  their  rifles, 
Though  verj-  true,  were  yet  not  used  to  trifles. 

67  Motion  was  in  their  days,  Rest  in  their  slumbers, 
And  Cheerfulness  the  hiindmaid  of  their  toil ; 
Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers  ; 

Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearts  her  soil ; 
The  Lu^t  which  stings,  the  Splendor  which  encumbers, 
With  the  free  loresters  divide  no  spoil  ; 
.    Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 
Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 

,6^^jSo  much  for  nature  :— by  way  of  variety, 

Now  back  to  thy  great  joys.  Civilization  ! 

And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  society, 
AVar,  Pestilence,  the  despot's  desolation, 

The  kingly  scourge,  the  Lust  of  Notoriety-, 
The  millions  slain  by  soldieis  for  their  ration. 

The  scenes  like  Cathei  ine's  boudoir  at  three-score, 

AV'ith  Ismail's  storm  to  soften  it  the  more, 

69  The  tov/n  was  entered  :  first  one  column  made 
Its  sanguinar}'  way  good— then  another 

The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

Clashed  "gainst  the  scymitar,  and  babe  and  mother 

With  distant  shrieks  were  heard  Heaven  to  upbraid  ; — 
Still  closer  ulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 

The  bieatli  of  ^lorn  a,nd  Man,  where  foot  by  foot 

The  niadden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

TO  Koutousow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  back 

(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 

Ncjnoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloody  track, 

It  happen'd  was  himself  beat  back  justnovr  j 

He  was  a  jolly  follow,  and  could  crack 
His  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe. 

Though  life,  and  death,  and  victory  were  at  stake, 

But  there  it  seemed  his  jokes  had  ceased  to  take ; 

"71  For  having  thrown  himself  into  a  ditch. 

Followed  in  haste  by  various  grenadiers, 

V.'hose  blood  the  puddle  greatly  did  enrich, 
He  climbed  to  where  the  parapet  appears  ; 

But  there  bis  project  reached  its  utmost  pitch, 
('Mongst  other  deaths  the  General  Ribaupierre's 

V.'us  much  regretted)  for  the  Moslem  Men 

Thi-ew  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again. 
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72  Aiul  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops,  landing 

Ttiey  knew  not  where,  being  carried  by  the  stream 
To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  tiieir  understanding. 

Until  they  reached,  as  day  br?ak  was  expanding 
That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem, — 

That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem, — 
The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have  lain 
Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

73  And  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same  troops 

After  the  taking  of  the  "Cavalier," 
Just  as  Koutousow's  most  "  Forlorn"  of  "  Hopes'' 

Took  like  caraeleons  some  slight  tinge  of  fear, 
Opened  the  gate  of  "  Kilia"  to  the  groups 

Of  baffled  heroes,  who  stood  shyly  near, 
Sliding  knee-deep  in  lately  frozen  mud, 
Nov*-  tliawed  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

'14   The  Kozacks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacques — 
(I  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  orthography, 

So  that  1  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geopraphy) — 

Having  been  used  to  serve  on  horses'  backs. 
And  no  great  dilletanti  in  topography 

Of  fortresses,  but  fighi  ing  where  it  pleases 

Their  chiefs  to  order, — were  all  cut  to  pieces. 

75  Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries  thundered 

Upon  them,  iie'ertheless  had  reached  the  rampart. 
And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  plundered 

The  cil}-,  without  being  further  hamper'd  ; 
But  as  it  liappens  to  brave  men,  they  blunder'd — 

The  Turks  at  first  pretejuled  to  have  scamper'd. 
Only  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  bastion  corners, 
From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian  scorners. 

76  Then  being  taken  by  the  tail — a  taking 

Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 
Cossacques  were  all  cut  oft"  as  day  was  breaking 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short  lease — 
But  perislied  without  shivering  or  shaking, 

Leaving  as  ladders  their  heaped  carcases. 
O'er  which  Lieutenant  Colonel  Yesouskoi 
Marched  with  the  brave  battalion  of  I'olouzki :  — 

7T  This  valiant  man  killed  all  the  Turks  he  met. 
But  could  jiot  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn, 
Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  would  not  yet, 
Without  resistance  see  their  city  burn. 
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The  walls  were  won,  but  'twas  an  even  bet 
Which  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to  mourn  : 

'Twasblow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch, 
For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'other  flinch. 

7S  Another  column  also  sufTered  much  : 

And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  Historian 

You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 

Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest  glory  on 

When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should  hurry  on, 

They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  existence. 

Keep  merely  firing  at  a  foolish  distance. 

79  A  junction  of  the  General  Meknop's  men 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen  some  time 
Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 

Was  made  at  length  with  those  who  dared  to  climb 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again  ; 

And  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  sublime, 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Seraskier 
Defended  at  a  price  extremely  dear. 

80  Juan  and  Johnson,  and  some  volunteers 

Among  the  foremost,  oft'ered  him  good  quarter, 
A  word  which  little  suits  with  Seraskiers, 

Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. 
He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 

A  savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 
An  English  naval  officer,  who  wished 
To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dished. 

81  For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 

Was  from  a  pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead ; 
On  which  the  rest,  without  more  intermission, 

Began  to  lay  about  with  steel  and  lead — 
The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 

On  such  occasions ;  not  a  single  head 
Was  spared,— three  thousand  Moslems  perished  here, 

And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier. 

82  The  city  's  taken— only  part  by  part — 

And  Death  is  drunk  with  gore :  there's  not  a  street 
Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  shall  cease  to  beat. 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  Art 

In  more  destroying  Nature ;  and  the  heat 
Of  Carnage,  like  the  Nile's  sun-sodden  Slime, 
Engendered  monstrous  shapes  of  every  Crime. 
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b3  A  Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 

Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  lelt  bis  heel 
Seized  fast,  as  if  'twere  by  the  serpent's  head 

Whose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel : 
In  vain  he  kicked,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled, 

And  howled  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  meal — 
The  teeth  still  kept  their  gratii'ying  hold, 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 

84  A  dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  foot 

Of  a  foe  o'er  him,  snatched  at  it,  and  bit 
The  very  tendon  which  is  most  acute — 

(That  which  some  ancient  INIuse  or  modern  Wit 
Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite  through  't 

He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquished  it 
Even  with  his  life — for  (but  they  lie)  'tis  said 
To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  severed  head. 

85  However  this  may  be,  'tis  pretty  sure 

The  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed. 
For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  faster  than  a  skewer, 

Artd  left  him  'midst  the  invalid  and  maimed  5 
The  regimental  surgeon  could  not  cure 

His  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
More  than  the  head  of  the  inveterate  I'oe 
Which  was  cut  ofl',  and  scarce  even  then  let  go. 

86  But  then  the  fact 's  a  fact — and  'tis  the  part 

Of  a  true  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 
Whene'er  he  can  ;  for  there  is  little  art 

In  leaving  verse  more  free  from  the  restriction 
0/  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 

For  what  is  sometimes  called  poetic  diction, 
And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 
Which  Satan  angles  with^  for  souls,  like  flies. 

87  The  city  's  taken,  but  not  render'd ! — No ! 

There  's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword  ; 
The  blood  may  gush  out,  as  the  Danube's  flow 

Rolls  by  the  city  wall ; — but  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread  or  dread  or  foe  : 

In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roared 
^      By  the  advancing  Muscovite,  the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 

88  The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 

And  human  lives  are  lavished  every  where, 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 
When  the  stript  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air^ 
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And  groans  ;  and  thus  the  peopled  City  grieves, 
Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  lelt  bare  : 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splinters. 
As  Oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  winters. 

89  It  is  an  awful  topic — but  'tis  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific  : 
For  chequered  as  is  seen  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporific  ; — 
Without,  or  with,  oflence  to  friends  or  foes, — 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 

90  Andbne  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 

Is  "  quite  refreshing^  in  the  afiected  phrase 
Of  these  ambrosial  Pharasaic  times, 

_With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways, 
l^nd  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhyiries'i, 

A  little  scorched  at  present  with  the  blaze 
Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 
Make  epic  poesy  so  rare  uod  rich. 

91  tjpon  a  taken  bastion  where  there  lay 

Thousands  of  slaughtered  men  J  a  yet  warm  group 
Of  murdered  women,  who  had  found  their  way 

To  this  vain  refuge  made  the  good  heart  droop 
And  shudder  ! — while,  as  beautiful  as  May, 

A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 
And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 
Amidst  the  bodies  lulled  in  bloody  rest^ 

02f  Two  villainous  Cossacques  pursued  the  child 

With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons  ;  matched  v.itb  \hem 
The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Sibena's  wild 

Has  feelings  pure  and  polished  as  a  gem, — 
The  bear  is  civilized,  the  wolf  is  mild  : 
iT    And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn  ? 
<  Their  natures  ?  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 
C  Ail  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy  ? 

93  Their  sabres  glittered  o'er  her  little  head, 

^Whence  her  lair  hair  arose  twining  with  afiright, 
"Her  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the  dead  :       . 
When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sightjj 
]  shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  said, 

Because  it  might  not  solace  "  ears  polite  }" 
Bnt  what  he  did,  was  to  lay  on  their  backs, 
The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacques. 
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dlfOne's  hip  he  slashed,  and  split  the  others  shoulder^^ 
And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  seek" 
If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 

The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 
Their  baffled  rage  and  pain  ;  while  waxing  colder 
£•^As  he  turned  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 
J^on  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 
The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb^J 

95  And  she  was  chill  as  they,  and  on  her  face 

A  slender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  near 

Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race  ; 

For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  here, 

Had  scarred  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson  trace 
As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear: 

But  else  unhurt,  she  opened  her  large  eyes. 

And  gazed  on  Juan  with  a  wild  surprise. 

\96  Just  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fixed 
';^        Cpon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance, 
^  fin  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fear  mixed 
(       With  joy  to  savjg^and  dread  of  some  mischance 
Unto  his  protegee  ;  while  her's  transfixed 

With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance, 
A  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  vase  j — 

97  Up  came  John  Johnson  ;  (I  will  not  say  "./a<?/t,'* 

For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  common  place 
On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 

On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case  ;) 
Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  his  back, 

Exclaiming  : — Juan  !  Juan  I  On,  boy  !  brace 
"  Your  arm,  and  I'll  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar 
'^  That  you  and  I  will  win  St.  George's  collar. 

98  The  Seraskier  is  knocked  upon  the  head, 

*' Hut  the  ;;tone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
"  The  old  Pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds  dead, 

"  Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly  'midst  the  din 
"  Of  our  ariillery  and  his  own:  lis  said 

"  Our  killed,  already  piled  up  to  llie  chin, 
"  Lie  round  the  liattery  ;  but  still  it  batters. 
*'  And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyard  scatters. 

99  Then  up  with  me  !"— But  Juan  answered,  "  Ix)()k 
"  Upon  this  child—  I  saved  her— must  not  leave 
"  Her  life  to  chance ;  but  point  me  out  some  nook 
"  Of  safety  where  she  less  may  shrink  and  grieve 
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''And  I  am  with  you." — Whereon  Johnson  took 

A  glance  around — and  shrugged — and  twitched  his  sleeve 
And  black  silk  neckcloth — and  replied,  "You're  right; 
''Poor thing!  what's  to  be  done  !  I'm  puzzled  quite." 

190  Said  Juan — "  Whatsoever  is  to  be 

"  Done,  I'll  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 

"  Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we." 
Quoth  Johnson—"  Neither  will  I  quite  ensure  : 

"  But  at  the  least  yon  may  die  gloriously." — 
Juan  replied— j^^^TTleast  T  will  endure 

"  Whate'er  is  to  oe  borne — but  not  resign 

"  This  child  who  's  pareutless,  and  therefore  mine.'jj 

101/Johnson  said — "  Juan,  we've  no  time  to  lose^y 

/    "  The  child's  a  pretty  child — a  very  pretty—^ 

"  I  never  saw  such  eyes — but  hark  !  now.-ifhoose^ 

"  Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity—/ 
"  Hark!  how  the  roar  increases  ! — no  excuse        "•"'•'^ 

"  Will  serve  when  there  is  plunder  in  a  city : — 
"  I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  jou,  but 
"  By  G— d  !  we'll  be  to  late  for  the  first  cut. 

ut/Juan  was  immoveable ;  uiitil/ 
Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  his  way, 

Picked  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some  skill 
Such  as  he  thought  least  given  up  to  prey, 

And  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day  j 

But  iftsGe  were  delivered  safe  and  sound,  i 

They  sliould  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round  ; 

103  And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder 

In  fair  proportion  with  their  comrades  ; — then 
Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder. 

Which  thinned  at  every  step  the  ranks  of  men 
And  yet  they  rushed  eagerly— no  wonder. 

For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 
A  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day — 
No  Hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 

104  And  such  is  victory,  and  such  is  man  ! 

At  least  nine-tenths  of  what  we  call  so ; — God 
May  have  another  name  for  half  we  scan, 

As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd . 
But  to  our  subject :  a  brave  Tartar  Khan, 

Or  "  Sultan"  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain— somehow  would  iiot  yield  at  all : 
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105  But  flanked  by  five  brave  sons  (such  is  Polygam)', 

That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  score,  where  none 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  i'alse  crime  bigamy) 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a  single  twig. — Am  I 
Describing  Priam's,  Peleus'  or  Jove's  son  ? 

Neither, — but  a  good  plain  old,  temperate  man, 

Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 

106  To  ^aA-e  him  was  the  point.     The  truly  brave, 

When  they  behold  the  brave  oppressed  with  odds, 

Are  touched' with  a  desire  to  shield  and  save  ; — 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 

Are  they  now  furious — as  the  sweeping  wave, 
Now  moved  with  pity,  even  as  sometimes  nods 

The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind 

Compassion  breathes  along  the  savage  mind. 

lOT  But  he  would  not  be  takc7i,  and  replied, 

To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  side, 

As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bender, 
His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied : 

Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grew  less  tender, 
As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provocations. 

lOS  And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 

Expended  all  their  Eastern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  lor  God's  sake,  just  to  show 

So  much  less  fight,  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe — 

He  hewed  away,  like  doctors  of  theology 
When  they  dispute  with  sceptics  ;  and  with  curses 
Struck  at  his  friends,  as  babies  beat  their  nurses. 

109  Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  slightly  both 

Juan  and  Johnson  ;  whereupon  they  fell. 
The  first  with  sighs,  the  second  witli  an  oath. 

Upon  his  angry  Sultanship,  pell  mell, 
And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 

At  such  a  pertinacious  infidel. 
And  poured  upon  him  and  his  sons  lilie  rain. 

Which  they  resisted  like  a  sandy  plain 

110  That  drinks  and  still  is  dry.     At  last  they  perished — 

His  second  son  was  levelled  by  a  shot, 
ills  third  was  sabred ;  and  the  fourth,  most  cherisheil 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot, 

VOL.    il.  2    I 
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The  fifth  -who  by  a  Christian  mother  Tiourished, 
Had  been  neglected,  ill-used,  and  what  uot, 
Because  deibrnied,  yet  died  all  game  and  bottom, 
To  save  a  sire  who  blushed  that  he  begot  him. 

111  The  eldest  was  a  true  and  tameless  Tartar, 

As  great  a  scorner  ol'  the  Nazarene 
As  ever  jSIaLomet  picked  out  lor  a  martyr, 

Who  only  saw  the  black-eyed  girls  in  greeB, 
Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  quarter 

On  earth,  in  Paradise  ;  and  when  once  seen, 
These  Houris,  like  all  other  pretty  creatures 
Dojustwhate'er  they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

112  And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young  Khan 

In  heaven,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess  j 
But  doubtless  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 

To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less  ; 
And  that's  the  cause  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 

A  field  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 
For  one  rough,  weather  beaten,  veteran  body, 
You'll  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  ready. 

113  Your  Houris  also  have  a  natural  pleasure 

In  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men, 
Before  the  bridal  hours  have  danced  their  measure, 

And  the  sad  second  moon  grows  dim  again. 
Or  dull  repentance  hath  had  dreary  leisure, 

To  wish  him  back  a  batchelor  now  and  then, 
And  thus  your  Houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  brief  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 

114  Thus  the  young  Khan,  with  Houris  in  his  sight 

Thought  not  upon  the  charms  of  four  young  brides. 
But  bravely  rushed  on  his  first  heavenly  night. 

In  short,  howe'er  our  better  faith  derides. 
Those  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight. 
As  though  there  were  one  Heaven,  and  none  besides- 
.f*Whereas,  if  all  be  true  we  hear  of  Heaven 
^  And  Hell,  there  mast  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 

115  So  fully  flashed  the  phantom  on  his  eyes, 

Thai  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart. 
He  shouted  "  Allah  !"  and  saw  Paradise 

With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart. 
And  bright  eternity  without  disguise 

On  his  goul,  like  a  ceaseless  sunrise,  dart ; 
"With  Prophets,  Houris,  Angels,  Saints,  descried 
In  one  voluptuous  blaze> — a.n<i  then  he  died  : 
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U6  Bat,  with  a  heavenly  rapture  on  his  face, 

The  good  old  Khan,  who  long  had  ceased  to  see 

Honris,  or  aught  except  his  florid  race. 

Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously  — 

When  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 
The  earth  which  he  became  like  a  felled  tree, 

Paused  for  a  moment  from  the  fight,  and  cast 

A  glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last, 

1  It  The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  his  point. 
Stopped  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 

Quarter,  in  case  he  bid  them  not  "  aroint" 
As  he  before  had  done.     He  did  not  heed 

Their  pause  nor  signs  ;  his  heart  was  out  of  joint, 
And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed. 

As  he  looked  down  upon  his  chikh-en  gone, 

And  felt  though  done  with  life — he  was  alone. 

IIS  But 'twas  a  transient  tremor;  with  a  spring 
Upon  the  Russian  steel  his  breast  he  flung 

As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 

Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies  ;  he  clung 

Closer,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might  wring, 
Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  his  j'oung; 

And  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 

In  one  wide  wound  poured  forth  his  soul  at  once. 

119  'Tis  strange  enough— the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  who 
Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 

Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through, 
And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near. 

Touched  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew, 
Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  no  tear 

Flowed  from  their  blood-shot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife, 

They  honored  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 

J 20  But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire, 

Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his  post, 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ  retire, 
And  baflfied  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city  's  rest  were  won  or  lost ; 

And  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

To  answer  Ribas'  summons  to  give  way. 

121  In  the  mean  time,  cross  legged,  with  great  sang  froiti, 
Among  the  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 
Tobacco  on  a  little  carpet ; — Troy 
Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around  ; — yet  looking 


866  DON  JUAN. 

With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seemed  to  annoy 

His  stern  philosophy}  but  gently  stroking 
His  beard,  he  puiied  his  pipe's  ambrosial  gules. 
As  if  he  had  tliree  lives  as  well  as  tails. 

122  The  town  was  taken — whether  he  might  yield 

Himself  or  bastion,  little  mattered  ))ow  ; 
His  stubborn  valour  was  no  luture  shield. 

Ismail 's  no  more  !     The  crescent's  silver  bow 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field, 

But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore  :  the  glow 
Of  burning  streets,  like  moon  light  on  the  water. 
Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 

123  All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses } 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad  j 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses  j 

All  that  the  Devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad  ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses  j 

All  l>y  which  Hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  Hell — mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse, — 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 

124  If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity 

Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart  broke  through 
Its  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  some  pretty 

Child,  or  an  aged,  helpless  man  or  two — 
What's  this  in  one  annihilated  city, 

Where  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  grow  ? 
Cockneys  of  London!  JNIuscadins  of  Paris! 
Just  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  war  is : 

125  Think  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  Gazette 

Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes  : 
Or  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don't  forget 

Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt, 

Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhymes, 
Read  your  own  hearts,  and  Ireland's  present  story, 
Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wellesley's  glory. 

126  But  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation. 

Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 
A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing  ! 
Howe'er  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 

Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  harvests  cling, 
Gaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the  throne — 
Though  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs  twenty  stone. 
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12T  But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme  : 

There  was  an  end  of  Ismail-  hapless  town  ! 

Far  flashed  her  burning  towers  o'er  Danube's  stteam, 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop,  and  the  shriller  scream 
Rose  still  j  but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown  : 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  manned  the  wall, 

Some  hundreds  breathed — the  rest  were  silent  all ! 

128  In  one  thing  ne'ertheless  'tis  fit  to  praise 

The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 
A  virtue  much  ia  fashion  now-  a-days, 

And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration  : 
The  topic  's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 

Perhaps  the  season's  chill  and  their  long  station 
In  winter's  depth,  and  want  of  rest  and  victual 
Had  made  them  chaste ; — they  ravish'd  verj'  little. 

129  Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  line  ; — but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm  :  no  causes  can  I  guess, 

Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration  ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score. 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

130  Some  odd  mistakes  too  happened  in  the  dark. 

Which  showed  the  want  of  lanthorns,  or  of  taste — 
Indeed  the  smoke  was  such,  they  scarce  could  mark 

Their  friends  from  foes,— besides  such  things  from  haste 
Occur,  though  rarelj',  when  there  is  a  spark 

Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste  : 
But  six  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years. 
Were  all  deflowered  by  diilereut  grenadiers. 

131  But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great  j 

So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 

Of  "single  blessedness,"  and  thouglit  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 
Without  the  expence  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

132  Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged) 
"  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin  ?" 
2  12 
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But  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged. 
There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin  ; 

But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkness — I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

133  Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror— a  match 

For  Timour  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade, 
While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes,  like  thatch 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  allayed, 
With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  dispatch  ; 

And  here  exactly  follow?  what  he  said : — 
*'  Glory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress  !''  (Powers 

Eternal!  suck  names  iningiedt)  "Ismail  is  our's."(4) 

134  Methiuks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words 

Since  "  Mene,  Mene,  Tekel,"  and  Upharsin,'* 
AVhich  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of  swords. 

Heaven  help  me,  Pro  but  little  of  a  parson  : 
AYhat  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lord's, 

Severe,  sublime  :  the  Prophet  wrote  no  farce  on 
The  fate  of  Nations ; — but  this  Russ  so  wilty 
Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city. 

136  He  wrote  this  Polar  melody,  and  set  it,  / 

Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  and  groans, 

Which  few  will  sing,  1  trust,  but  none  forget  it — 
For  I  will  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 

To  rise  against  Earth's  tjTants.     Never  let  it 
Be  said  that  we  will  truckle  unto  thrones  ; — 

But  ye — our  children's  children  !  think  how  we 

Showed  what  things  were  before  the  world  was  free  ! 

136  That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but  'tis  for  you  : 

And  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  millenium, 

You  hardly  \<\\\  believe  such  things  were  true 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen  you  'em  ; 

But  may  their  very  memory  perish  too  !  — 

Yet  if  perchance  remembered,  still  disdain  you  'em 

More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore. 

Who  painted  their  hare  limbs,  but  not  with  gore. 

237  And  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of  thrones, 
And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 

As  we  now  gaze  upon  the  mammoth's  bones, 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  could  see. 

Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  stones. 
The  pleasant  riddles  of  Futurity — 

Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid. 

As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 
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138  Ret'ider!  I  have  kept  my  word,— at  least  so  far 

As  the  first  Canto  promised.     You  have  now 
Had  sketches  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war — 

All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow, 
And  Epicy  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar  ; 

For  I  have  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 
Than  my  forerunners.     Carelessly  I  sing, 
But  Phoebus  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 

139  With  which  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  ftddle, 

What  further  hath  befallen,  or  may  befal 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

I  by  and  bye  may  tell  you,  if  at  all : 
But  now  I  choose  to  break  off  in  the  middle, 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stubborn  wall, 
While  Juan  is  sent  ofl'  with  the  dispatch. 
For  which  all  Petersburgh  is  ou  the  watch. 

140  This  special  honour  was  conferred,  because 

He  had  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity ; — 
Which  last,  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  pause 

From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 
His  little  captive  gained  him  some  applause 

For  saving  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage, — and  I  thmk  he  was  more  glad  in  ber 
Safety,  than  his  new  order  of  St.  Vladimir. 

141  The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  ber  protector, 

For  she  was  homeless,  houseless,  helpless  ;  all 
Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 

Had  perished  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall : 
Her  very  place  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 

Of  what  it  had  been ;  there  the  Muezzin's  call 
To  prayer  was  heard  no  more  ! — And  Juan  wept,. 
And  made  a  vow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  VH. 

( 1 )  Alia  Hu !  is  properly  the  war  crj'  of  the  Mussulmans. 

(2)  See  Major  Valiancy  and  Sir  Lawrence  Parsons. 

(3)  The  Portuguese  proverb  says,  that  "  Hell  is  paved  witk 
good  intentions." 

(4)  In  the  original  Russian— 

"  Slava  bogu  !  slava  vara  ! 
"  Krepost  Vzala,  y  ia  tam," — 
a  kind  of  couplet :  for  he  was  a  poet. 
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CANTO  TX. 


1  Oh,  Wellington:  (or  "  Villainton"— for  Fame 

Sounds  the  heroic  syllables  both  ways  ; 
France  could  not  even  conquer  your  great  name, 

But  punned  it  down  to  this  facetiovas  phrase — 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same) — 

You  have  obtained  great  pensions  and  much  piaise  ; 
Glory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 
Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  "  Nay !  "(1 ) 

2  T  don't  think  that  you  used  K— n— rd  quite  well 

In  Marinet's  affair— in  fact  'twas  shabby, 
And  like  some  other  things  won't  do  to  tell 

Upon  your  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey. 
Upon  the  rest  'tis  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 

Such  tales  being  for  the  tea  hour  of  some  tabby ; 
But  though  your  years  as  7nan  tend  fast  to  zero, 
In  fact  your  Grace  is  still  but  o.  young  Hero, 

3  Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too)  so  much, 

Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more  : 
You  have  repaired  Legitimacy's  crutch — 

A  prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before  : 
The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 

Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  -;)•  on  restore : 
And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtor — 
(I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better.) 

4  You  are  "  the  best  of  cut-throats :"— do  not  start ; 

The  phrase  is  Shakspeare's  and  not  misapplied  ; — 
War  's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art, 

Unless  her  cause  by  Right  be  sanctified. 
If  you  have  acted  once  a  generous  part 

The  World,  not  the  World's  master's  will  decide, 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who. 
Save  you  and  yours,  have  gained  by  Waterloo. 

5  I  am  no  flatterer— you've  supped  full  of  flattery : 

They  say  you  like  it  too — 'tis  no  great  wonder :  ^ 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery. 
At  Uist  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder  j 
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And  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  he 
Ma)'  like  being  praised  for  every  luckly  blunder  ; 
Called  "Saviour  of  the  Nations^' — not  yet  saved, 
And  "  Europe's  Liberator" — still  enslaved. 

d  I've  done.     "Sow  go  and  dine  from  off  the  plate 
.'     Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate  (1) 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals ; 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  people  feels  : — 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your  ration, 
But  pray  give  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 

7  I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 

You,  my  Lord  Duke  !   is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  lashion  too  of  Cincinnatus, 

VVith  modern  history  has  but  a  small  connexion  : 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes. 

You  need  not  take  them  inider  3  our  direction ; 
And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear  5 — I'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

8  Great  men  have  always  scorned  great  recompenses: 

Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died, 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses : 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  beside, 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few  men's  is) 

To  free  his  country :  Pitt  too  had  his  pride, 
And,  as  a  high-soul'd  Minister  of  State,  is 
Renowned  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 

9  Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity, 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more  : 
You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  Unity 

Of  Tyrants,  and  been  blest  Irom  shore  to  shore  : 
And  noiv — what  is  your  fame  ?  Shall  the  Muse  tune  it  ye? 

No'v — that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'er  ? 
Go,  hear  it  in  your  famished  Country's  cries  ! 
Behold  the  World  !  and  curse  your  victories. 

10  As  these  new  Cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats, 

To  //OH  the  unflattering  Muse  deigns  to  inscribe 

Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  Gazettes, 
But  which,  'tis  time  to  teach  the  hireling  tribe 

Who  fatten  on  their  Country's  gore  and  debts, 
Must  he  recited,  and — without  a  bribe. 

You  did  great  things;  but  not  being  great  in  mind. 

Have  left  undone  the  greatest — and  mankind. 
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1 1  Death  laughs— Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 

With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing 
That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring- 
Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ;— look  upon 

This  hourly  dread  of  all,  whose  threatened  sting 
Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath  ! 
IVIark  !  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath ! 

12  Mark  !  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  arfe  ! 

And'yet  ivas  what  you  are  :  from  ear  to  ear 
It  laughs  not—WiQxe  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

So  called  ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear, 
But  still  he  smiles ;  and  whether  near  or  far 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle  (far  more  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's)  his  incarnate  skin, 
White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

13  And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment,] 

But  still  it  is  so  :  and  with  such  example 
Why  should  not  life  be  equally  content. 

With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 

Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
'  Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 
Sans  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms — years  like  hours  ? 

14  "To  be  or  not  to  be  !  that  is  the  question," 

Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  now  is  much  in  fashion. 
I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hephaestion, 

Nor  even  had  for  abstract  fame  much  passion : 
But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion. 

Than  Buonaparte's  cancer  : — could  I  dash  on 
Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 
Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name  ? 

15  ''Oh  dura  ilia  messorum  !" — "  Oh 

Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers  !" — I  translate 
For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 

What  indigestion  is — that  inward  fate 
Which  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 

A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate  ; 
Let  this  one  toil  for  bread — that  rack  for  rent, 
He  who  sleeps  best,  may  be  the  most  content. 

lel"  To  be  or  not  to  be  ?"— Ere  I  decide, 
/     I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  is  being  ? 
'Tis  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide, 
And  deem,  because  we  see,  we  are  all  seeing : 
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For  my  part,  I'll  enlist  on  neither  side 

Until  I  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 
For  me,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
Rather  than  life  a  mere  affair  of  breath. 


17  *'*  Que  sjais-je?"  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

As  also  of  the  first  academicians ; 
That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 

r_  Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positions. 
There's  no  such  thing  as  certainty,  that's  plain 
As  any  of  mortality's  conditions  ; 
So  little  do  we  know  what  we're  about  in  i 

This  world,  I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  be  doubting.  J 

18  It  is  a  pleasant  voj'age  perhaps  to  float, 

Like  Pyrrho,  on  a  sea  of  speculation  ; 
But  what  if  carrying  sail  capsize  the  boat? 

Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  navigation; 
And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 

Is  apt  to  tire :  a  calm  and  shallow  station 
Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and  gathers 
Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  bathers. 

19 /*  But  Heaven,"  as.Ca.ssio^a.ys,  "is  above  all, — 
"  N^more  of-4b4«4hen, — let  us  pray  ■"  We  have 

Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam's  fall. 
Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  gra^e^y 

Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.     "  The  sparrow's  fall 
"  Is  special  providence,'^  though  bow  it  gave 

Offence,  we  know  not ;  probably  it  perched 

Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  searched. 


7 


io/oh  ye 

/     Oh, 


20/0h  ye  immortal  Gods!  what  is  theogony  ? 


thou  too  mortal  Man  !  what  is  philanthropy  ? 

Oh,  World,  which  was  and  is  !  what  is  cosmogony  ?J 
/    Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misanthropy^; 
I  And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 
"f      That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean  ;-  -hykwithropy 

I  comprehend,  lor  without  transformation 

Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

21  But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind. 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 

Done  any  thing  exceediiigly  unkind, — 

And  (though  I  coidd  not  now  and  then  forbear 

Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 
Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare, — 

Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope  ?  Because 

They  hate  me,  not  I  them  : — And  here  we'll  [xiuse. 


/ 
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i^  22  'Tis  time  we  should  proceed  with  our  good  poem, 
)  For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good, 

""  Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  pfoenij 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — but  by  and  by  the  truth  will  show  'em 

Herself  in  her  sublimest  altitude: 
And  till  she  doth,  I  lain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 

23  Our  hero  (and,  T  trust,  kind  reader  !  yours) — 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 
Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polished  boors. 

Who  still  have  shown  themselves  more  brave  than  witty, 
I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 

Much  flattery — even  Voltaire's,  and  that's  a  pity. 
For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  autocrat 
^^\     Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that. 

p/   24  And  I  will  war,  at  least  in  words  f  and—should 


I  My  chance  so^ha2pen—^ee4|s)  with  all  who  war 

i\        With  tllotigTit^—^ndoTllGiought's  foes  by  far  most  rude. 
r'  Tyrants  and  sycophants  have  been  and  are. 

I  know  not  who  may  conquer  :  if  I  could 
Have  such  a  prescience,  it  should  be  no  bar 

To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detestation 

Of  every  despotism  in  every  nation. 

25  It  is  not  that  I  adulate  the  people  : 

Without  nie,  there  are  demagogues  enough, 
And  infidels  to  pull  down  every  steeple 

And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff. 
Whether  they  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap  hell. 

As  is  the  Christian  dogma  rather  rough, 
I  do  not  know  ; — I  wish  men  to  be  free 
As  much  from  mobs  as  kings — from  you  as  me. 

26  The  consequence  is,  being  of  no  party, 

I  shall  otlend  all  parties  .-  —  never  mind  I 
My  words,  at  least,  are  more  sincere  and  hearty 

Than  if  I  thought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 
He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small  art:  he 

Who  neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind. 
May  still  expatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 
Nor  give  my  voice  to  slavery's  jackall  cry. 

27  That's  an  appropriate  simile,  that  jackall ; — j 

I've  heard  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all 

Power's  base  purveyors,  who  ior  pickings  prowl. 
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And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 

However,  the  poor  jackalls  are  less  foul 
(As  being  the  brave  lion's  keen  providers) 
Than  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

28  Raise  but  an  arm  !  'twill  brush  their  web  away, 
~=^-      And  without  that,  their  poison  and  their  claws 

Are  useless.     Mind  good  people  !  what  I  say — 
(Or  rather  peoples)— ^o  on  without  pause  ! 

The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Increseas,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause  : 

None,  save  the  Spanish  Fly  and  Attic  Bee, 

As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 

29  Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 

Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  dispatch, 
Where  blood  was  talked  of  as  we  would  of  water  j 

And  carcases  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 
O'er  silent  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 

Fair  Catherine's  pastime — who  looked  on  the  match 
Between  these  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks, 
Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  stand  like  rocks. 

30  And  there  in  a  kiUtka  he  rolled  on, 

(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs, 
Which  en  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  bone) 

Pondering  on  glory,  chivalrj^,  and  kings, 
And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done — 

And  wishing  that  post  horses  had  the  wings 
Of  Pegasus,  or  at  least  post  chaises 
Had  feathers,  when  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is. 

31  At  every  jolt — and  they  were  many — still 

He  turned  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge, 
As  if  he  wished  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 

Than  he,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  large 
To  ruts,  and  flints,  and  lovely  Nature's  skill, 

Who  is  no  paviour,  nor  admits  a  barge 
On  her  canals,  where  God  takes  sea  and  land, 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own -hand. 

32  At  least  he  paj's  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 

To  be  the  first  of  what  we  used  to  call 
"  Gentlemen  Farmers" — a  race  worn  out  quite 

Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all. 
And  "  gentlemen"  are  in  a  piteous  plight. 

And  "  farmers"  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 
She  iV^ll  with  Buonaparte  : — What  strange  thought* 
Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  fall  with  oats. 
VOL.  II.  2  K 
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33  But  Juan  turned  bis  eves  on  the  sweet  child 

Whom  he  had  saved  Irorn  slaughter — what  a  trophy  : 
Oh  !  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 

With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  Sophy, 
Who,  after  leaving  Hindostan  a  wild. 

And  scarce  to  the  JSIogul  a  cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woe  withul,  was  slain,  the  sinner ! 
Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner  ; — 

34  Oh  ye !  or  we  !  or  he  !  or  she  !  reflect, 

That  me  life  saved,  especially  if  young 
Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 

Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 
From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  decked 

With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung  : 
Though  hymned  by  every  harp,  unless  within 
Your  heart  joins  chorus,  Fame  is  but  a  din.   * 

35  Oh,  ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous  ! 

Ye  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes  ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  us  ! 

Whether  you're  paid  by  governient  in  bribes, 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us — 

Or,  roughly  treading  on  the  "  courtiers'  kibes" 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm's  starvation  ; — 

26  Oh,  ye  great  authors  ! — "  Apropos  desbottes" — 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  meant  to  say. 
As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages'  lots : — 

'Twas  something  calculated  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots  ; 

Certes  it  would  have  been  but  thrown  away. 
And  thal',s  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice, 
Although  no  .doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

37  But  let  it  go  : — it  will  one  day  be  found 

With  other  relics  of  "  a  former  world," 
When  this  world  shall  be/or»ier,  underground  ; 

Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisped,  and  curled, 
Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  turned  inside-out,  or  drowned. 

Like  all  the  worlds  before,  which  have  been  burled 
First  out  of  and  then  back  again  lo  chaos, 
The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us- 

38  So  Cuvier  says ; — and  then  shall  come  again 

Unto  the  new  Creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient  strain 
Of  things  destroyed  and  left  in  airy  doubt : 
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Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  Titans,  Giants,  fellows  of  about 
Soma  hundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  say  miles, 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  crocodiles. 

39  Think  then  If  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up  ! 

How  the  new  worldlings  of  the  then  new  cast 
Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup'! 

(For  they  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least : 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  pup. 

And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 
In  size,  from  overworking  the  material — 
Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth's  burial.) 

40  How  will— to  these  young  people,  just  thrust  out 

From  some  fresh  Paradise,  and  set  to  plough, 
And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves  about, 

And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  atkl  sow. 
Till  all  the  arts  at  length  are  brouglit  about, 

Especially  of  war  and  taxing,— how, 
1  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they  see  'em, 
Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum  ? 

41  But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical ; 

"  The  time  is  out  of  joint," — and  so  am  I; 
I  quite  forget  this  poem  's  merely  quizzical, 

And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
I  ne'er  decide  what  I  shall  say,  and  this  I  call 

Much  too  poetical :  Men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end  ;  but,  note  or  text, 
1  never  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 

42  So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating. 

Now  pondering  : — it  is  time  we  should  narrate  : 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  bailing — 

Now  we'll  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey,  we've  so  many  tours  of  late  : 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh  ;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows  ; 

43  Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform  ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume, 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shivered  in  a  storm, 

Over  a  cocked  hat  in  a  crowded  room  ; 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn  Gorme, 

Of  yellow  cassimere  we  may  presume. 
White  stockings  drawn  uncurdled  as  new  milk 
,  O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  oft' the  silk  : 
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44  Suppose  him  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hand, 

Made  up  by  youth,  tame,  and  an  army  tailor- 
That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  command 

Beauty  springs  forth,  and  Nature's  self  turns  paler. 
Seeing  how  Art  can  make  her  work  more  grand, 

(VVhen  she  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in  like  a  jailor)— 
Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar  !     He 
Seems  Love  turned  a  Lieutenant  of  Artillery ! 

45  His  bandage  slipped  down  into  a  cravat ; 

His  wings  subdued  to  epaulets  ;  his  Quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  Arrows  at 

His  side  as  a  small  sword,  but  sharp  as  ever ; 
His  Bow  converted  into  a  cocked  hat ; 

But  still  so  like,  that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stupid) 
If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 

46  The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whispered,  and 

The  empress  smiled,  the  reigning  favourite  frowned- 
I  quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 

Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 
Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command 

Since  first  her  majesty  was  singly  crowned  : 
But  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot  fellows, 
All  fit  to  make  a  Patagonian  jealous. 

47  Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slim, 

Blushing  and  beardless,  and  yet  ne'ertheless 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb, 

And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seemed  to  express, 
That  though  he  looked  one  of  the  seraphim, 

There  lurked  a  man  beneath  the  spirit's  dress. 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi.  (4) 

48  No  wonder  then  that  Yermoloff,  or  Mamonoff, 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  off 
Or  on,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enough 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 
For  a  new  flame  :  a  thought  to  cast  oft"  gloom  enough 

Along  the  aspect  whether  smooth  or  rough 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station, 
Then  held  that  "  high  official  situation." 

49  Oh  gentle  ladies !  should  you  seek  to  know 

The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phrase. 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  (5)  show 
His  parts  of  speech  j  and  in  the  strange  displays 
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Of  that  odd  string  of  words,  all  in  a  row 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys, 
Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  /io-meaning,- 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaning. 

60  I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey — 
That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be  a  doubt, 

Did  not  his  deeds  unridiUe  them  each  day — 
That  monstrous  hieroglyphic — that  long  spout 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Casllereagh  ! 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate, 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

<51  An  English  lady  asked  of  an  Italian, 

What  were  the  actual  and  oSicial  duties 
Of  the  strange  thing,  some  women  set  a  value  on, 

Which  hovers  oi't  about  some  married  beauties. 
Called  ''  Cavalier  Servente  ':" — a  Pygmalion 

Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas  !  too  true  'tis) 
Beneath  his  art.     The  dame,  pressed  to  disclose  tbem, 
Said — "  Lady,  I  beseech  you  to  suppose  them.'' 

52  And  thus  I  suplicate  your  supposition, 

And  mildest,  matron-like  interpretation 
Of  the  imperial  favourite's  condition. 

'Twas  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank  :  and  the  suspicion 

Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station. 
No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair  of  shoulders, 
If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holders. 

53  Juan,  I  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  boy. 

And  had  retained  his  boyish  look  beyond 
The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy, 

With  beards  and  whiskers  and  the  like,  the  fond 
Parisian  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 

And  founded  Doctor's  Commons:—  I  have  conned 
The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though  chequered, 
Call  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  record. 

54  And  Catherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save  her  lord, 

Who  was  gone  to  his  place)  and  passed  for  much, 
Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorrcii) 

Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a  touch 
04"  sentiment ;  and  he  she  most  adored 

Was  the  lamentable  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 
A  lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear, 
And  yet  but  made  a  miildling  grenadier, 
i  K  '1 
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65  Oh  thou  "teterrima  causa^'  of  all  "belli" — 

Thou  gate  of  life  and  death — thou  nondescript  f 
Whence  is  our  exit  and  our  entrance, — well  I 

May  pause  in  pondering  how  all  souls  are  dipt 
In  th^  perennial  fountain  : — how  man  fell,  I 

Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches  stript 
Of  her  first  fruit ;  but  how  he  falls  and  rises 

Since,  Thou  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises. 

56  Some  call  thee  **  the  worst  cause  of  war,''  but  I 

Maintain  thou  art  the  best :  for  after  all 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go,  and  why 

To  get  at  thee  not  batter  down  a  wall, 
Or  waste  a  world  ?  Since  no  one  can  deny 

Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and  small  j 
With  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
Are,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life's  dry  land  ! 

57  Catherine,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 

Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
You  please  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be, 

So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that,) 
Catherine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 

The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 
Victory  ;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
With  his  dispatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal. 

58  Then  recollecting  the  whole  empress,  nor 

Forgetting  quite  the  woman  (which  composed 
At  least  three  parts  of  this  great  whole)  she  tore 

The  letter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 
The  court,  that  watched  each  look  her  visage  wore. 

Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
Fair  weather  for  the  day.     Though  rather  spacious. 
Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth  gracious. 

59  Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys  :  the  first 

Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 

Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst 
As  an  East  Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 

These  quenched  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst- 
So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain  : 

In  vain  ! — As  fall  tlie  dews  on  quenchless  sands. 

Blood  only  serves  to  wash  Ambition's  hands  ! 

■00  Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanciful ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  whoihrew 
Into  a  Russian  couplet  rather  dull 
The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he  slew. 
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Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  think  it  best 
To  kill,  and  generals  turn  into  jest. 

01  The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete. 
And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then   her  mouth, 

7'Le  whole  court  looked  immediately  most  sweet. 
Like  flowers  well  watered  after  a  long  drouth  ; 

But  when  on  the  lieutenant  at  her  feet 
Her  majesty,  who  liked  to  gaze  on  youth 

Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  dispatch. 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watcb. 

62  Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truculent 

When  wroth  ;  while  pleased,  she  was  as  fine  a  figure 

As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe  and  succulent,         ^ 
Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigor. 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 
With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigor 

To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  the  full  amount 

At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 

03  With  her  the  latter,  though  at  times  convenient 

Was  not  so  necessary ;  for  they  tell 
That  she  was  handsome,  and  though  fierce  looked  lenieni ': 

And  always  used  her  favorites  too  well. 
If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye  went. 

Your  "fortune"  was  in  a  fair  way  to  swell 
A  man,"  as  Giles  says  ;  for  though  she  would  widow  all 
Nations,  she  liked  Man  as  an  individual. 

01  What  a  strange  thing  is  man  !  and  what  a  stranger 
Is  woman  !   What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head, 

And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 
Is  all  the  rest  about  her !   Whether  wed, 

Or  widow,  maid  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 
Mind  like  the  wind  :  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she'll  say  or  do  ; — 

The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new  ! 

65  Oh  Catherine  !  (for  of  all  interjections 

To  thee  both  o/i !  and  ah  !  belong  of  right 

In  love  and  war;  how  odd  are  the  connections 
Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight ! 

Just  now  i/our's  were  cut  out  in  different  sections  : 
First  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite  ; 

Next  of  new  knights,  the  Iresh  and  glorious  batch  ; 

And  thirdly  he  who  brought  you  the  dispatch  ! 
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66  Shakspeare  talks  of  the  herald  Mercury 

"  New  lighted  on  a  Heaven-kissing  hill: — " 
And  some  such  visions  crossed  her  majesty, 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  still. 
^Tis  very  true  the  hill  seemed  rather  high 

For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up  ;  but  skill 
Smoothed  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and  by  God's  blessing 
With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  are  "  heaven-kissing." 

67  Her  majesty  looked  down,  the  youth  looked  up  — 

And  so  they  fell  in  love  ; — She  with  his  face, 
His  grace,  his  God's  knows  what,  for  Cupid's  cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quintessential  laudanum  or  "black  drop," 

Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers  ;  for  the  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save  tears)  dry, 

6$  He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love, 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion. 
Self  love — which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 

Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  mucti  in  fashion. 
Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  "  deigns  to  prove," 

('Tis  Pope's  phrase)  a.  great  longing,  tho'  a  rash  one, 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many, 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

69  Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage. 

As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  Lion's  deai. 
So  that  we  can  our  native  Sun  hssufige 

In  the  next  Ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 
To  make  a  twilight  in,  just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Quenched  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  Sea,  or  Thetis. 

70  And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine) 

Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  thing 
Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flattering, 

Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king. 
Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern, 

A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ring — 
Which,  being  the  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 
Seemed  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  the  honey. 

71  And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 

Tn  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  grey, 
(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good. 
Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say : 
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Napoleon's,  Mary's  (Queen  of  Scotland)  should 

Lend  to  that  colour  a  transcendant  ray  ; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue, 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue) — 

72  Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  figure, 
Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension, 

Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger, 
(Fellows  whom  Messalina's  self  would  pension) 

Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour. 

With  other  extras,  which  we  need  not  mention, — 

All  these,  or  any  of  these,  explain 

Enough  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain. 

~3  And  that 's  enough,  for  love  is  vanity, 

Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end. 
Except  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  blend 
Itself  with  Beauty's  frail  inanity, 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend. 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  main  spring  of  the  universe. 

74  Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  love 

Of  faithl'ul  pairs— (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove, 
That  good  old  steam-boat,  which  keeps  verses  moving, 

'Gainst  Reason — Reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove 
With  rhyme,  but  always  leant  less  to  improving 

The  sound  than  sense) — besides  all  these  pretences 

To  Love,  there  are  those  things  which  words  name  senses  ; 

15  Those  movements,  those  improvements  in  onr  bodies, 
Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 

Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  a  goddess 
For  such  all  women  are  at  first  no  doubt. 

How  beautiful  that  moment !  and  how  odd  is 
That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 

Of  our  sensations  !   what  a  curious  way 

The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay  ! 

'  76  The  noblest  kind  of  Love  is  Love  Platonical, 
To  end  or  to  begin  with ;  the  next  grand 

Is  that  which  may  be  christened  Love  Canonical, 
Because  the  clergj-  take  the  thing  in  hand  ; 

The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle 
As  flourishing  in  every  cliristian  land, 

Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 

Add  what  may  be  called  Marriage  in  Disguise. 
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77  Well,  we  won't  anal3^ze — our  story  must 

Tell  for  itself:  the  sovereign  was  smitten, 
Juan  much  flattered  by  her  love,  or  lust ; — 

I  cannot  stop  to  alter  words  once  written, 
And  the  two  are  so  mixed  with  human  dust. 

That  he  who  names  one,  both  perchance  may  hit  on  ; 
Kut  in  such  matters  Russia's  mighty  empress 
Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

78  The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper. 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears  ; 
The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curled  much  crisper 

As  they  beheld  ;  the  younger  cast  some  leers" 
On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  li.sper 

Smiled  as  she  talked  the  matter  o'er  :  but  tears 
Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 
Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 

79  All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  Who  was  this  very  new  young  man, 
Who  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hours  ? 

Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  a  span.) 
Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 

Of  rubles  rain  as  fast  as  specie  can, 
Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribbons  and  some  thousand  peasants. 

80  Catherine  was  generous, — all  such  ladies  are  : 

Love  that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 
The  ways  that  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  far. 

Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small, — • 
Love — (though  she  had  a  cursed  taste  for  war. 

And  was  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
Such  Clytemnestra  :  though  perhaps  'tis  better 
That  one  should  die  than  two  drag  on  the  fetter. 

81  Love  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover's  fortune, 

Unlike  our  own  half-chaste  Elizabeth, 
Whose  avarice  all  disbursements  did  importune, 

Tf  History,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saith 
The  truth  ;  and  though  grief  her  old  age  might  shorten. 

Because  she  put  a  favourite  to  death. 
Her  \'ile,  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation. 
And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 

82  But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 

In  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations' 
Ambassadors  began  as  'twere  to  hustle 

Round  the  young  man  with  their  congratulations. 
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Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 

Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  faces, 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 

83  Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a  very  graceful  bow, 

As  if  born  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  unembarrassed  brow 

Nature  had  written  "  gentleman. '^     He  said 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose  j  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  graces  o'er  him  like  a  banner. 

84  An  order  from  her  majesty  consigned 

Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 
Of  those  in  office :  all  the  world  looked  kind 

(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first  stare, 
Which  youth  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind^ 

As  also  did  Miss  Protasoff  then  there, 
Named  I'rom  her  mystic  office  "  I'Eprouveuse," 
A  term  inexplicable  to  the  Muse. 

85  With  her  then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 

Juan  retired, — and  so  will  I,  until 
My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground, 

We  have  just  lit  on  a  "  Heaven-kissing  hill," 
So  lofty  that  1  feel  my  brain  turn  round, 

And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill ! 
Which  is  a  signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain, 
To  take  a  quiet  ride  in  some  green  lane. 


NOTES. 


(J)  Query,  A't'^/ ?— Printer's  Devil. 

(2)  «'  I  at  this  t'ime  got  a  post,  being  for  fatigue,  with  four 
others.  We  were  sent  to  break  biscuit,  and  make  a  mess  for 
Lord  Wellington's  hounds.  I  was  very  hungry,  and  thought 
it  a  good  job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  our  own  fill  while  we  broke 
the  biscuit,— a  thing  I  had  not  got  for  some  days.  When  thus 
engaged,  the  Prodigal  Son  was  never  once  out  of  my  mind  : 
and  I  sighed,  as  I  f^d  the  dogs,  over  my  humble  situation  and 
my  ruined  hopes.'^— ./ow/v/a/  of  a  Soldier  of  tlie  list  Reg. 
ditring  the  f Far  in  Spain. 

(3)  He  was  killed  in  a  conspiracy. 

(4)  He  was  the  "grande  passion-''  of  the  grande  Catherine. 

(5)  This  was  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that  person. 
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CANTO   X. 


1  When  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 

In  that  slight  startle  from  his  contemplation — 
'Tis  said  (for  I'll  not  answer  above  ground 

For  any  sage's  creed  or  calculation) 
A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turned  round 

In  a  most  natural  whirl,  called  "  Gravitation ;" 
And  thus  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple, 
_^    Since  Adam,  with  a  fall,  or  with  an  apple. 

\  2  Man  fell  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rose, 

1         If  this  be  true  ;  for  p§  must  deem  the  mode 
y     In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  disclose 
'"'  Through  the  then  unpaved  stars  the  turnpike  road, 

A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes  ; 

For  ever  since  immortal  man  hath  glowed 
With  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full  soon        j 
Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  Moon|| 

3  And  wherefore  this  exordium  ? — Why,  just  now, 
In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper, 

My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow. 
And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  caper ; 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  I  know 

To  those  who  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vapour, 

Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 

I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  Poesy. 

'\  In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sailed,  and  sail ;  but  for 
The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim  ; 

But  at  the  least  I  have  shunned  the  common  shore 
And  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 

The  Ocean  of  Eternity :  the  roar 

Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim. 

But  still  sea- worthy  skiff  j  and  she  may  float 

Where  ships  have  foundered,  as  doth  many  a  boat. 

5  We  left  our  hero,  Juan,  in  the  bloom 

Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  blush  ; — 
And  far  be  it  from  my  Muses  to  presume 
(For  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push) 
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To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room  : 

It  is  enough  that  Fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth,  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those  things 
Which  for  an  instant  clip  Enjoyment's  wings. 

6  But  soon  they  grow  again  and  leave  their  nest 

"  Oh !"  saith  the  Psalmist,  «  that  I  had  a  dove's 
"  Pinions  to  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest !" 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and  loves, — 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering  breast, 

And  palsied  Fancj-,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyond  its  dimmed  eye's  sphere,—  but  would  much  rather 
Sigh  like  his  son  than  cough  like  his  grandfather  ? 

7  But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widow^s)  shrink, 

Like  A  mo  in  the  summer,  to  a  shallow. 
So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintrj'  brink, 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow! 
Such  dilference  doth  a  few  months  make.     You'd  think 

Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow ; 
No  more  its  doth,  it  ploughs  but  change  their  boys,« 
Who  furrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

8  But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart— and  now 

And  then  before  sighs  cease  ;  for  oft  the  one 
Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lakelike  brow 

Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 
Of  life  reached  ten  o'clock:  and  while  a  glow, 

Hectic  and  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 
O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 
Thousands  blaze,  love,  hope,  die — how  happy  they  I  — 

9  But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  moon 

Or  ladies'  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps  ;  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  June, 

Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary. 
Must  come  ?  Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray, 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 

10  Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 

Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young : 

The  former  knows  what's  what ;  while  new-fledged  chicks 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung  , 

In  rhymes,  or  dreamt  (for  Fancy  will  play  tricks) 
In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  Love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years, 

I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 
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11  And  why  ?  because  she's  ch.mgeuble  and  chaste. 

I  know  no  other  reason  whatsoe'er 
Siispicioiis  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste, 

May  choose  to  tax  me  with  ;  which  is  not  fair, 
Nor  flattering  to  "  their  temper  or  their  taste," 

As  my  friend  Jeflery  writes  with  such  an  air  : 
However,  I  fprgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  will  forgive  himself} — if  not,  I  must. 

12  Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 

Should  so  continue — 'tis  a  point  of  honour; 
And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 

For  a  return  to  hatred  :  I  would  shun  her 
Like  garlick,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outran  ber. 
Old  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest  foes — 
Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

13  This  were  the  worst  desertion  : — renegadoes. 

Even  shutfling  Southey,  that  incarnate  lie, 
Would  scarcely  join  again  the  "reformadoes,"  (1) 

Whom  he  Ibrsook  to  till  the  Laureate's  sty  : 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Barbadoes, 

Whether  in  Galedon  or  Italy, 
Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  seize. 
To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to  please. 

14  The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 

The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life. 
And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untold, 

By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of  strife. 
While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old 

The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  knife. 
Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  question, 
And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 

15  A  legal  broom's  a  moral  chimney-sweeper. 

And  that's  the  reason  he  himself 's  so  dirty  ; 
The  endless  soot  (2)  bestows  a  tint  far  deeper 

Than  can  he  bid  by  altering  his  shirt ;  he 
Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper. 

At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirtj-, 
In  iiU  their  habits  : — Not  ^ot/ou,  I  own  ; 
As  Caesar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 

16  And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  7n hie, 

Dear  Jefferj-,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe, 
(As  far  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 
To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  belov) 
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Are  over :  Here's  u  health  to  "  AuW  Lang  Syne  I" 

I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 
Your  face, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
Moist  nobly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  soul. 

17  And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  "  Auld  Lang  Syne  !" 

'Tis  not  addressed  to  you— the  more's  the  pity 
For  me,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine 

With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proud  city. 
But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  whine, 

And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  or  witty. 
But  I  am  half  a  Scott  by  birth,  and  bred 
A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head, — 

18  As  "  Auld  L;uig  Syne"  brings  Scotland,  one  and  all, 

Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  and  clear 
streams, 
The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgonnie's  Brig's  black  icall,  (3) 

All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 
Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own  pall. 

Like  Banquo's  offspring  ; — floating  past  me  seems 
My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine: 
I  care  not — 'tis  a  glimpse  of  "Auld  Lang  Syne." 

19  As  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 

I  railed  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 
Which  must  be  owned  was  sensitive  and  surly. 

Yet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit. 

They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early : 

I  '* scotched  not  killed"  the  Scotchmen  in  my  blooil,^ 

And  love  the  land  of  "  mountain  and  of  flood." 
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on  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal, — 
or  both  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real  f 

Than  what  they  thouglft,  for  mind  can  never  sink,     V^ 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ;  ^' 

And  yet  'tis  rery  puzzling  on  the  brink  \ 

Of  wiiat  is  called  Eternity,  to  stare,  \ 

And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here,  than  there: — f 

21  Don  Juan  grew  a  very  polished  Russian — 

How  we  won't  mention,  xvhy  we  need  not  say  :  , 
Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong  concussion 

Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way  ; 
But  /«■*  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 

Smoothed  for  a  monarch's  seat  of  honour  ;  gay  ^ 

Damsels,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money, 
Made  ice  seem  Paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 
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22  The  favour  of  the  empress  was  agreeable  ; 

And  though  the  duty  waxed  a  little  hard, 
Young  people  at  this  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  now  was  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 

For  love,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Their  lucklier  votaries,  till  old  Age's  tt  dium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

23  About  this  time,  as  might  have  been  anticipated. 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear  a  little  dissipated; 

Which  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but — as  being  participated 

With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity-  must  make  us  selfish, 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shell-fish. 

24  This  we  pass  over.     We  will  also  pass 

The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas  ! 

A  young  Lieutenant's  with  a  not  oW  queen, 
But  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 

In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not  matter, 
And  wrinkles  (the  d — d  democrats)  won't  flatter. 

25  And  Death,  the  sovereign's  sovereign,  though  the  great 

Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels 
With  his  Agrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels, 
To  one  small  grass-grown  patch  (which  must  await 

Corruption  lor  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 
Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now, — 
Death's  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 

26  He  lived  (not  Death  but  Juan)  in  a  hurry 

Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and  gloss,  and  glitter. 
In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and  furry— 

Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  that's  bitter) 
Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in  a  flurry. 

Through  all  the  "  purple  and  fine  linen,"  fitter 
For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot — 
And  neutralize  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 

27  And  this  same  stale  we  won't  describe  ;  we  would 

Perhaps  from  heresay,  or  from  recollection  ; 
But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  "  obscure  wood" 
That  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 
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Of  human  years,  that  half-wny  house,  that  rude 

Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with  circumspection 
Liie's  sad  post-horses  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 
Of  age,  and  looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear  ; — 

28  I  won't  describe — that  is  if  I  can  help 

Description  ;  and  I  wont  reflect — that  is, 
If  I  can  stave  oil"  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 

Clings  to  its  teat— sticks  to  me  through  the  abyss 
Of  this  odd  labyrinth  !  or  us^he  kelp 

Holds  by  the  rock  ;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 
Drain  its  first  draught  of  lips:-  but,  as  I  said, 
I  won't  philosophize,  and  will  be  read. 

29  Juan  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 

A  thing  which  happens  rarely:  this  he  owetl 
Much  to  lii'  youth,  and  mucli  lo  his  reported. 

Valour;  much  also  to  the  Iilood  he  showed. 
Like  a  race  horse  ;  much  to  each  dress  he  sporteiV 

Wliicli  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glowed, 
As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun  ;  but  most 
He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 

30  He  wrote  to  Spain  : — and  all  his  new  relations, 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 

For  cousins  also,  answers  the  same  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations  ; 

And,  eating  ices,  were  o'er  heard  to  say. 
That  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 
Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a-piece. 

31  His  Mother,  Donna  Inez,  findii]g  too 

That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker. 
Where  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few, 

He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  hantlsome  anchor, — 
Replied,  "  that  she  was  glad  to  see  him  through 

"  Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth  will  hanker  ; 
"As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 
*'  Is,  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

32  ''  She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 

^'  And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 
"  VVarned  him  against  Greek-worship,  which  looks  odd 

"  In  Catholic  eyes  ,  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
<♦  Oiitirard  dislike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad  : 

"  Informed  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 
"  Born  in  a  second  wedlock  ;  and  above 
"  All,  praised  the  empress's  maternal  love. 
2  L  2 


392  DON  JUAN. 

33  "  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  approbation 

"  Unto  an  empress,  who  preferred  young  men 
"  Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still,  whose  nation 

"  And  climate,  stopped  all  scandal  (now  and  then  :) — 
<*  At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation  ; 

''  But  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten, 
"  Or  five,  or  one,  or  zero,  she  could  never 
"Believe  that  virtue  thawed  before  the  river." 

34  Oh  for  Bl  forty  parson-power  (4)  to  chaunt 

Thy  praise,  Hypocrisy  I  Oh  ibr  a  hymn 
Loud  as  Ihe  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt, 

Not  practice  !  Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim  ! 
Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt, 

Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim, 
Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 
When  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print. 

35  She  was  no  hypocrite  at  least,  poor  soul, 

But  went  to  heaven  in  a  sincere  way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll. 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day 
Heaven's  I'reeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday  scroll, 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 
His  knights  with,  lotting  other  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights'  fees. 

36  I  can't  complain,  whose  ansestors  are  there, 

Erneis,  Radulphus— eight  and-fo  ty  manors 
(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 

Were  their  reward  for  following  Billy's  banners  \ 
And  liiough  I  can't  help  thinking  'twas  scarce  fair 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hydes  (5)  like  tanners ; 

Yet  as  they  foujided  churches  with  the  produce. 
You'll  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a  good  use. 

3T  The  gentle  Juan  flourished,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants — called  sensitive 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchsdo  from  rhymes, 
Save  such  as  Suolhey  can  afford  to  give. 

Pel  haps  he  longed  in  bitter  frosts  to  climes 
In  which  the  Nevn's  ice  would  cease  to  lite 

Before  May-day  ;  pehaps,  despite  his  duty 

In  loyalty's  vast  arms  he  signed  for  beauty  : 

38  Perhaps — bul,  sans  perhaps,  we  need  not  seek 
For  causes  young  or  old  ;  the  canker-  worm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek. 
As  well  as  iurther  drain  the  withered  form  :. 
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Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 
His  bills  in,  and  however  we  may  storm, 

They  must  be  paid  ;  though  six  days  smoothly  run. 
The  seventh  will  bring  him  devils,  or  a  dun. 

39  I  dont  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick  ; 

The  empress  was  alarmed,  and  her  physician 
(Tbe  samewlio  physicked  Peter)  found  ihe  lick 

01  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 
Which  augured  of  the  dead,  however  quick 

Itself  and  showed  a  feverish  disposition 
At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled, 
The  sovereign  shocked,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

40  Low  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumors 

Some  said  he  had  been  poisoned  by  Potemkin 
Others  talked  learnedly  of  certain  tumors. 

Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin 
Some  said  'twas  a  concoction  of  the  humours. 

Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin  j 
Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 
«  'Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign.'* 

41  But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 

"  Sodae  Sulphat.  3.  vi.  3.  s.  mannaeoptim 
"Aq.  fervent.  F.    3.  ifs.  3ij.  tinct.  Senuae 

"  Haustus"  (And  here  the  surgeon  came  and  cupped  bim) 
"  R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.   fpecacuanhae'' 

(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  not  stopped  'em.) 
"  Bolus  Potassae  Sulphuret.  sumendus, 
"  Et  Haustus  ter  in  die  cnpiendus." 

42  This  Is  the  way  physicians  end  or  mend  us, 

Secundem  artem  :  but  although  we  sneer 
In  health— when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer  ; 
While  that  hiatus  maxime  deflendus. 

To  be  filled  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near 
Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 
We  tease  mild  Baillie,  or  soft  Abernethy. 

43  Juan  demurred  at  this  first  notice  to 

Quit  ?  and  though  Death  had  promised  an  ejection, 
His  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate  : 

Of  health  flicker 'd  with  a  faint  reflection 
Along  his  wasted  cheek,  and  seemed  to  gravel 
The  Faculty — who  said  that  he  must  travel. 
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44  The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him. 
Meridian-born,  to  bloom  in.     This  opinion 

Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim. 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion  : 

But  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  wax  dim, 
And  drooping  like  an  eagle's  with  dipt  pinion, 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission. 

But  in  a  style  becoming  his  condition. 

44  There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  discussion, 

A  sort  ot  treaty  or  negociation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

Maintained  with  all  the  due  prevarication 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are  apt  to  push  on, 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Thetis, 
Which  Britons  deem  their  "  uti  possidetis." 

46  So,  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitting  out  her  favorites,  conferred 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

At  once  her  poyal  splendor  and  reward 
His  services.     He  kissed  hands  the  next  day. 

Received  instructions  how  to  play  his  card. 
Was  laden  with  allkinels  of  gifts  and  honors, 
Which  showed  what  great  discernment  was  the  donor's. 

4T  But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck's  all.     Your  queens 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  reignijig; 
Which  puzzles  us  lo  know  what  Fortune  neans. 

But  to  continue  :  though  her  years  were  waning, 
Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens  ; 

And  though  her  dignity  brooked  no  complaining, 
So  much  did  Juan's  setting  ofl"  distress  her, 
She  could  not  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

48  But  Time  the  comforter  will  come  at  last ; 

And  four  and  twenty  hours,  and  twice  that  number 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed, 

Maile  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet  slumber :  — 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste. 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber, 
But  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 

49  While  this  high  post  of  honor  's  in  abeyance. 

For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
You'll  mount  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyance 
VV^hich  wafted  him  from  Petersburgh  :  the  best 


DON  JUAN.  395 

Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display  once 

The  fair  Czarina's  autocratic  crest, 
(When,  a  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris) 
Was  given  to  her  favorite,  (6)  and  now  bore  his. 

60  A  b»ill-dog,  and  a  bull-finch,  and  an  ermine, 

All  private  favorites  of  Don  Juan  ;  for 
(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 

He  had  a  kind  of  inclination,  or 
Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  vermin 

Live  animals:  — an  old  maid  of  threescore 
For  cats  and  birds  more  penchant  ne'er  displayed, 
Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  maid. 

51    The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 

Their  station  :  there  were  valets,  secretaries, 
In  their  vehicles  ;  but  at  his  side 

Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  'gainst  Cossacque  sabres,  in  the  wide 

Slaughter  of  Ismail.     Though  my  wild  Muse  varies 
Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a  pure  and  living  pearl. 

62  Poor  little  thing  ?  She  was  as  fair  as  docile, 

And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character, 
As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a  fossile 

Man,  'midst  thy  mouldy  mammoths,  "grand  Cuvier  !" 
Ill  fitted  with  her  ignorance  to  jostle 

With  this  o'erwlielming  world  where  all  must  err  : 
But  she  was  but  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 
Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore. 

53  Don  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 

Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love, 
I  cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  was  ; 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class, 

Called  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom — for  he  never  had  a  sister  : 
Ah  !  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  have  miss'd  her, 

54  And  still  less  was  it  sensual ;  for  besides 

That  he  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee, 
(Who  like  sour  fruit,  to  stir  their  veins  salt  tides,    ■ 

As  acids  rouse  a  dormant  alkali) 
Although  ( '^?f/// happen  as  our  planet  guides) 

His  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be, 
There  was  the  purest  Platonism  at  the  bottom 
Of  ail  his  feelings — only  he  fargot  'em. 
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55  Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation  ; 

He  loved  tiie  itifant  orphan  he  had  saved, 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation  ; 

His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him  ; — as  also  her  salvation 

Through  his  means  and  the  church's  might  be  paved. 
But  one  thing  's  odd,  which  here  must  be  inserted. 
The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 

56  'Twas  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  impression 

Thro'  such  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and  slaughter. 
But  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgression. 

She  showed  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water  : 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession  ; 

Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess  ;— no  matter  ; 
Whatever  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it- 
She  still  held  out  (hat  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

57  Id  fact,  the  only  Christian  she  could  bear 

VVas  Juan,  whom  she  seemed  to  have  selected 
In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  jvere. 

He  naturally  loved  what  he  protected  : 
And  thus  they  formed  a  rather  curious  pair  : 

A  guardian  green  in  years,  a  ward  connected 
In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender  ; 
And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  their's  more  tender. 

58  They  journeyed  on  through  Poland  and  through  Warsaw, 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron  : 
Through  Courland  also,  which  that  famous  farce  saw 

Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name  of  '  Biron.' 
'Tis  the  same  lantlscape  which  the  modern  Mars  saw 

Who  marched  to  Moscow,  led  by  Fame,  the  Syren  ! 
To  lose  by  one  month's  frost  some  twenty  years 
Of  conriuest,  and  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 

59  Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climax  : — "  Oh  ! 

My  guard  !  my  old  guard  I"  exclaimed  that  God  of  Clay. 
Think  of  the  Thunderer's  falling  down  below 

Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagb  !— 
Alas  !  that  glory  should  be  chilled  by  snow  ! 

But  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  like  Hecla's  flame. 

CO  From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Russia  proper, 
And  Koningsberg,  the  capital,  whose  vaunt 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead  or  copper, 
Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant, 
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Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco  stopper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  their  postillions. 

61  And  thence  throuc^h  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like, 
Until  he  reached  the  castellated  Rhine  : — 

Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes  !  how  much  ye  strike 
All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine  : — 

A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hoVer 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 

63   But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,  Bonn, 

Which  Dranchenfels  frowns  over  like  a  spectre 

Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone. 
On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture, 

From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Cologne, 
A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 

Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone, 

The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.  (7) 

63  From  thence  to  Holland's  Hague  and  Helvoetsluys, 

That  water  land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditches, 
Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice, 

The  poor  man's  sparkling  substitute  for  riches. 
Senates  and  sages  have  condemned  its  use — 

But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel 
Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but  cruel. 

64  Here  he  embarked,  and  with  a  flowing  sail 

Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free, 
Towards  which  the  inipetient  wind  blew  half  a  gale  : 

High  dashed  the  spray,  the  bows  dipped  in  the  sea. 
And  sea-sick  passengers  turned  somewhat  pale  ; 

But  Juan,  seasoned  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  skill's 
Which  passed,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  clill'i. 

65  At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 

The  blue  sea's  border  ;  and  Don  Juan  felt — 
What  even  yo\ing  strangers  feel  a  little  strong 

At  the  firs't  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt- 
A  kind  of  priile  that  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shop-keepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 
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6Q  I  have  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of  earth, 

Which  holds  what  might  have  been  the  noblest  nation  j 

But  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 
I  feel  a  mixed  regret  and  veneration 

For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 

Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 

Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level. 

When  a  man's  country  's  going  to  the  devil. 

67  Alas!  could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  abhorred  ; 

How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword ; 

How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe, 
That  worse  than  xvorst  of  foes,  the  once  adored 

False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind, 

And  now  would  chain  them  to  the  very  mind ;  — 

6S  Would  she  be  proud,  or  boast  herself  the  free, 
Who  is  but  first  of  slaves  ?     The  nations  are 

In  prison, — but  the  jailor,  what  is  he  ? 
No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 

Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 

Upon  the  captive,  freedom?     He  's  as  far 

From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 

Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

69  Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  beauties, — 

Thy  cliffs,  dear  Dover  !  harbour,  and  hotel ; 
Thy  custom-house  with  all  its  delicate  duties  ; 

Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell; 
Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 

To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 
And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  uninstructed, 
Thy  long,  long  bilk,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 

70  Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnifique, 

And  rich  in  rubles,  diamonds,  cash  and  credit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 

Vet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  it, — 
(His  Maggiour  Duomo,  a  smart,  subtle  Greek, 

Before  him  summed  the  awful  scroll  and  read  it :) 
But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny. 
Is  free,  the  respiration  's  worth  the  money. 

71  On  with  the  horses  !     Off  to  Canterburj- !  [puddle; 

Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash  through 
Hurrah !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry  ! 
Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
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Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Their  fare  ;  and  also  pause  besides,  to  fuddle     [flucter," 
With  "schnapps" — sad  doj^s  !  whom  "  Hundsfot"  or  "Fer- 

Aflect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

72  Now  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits, 

Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  curry, 
As  going  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  its 

Direction  be,  so  'tis  but  in  a  hurry, 
And  merely  ior  the  sake  of  its  own  merits  : 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel — which  is  driving. 

73  They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral : 

Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket's  bloody  stone, 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  Bedral, 

In  the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tone  : — 
There's  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader  !  all 

Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone, 
Half  solved  into  these  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught  the  human  species. 

74  The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  sublime  : 

He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stooped,  except  to  time. 

Even  the  bold  Churchman's  tomb  excited  awe, 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 

O'er  kings  who  now  at  letist  must  talk  of  law, 
Before  they  butcher.     Little  Leila  gazed 
And  asked  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised. 

75  And  being  told  it  was  ''  God's  house"  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wondered  bow 
He  suft'ered  infidels  in  his  homestead, 

The  cruel  Nazarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
HLs  holy  temples  in  the  land  that  bred 

The  true  believers  ; — and  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 

76  On,  on  !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 
A  Paradise  of  hops  and  high  production, 

For  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 
Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 

A  green  field  is  a  sight  which  makes  him  pnrdon 
The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  construction, 

Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices. 

Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 

x<jb.  II.  2  M 
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77  And  when  I  think  upon  a  pot  of  beer 

But  I  won't  weep  ! — and  so  drive  on,  postillions  ! 
As  the  smart  boys  spurred  fast  in  their  career, 

.Iiian  admired  lliese  highways  of  free  millions, 
A  country  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 

To  foreigner  or  native,  save  some  sillj-  ones. 
Who  "  kick  against  the  pricks"  just  at  this  juncture, 
And  for  their  pains  gel  only  a  fresh  puncture. 

78  What  a  delightful  thing's  a  turnpike  road ! 

So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 
The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  acomplish,  with  his  wide  wings  waving. 
Had  such  been  cut  in  Pliaeton's  lime,  the  God 

Had  told  his  son  to  saiisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mail ; — but  onward  as  we  roll, 
"  Surgit  amari  aliquid" — the  toll ! 

79  Alas  !  how  deeply  painful  is  all  payment ! 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except  men's  purses. 
As  IVIachiavel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment. 

Such  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  curses. 
They  hate  a  murderer  much  less  than  a  claimant 

On  that  sweet  ore,  which  every  body  nurses  : — 
Kill  a  man's  i'amily,  and  he  may  brook  it, 
But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches'  pocket. 

80  So  said  the  Florentine  :  ye  monarchs,  hearken- 

To  your  instructor.     Juan  now  was  borne, 
Just  as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 

O'er  the  high  hill  which  looks  with  pride  op  scorn 
Toward  the  great  city  : — ye  who  have  a  spark  in 

Your  veins  of  Cockney  spirits,  smile  or  mourn. 
According  as  you  take  things  well  or  ill — 
Bold  Britons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  hill ! 

81  The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 

A  half  unquenched  volcano,  o'er  a  space 
Which  well  beseemed  the"  Devil's  drawing-room," 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place, 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  Ao7«e, 

As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
Revered  the  soil  of  these  true  sons  the  mother. 
Who  butcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'other,  (S) 

82  A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping, 
J  a  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
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Of  masts  ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
On  tiptoe,  throup^h  their  sea-coal  canopy  : 

A  huge,  dun  cupola,  like  foolscap  crown 

On  a  iools  bead — and  there  is  London  Towp  ! 

%3  But  Juan  saw  not  this  :  each  wreath  of  smoke 
Appeared  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapor 
Of  some  alchymic  furnace,  from  whence  broke 

The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  paper:) 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 

Are  bowed,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 
Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere, 
Extremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely  clear. 

S4  He  paused— and  so  will  I :  as  doth  a  crew 

Before  they  give  their  broadside.     By  and  V/y, 

My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 
Our  old  ac(|uainlance,  and  at  least  I'll  try 

To  tell  i/ofi  truth>  you  will  not  take  as  true, 
Because  they  are  so ; — a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 

With  a  soft  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls. 

And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  oft'  the  walls.  ' 

85  Oh,  Mrs.  Fry!     Why  go  to  Newgate  ?     Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogues  ?  and  wherefore  not  begin 
With  C— It— n  or  with  other  houses  ?  Try 

Your  hand  at  hardened  and  imperial  sin. 
To  mend  the  people's  an  absurdity, 

A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din, 
Unless  you  make  their  betters  better, — Fie  ! 
I  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

86  Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  threescore ; 

Cure  them  of  tours.  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses; 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more  ; 

That  hired  huzaas  redeem  no  land's  distresses  ; 
Tell  them  Sir  W— 1— m  C— t— s  is  a  bore. 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses — 
Thri  witless  Falstaft'  of  a  hoary  Hall, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all  j  — 

87  Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perhaps  too  late 

On  life's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated, 
To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 

'Tis  not  so  to  be  good  ;  and  be  it  stated. 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least  state  ; 

And  tell  them — but  you  won't,  and  I  have  prated 
Just  now  enough  ;  but  by  and  by  I'll  prattle 
Like  Roland's  horn  in  Roncesvalle's  battle. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  X, 

(1)  "Reformers,"  or  rather  "Reformed."  The  Baron 
Bradwardine  in  Waverley  is  authority  for  the  word. 

(2)  Query,  suit? — Printer's  Devil. 

(3)  The  brig  of  Don  near  the  "  auld  toun"  of  Aberdeeu, 
with  lis  one  arch  and  its  bUick  deep  salmon  stream  below,  is 
in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember,  though  perhaps 
I  may  misquote  the  awful  proverb  which  made  me  pause  to  cross 
it,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childish  delight,  being  an  only 
son,  at  least  by  the  mother's  side.  The  saying  as  recollected 
by  me  was  this,  but  I  have  never  beard  or  seen  it  since  I  was 
nine  years  of  age  : — 

"  Brig  of  Balgonnie,  Hack 's  your  ica', 
"  Wi'  a  wife  ae  son,  and  a  mear's  ae  foal 
"Down  ye  shall  fa'!" 

(4)  A  metaphor  taken  from  the  forty-horse  power"  of  a 
steam-engine.  That  mad  wag  the  Rev.  S.  S.  sitting  by  a  bro- 
ther clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  afterwards  that  his  dull 
neighbour  had  a  "  twelve  parsofi  power"  of  conversation. 

(5)  "Hyde" — I  believe  a  hyde  of  land  to  be  a  legitimate 
word,  and  as  «uch  subject  to  the  tax  of  a  quibble. 

(6)  In  the  Empress  Ann's  time,  Biren  her  favourite,  as- 
sumed the  n?ime  and  arms  of  the  "  Biroiis"  of  France,  which 
families  are  yet  extant  with  that  of  England.  There  are  still 
the  daughters  of  Courland  of  that  name  ;  one  of  them  I  re- 
member seeing  in  England  in  the  blessed  year  of  the  allies — 
the  Duchess  of  S— ,  to  whom  the  English  Duchess  of  S— t 
presented  me  as  a  namesake. 

(7)  St.  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virgins  were  stiU 
extant  in  1H16,  and  may  be  so  yet  as  much  as  ever. 

(8)  India.     America, 
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^»    ■ 
CANTO   XL 
■♦» 

When  Bishop  Berkeley  said  "  there  was  no  matter" 
And  proved  it — 'twiis  no  matter  what  he  said  : 

They  say  his  system  'lis  in  vain  to  batter, 
Too  subtle  lor  (he  airiest  human  head  ; 

And  yet  who  can  believe  it  ?  I  would  shatter 
(jladly  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead, 

Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit, 

And  wear  my  heuil,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

^^'hat  a  sublime  discovery  'twas  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  egotism, 
That  all's  ideal-  nil  aurselce.s ;  I'll  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  that's  no  schism. 
Oh,  Doubt !  if  thou  be'st  Doubt,  for  which  some  take  tbe^f 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely — thou  sole  prism 
Of  the  Truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit !         , 
Heaven's  brandy,  though  our  brain  can  hardly  bear  it.      / 

3  For  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion, 

(Not  the  most  "  dainty  Ariel")  and  perplexes 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question  : 

And  that  M'hich  after  all  my  spirit  vexes, 
Is  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest  eye  on. 

Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 
Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder, 
^rbe  World,  which  a^t  the  worst's  a  glorious  blunder. 

4  If  it  be  chance  ;  or  if  it  be  according 

To  the  old  text,  still  better  : — lest  it  shoulil 
Turn  out  so,  we'll  say  nothing  'gainst  the  wording, 
^^,  As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude : 
^jThey're  right ;  our  days  are  too  brief  for  afifording 
J   '    Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  could 
/     Decide  and  every  body  one  day  will 
V     Know  very  clearly — or  at  least  lie  still. 

5  And  therefore  will  I  leave  ofT  metaphysical 

Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there.L. 
^f  I  agree  that  what  is,  is :  then  this  1  call 
jT      Being  quite  perspicuous,  and  extremely  fair^ 
^'-  2  M  2 
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The  truth  is,  I've  grown  lately  lather  phthisical : 

I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is — the  air 
Perhaps  :  but  as  I  suffer  from  the  shocks 
Of  ilhiess,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 

6  |rhe  first  attack~at  once  proved  the  Divinity : 

(But  that  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  Devil  j) 
The  next,  the  virgin's  mystical  virginity. 

The  third,  the  usual  Origin  of  Evil  ; 
The  fourth  at  once  established  the  whole  Trinity  I 

On  so  uncontrovertible  a  level. 
That  I  devoutly  wished  the  three  were  four, 
On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 

7  To  our  theme  : — The  man  who  has  stood  on  theAcropoIis> 

And  looked  down  over  Attica  ;  or  he 
Who  has  sailed  where  picturesque  Constantinople  is, 

Or  seen  Tombuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China's  crockery  ware  metropolis, 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Niniveh, 
May  not  think  much  of  London^s  first  appearance — 
But  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  hence. 

8  Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  hill. 

Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill. 

Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot  he 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity  ; 

While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still. 
Heard, — and  that  bee-like  bubbling,  busy  hum 
Of  cities  that  boil  over  with  their  scum : — ^ 

9  I  say,  Don  Juan  wrapt  in  contemplation. 

Walked  on  behind  his  carriage  o'er  the  summit, 
And  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  nation 

Gave  way  to't  since  he  could  not  overcome  it. 
"  Anil  here,"  he  cried,  "  is  Freedom's  chosen  station  ; 

''  Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
"  Racks,  prisons,  inquisitions  ;  resurrection 
"  Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 

'  10  "  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives  :  here  people  pay 
U-"     "  But  what  they  please,  and  if  that  things  be  dear, 
♦<  'Tis  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 

"  Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a  year ; 
"  Here  laws  are  all  inviolate,  none  lay 

"  Traps  for  the  traveller  ;  every  highway's  clear, 
"  Here — "  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife. 
With  "Pamn  your  eyes,  your  money  or  your  Ufe  !'' 
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1 1  These  freeborn  sounds  proceeded  from  fo»ir  pai^s, 

In  ambush  laid,  who  had  perceived  him  loiter 
Behind  his  carriage  ;  and,  like  handy  lads, 

Had  sei^ed  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre, 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 
May  find  himself  within  that  isle  of  riches 
Exixjsed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

12  Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 

Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  "  God  damn  !" 
And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 

He  sometimes  thought  'twas  only  their  "salaam,'' 
Or  "  God  be  with  you :" — and  'tis  not  absurd 

To  think  so;  for  half  English  as  I  am 
(To  my  misfortune)  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  them  wish  "  God  with  you,"  save  that  way  j — 

13  Juan  yet  quickly  understood   their  gesture, 

And  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden. 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture. 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pudding — 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pasture. 

And  roared  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  mud  in, 
Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 
*'  Oh  Jack  !  I'm  floored  by  that  ere  bloody  FreDchman  ." 

J 4  On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  oft*  at  speed, 
And  Juan's  suite,  kite  scattered  at  a  distaixce, 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed 
And  offering  as  usual  late  assistance, 

Juan^  who  saw  the  Moon's  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence, 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 

And  wished  he  had  been  less  hasty  with  his  Hint. 

15  "Perhaps,"  thought  he,  "  it  is  the  country's  wont  '^  4  ♦- •>*\'| 
"  To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way  :  now  j  ' 

"  I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
"  Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow, 

"  In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brjtzen  front. 
"  But  what  Is  to  be  done  ?  I  can't  allow 

"The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road 

"  So  take  him  up  :  I'll  help  you  with  the  load.'^ 

\6  But  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 

The  dying  man  cried,  "  Hold  !   I've  got  my  gruel  ! 
"  Oh !   for  a  glass  of  ;«aa?  /  We've  miss'd  our  booty  : 
<-<  fiet  me  die  where  I  am  !"  And  as  the  fuel 
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Gf  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  aiid  thick  and  sooty 

The  drops  fell  from  his  death-wound,  and  drew  ill 
His  breath,— lie  from  his  swelling  throat  untied 
A  kerchief,  crying  **  Give  Sal  that !''— and  died. 

17  The  cravat  stained  with  bloody  drops  fell  down 
Before  Don  Juan's  feet :  he  could  not  tell 

Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown. 

Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man's  farewell. 

Poor  Tomwasoncea  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell, 

Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled, 

His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 

18  Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case. 
As  soon  as  "Crowner's  quest"  allowed,  pursued 

His  travels  to  the  capital  apace ;  — 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 

In  twelve  hours'  time,  and  very  little  space,^ 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freeborn  native 
In  self  defence  :  this  made  him  meditutive. 

1^  He  from  the  world  had  cut  off  a  great  man. 
Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bustle  ; 

Who  in  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  a  van, 
Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  speliken  hustle? 

Who  queer  a  flat  ?     Who  (spite  of  Bow-street's  ban) 
On  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash  the  muzzle  ? 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (his  blowing) 

So  prime,  so  swell,  sonutty,  and  so  knowing?  (1) 

20  But  Tom's  no  more— and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 

Herof*  must  die  ;  and  b)'  God's  blessing  'tis 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. 

Hail !  Tliamis,  hail !     U\X)n  thy  verge  il  is 
That  Juan's  chariot,  rolling  Like  a  drum 

In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  mis« 
Through.  Kennington  and  all  the  other  "  tons," 
Which  makes  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once  ;— 

21  Through  Groves,  so  called  as  being  void  of  trees, 

(Like  Incus  from  no  light)  ;  through  prospects  named 
Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please, 

Nor  much  to  climb  ;  through  little  boxes  framed 
Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 

With  "To  be  let,"  upon  their  doors  proclaimed  ; 
Through  "Rows"  most  modestly  called  "  Paradise,.' ' 
Which  Ev-e  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice  j — 
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22  Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes,  and  u  whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion  I 
Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  "purl," 

There  mails  fast  tljing  oft'  like  a  delusion  ; 
There  barbers'  blocks  with  perriwigs  in  curl 

In  windows  ;  here  the  lamplighter's  infusion 
Slowly  distilled  into  the  glimmering  glass, 
(For  on  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas)  : — 

23  Throtigh  this  and  much  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon: 
Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach 

V/itli  slight  exceptiojis,  all  the  ways  seem  one, 
I  could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose,  to  encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.     The  sun 
Held  set  some  time,  aad  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  crossed  the  bridge. 

24  That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamis — 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream — 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  "darame*s.'* 

The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam, 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where  Fame  is 

A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile — 
Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  Isle. 

?5  The  Druid's  groyes  are  gone — so  much  the  belter  : 
Stonehenge  is  not — but  what  the  devil  is  it  ? — 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 
I'hat  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor ; 

The  Mansion  House  too  (though  some  people  quiz  it) 

To  me  appears  a  stifl'  yet  grand  erection ; 

But  then  the  Abbey's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

2(5  The  line  of  lights  tqo  up  to  Charing  Cross, 

Pall  Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  corruscation 

Like  gojd  as  in  comparison  to  dross. 

Matched  with  the  continent's  illumination. 

Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss: 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation. 

And  when  they  grew  so — on  their  new-found  lantborn, 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  wicked  man  turn. 

27  A  row  of  ger\tlemen  along  the  streets, 
Suspended,  niay  illuminate  mankind, 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  country  seats  ; 
But  the  old  way  is  the  best  for  the  purblind : 
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The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 

A  sort  of  ignis-fatmii?  to  the  mind, 
Which,  though  'tis  certain  to  preplex  and  frighten. 
Must  burn  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

28  But  London  's  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diogenes 

Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  man, 
And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 

Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
*Twere  not  for  want  ol  iiimps  to  aid  his  dodging  hi* 

Yet  undiscovered  treasure.     What /can, 
I've  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life's  journey 
But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney.  , 

29  Over  the  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pall  Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages  but  waxing  thinner 
As  thundered  knockers  broke  the  long-sealed  spell 

Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 
Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell,-  - 

Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner, 
Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels, 
St.  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  "Hells."  (2) 

30  They  reached  the  hotel :  forth  streamed  from  the  front  door 

A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 
The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 

Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 
In  decent  London,  when  the  daylight  's  o'er  j 

Commodious  but  immoral,  they  are  found 
Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  marriage  : — 
But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage 

3 1  Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels, 

Especially  for  foreigners — and  mostly 
For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  swells, 

And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 
There  many  an  Envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells, 

(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie) 
Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass, 
And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  brass. 

32  Juan  who  was  a  delicate  commission,  • 

Private,  though  publickly  important,  bore 

No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 

The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er, 

*Twas  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission 
A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore. 

Young,  handsome  and  accomplished,  who  was  said 

(In  whispers)  to  have  turned  his  sovereign's  head. 
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33  Some  rumour  also  of  some  strani^e  ndvenlures 

Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters, 
And,  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  rove« 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  it  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 

Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  passion. 

3-1  I  don't  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but  quite 
The  contrary  ;  but  then  'tis  in  the  head ; 

Vet  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead, 

What  after  all  can  signify  the  scite 
Of  ladies'  lucubrations  ?     So  they  lead 

In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  you  start, 

What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart  ? 

35  Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place, 

To  proper  placemen,  every  Riiss  credential ; 

And  was  received  with  all  the  (hie  grimace, 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential, 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  face, 
Thought  (what  in  state  affairs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  yotmgster 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

.36  They  erred,  as  a^ed  men  will  do  ;  but  by 

And  by  we'll  talk  QJ  that :  and  if  we  don't, 

'Twill  be  because/our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  tiieir  double  front. 

Who  live  by  li^sj  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  : — 
Now  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 

Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

So  well,  the  very  truth  "seems  falsehood  to  it. 

37   Andjafter  all,  what  is  a  lie?     'Tis  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade  ;J  and  I  defy 
Historians,  heroes,  lawyers',  priests  to  put 

A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 
The  very  shallow  of  true  Truth  would  shut 
»  Up  annals,   revelations,  poesy, 

And  prophecy— except  it  should  be  dated 
Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 

3S  Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  lies  ?  Who  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misantrophy  ? 
She  rings  the  world's  "  Te  Deum,''  and  her  brow 
Blushes  for  those  who  will  not :  but  to  sigh 
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Is  idle ;  let  us  like  most  others,  bow, 

Kiss  hands,  feet,  any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  the  good  example  of  "  Greeu  Erin," 
Whose  shamroclf  now  seems  rather  worse  for  wearing. 

39  Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 

And  mien  excited  general  admiration — 
I  don't  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less: 

One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observation 
Which  Catherine  in  a  moment  of  "  ivresse*' 

(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation) 
Bestowed  upon  him  as  the  public  learned  5 
And  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  earned. 

40  Besides  the  Ministers  and  underlings, 

Who  must  be  courteous  when  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings, 

Until  their  royal  riddle's  fully  read, 
The  Tery  clerks, — those  somewhat  dirty  springs 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  ijito  streams, — even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pay : 


41  And  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  are 

Employed  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  labor, 
In  tlie  dear  offices  of  peace  and  war  ; 

And  should  you  doubt,  ptay  ask  of  your  next  neighbour 
When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 

To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a  bore) 
If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  taxborn  riches, 
Like  lapdogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b s. 

42  But  Juan  was  received  with  much  "  empressement :" 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow 
From  our  next  neighbour's  land,  where,  like  a  che  ssman 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.     Man 

In  islands  is,  it  seems  downright  and  thorough, 
More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  eVen  the  tongue  more  free. 

'43  And  yet  the  British  "Damme  's"  rather  Attic  ; 

Your  continental  oaths  are  but  incontinent, 
And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  won't  anent(3) 
This  subject  quote  :  as  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  politesse,  and  have  a  sound  affronting  in't, 
But  "  Damme  's"  quite  ethereal,  though  too  daring 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 
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44  For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  liome  ; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  that 
Now)  you  may  cross  tlie  blue  deep  and  while  foam 

The  first  the  emblem  rarely  though  of  what 
You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 

To  meet.     However  'tis  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics  :  Poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of   mine. 

45  In  the  Great  World, — which  being  interpreted 

Meaneththe  West  or  worst  end  of  a  city 
And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 

By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 
But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed, 

And  look  down  on  the  universe  vyith  pity, 
Juan,  as  an  inveterate  Patrician, 
Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 

46  He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 

Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride> 
The  former's  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter ; 

And  (should  he  not  hold  fast  by  love  or  pride) 
'Tis  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter ; 

A  rib's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant's  side, 
Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin— and,  what 's  still  worse,  the  (rouble. 

47  But  Juan  was  a  bachelor — of  arts, 

And  parts,  and  hearts  ;  he  danced  and  sung,  and  had 
An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mozart's 

Softest  of  melodies  ;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  "  flaws  or  starts," 

Just  at  the  proper  time  ;  and  though  a  lad, 
Had  seen  the  world — which  is  a  curious  sight. 
And  very  much  unlike  what  people  write. 

48  Fair  virgins  blushed  upon  him  :  wedded  dames 

Bloomed  also  in  less  transitory  hues  ; 
For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  painting  and  the  painted  ;  youth,  ceruse, 
Against  his  heart  preferred  their  usual  claims, 

Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse  ; 
Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 
Enquired  his  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

49  The  milliners  who  furnish  "drapery  Missess"  (4) 

Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  crescent's  corruscation, 
vofc.  n.  2  N 
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Though  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is, 

Ot  a  rich  foreigner's  initiation, 
Not  to  be  overlooked,— and  gave  such  credit, 
That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sighed,  and  paid  it. 

50  The  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o'er  sonnets, 
And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  Review 

Line  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets, 
Advanced  in  all  their  azure's  highest  hue  : 

They  talked  bad  French  of  Spanish,  and  upon  it* 
Late  authors  asked  him  for  a  hint  or  two  ; 

And  which  was  softest  Russian  or  Castiiian  ? 

And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  Ilion  ? 

61  Juan,  who  was  a  little  superficial. 

And  not  in  literature  a  great  Drawcansir, 

Examined  by  this  learned  and  especial 

Jurj-  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer  : 

His  duties  warlike,  loving,  or  official. 
His  steady  application  as  a  dancer. 

Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 

Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of  green. 

52  However,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 

A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance, 
Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith. 

And  passed  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodig}-,  Miss  Araminta  Smith, 

(Who  at  sixteen  translated  "  Hercules  Furens" 
Into  as  furious  English)  with  her  best  look 
Set  down  his  sayings  in  her  common-place  book. 

53  Juan  knew  several  languages — as  well 

He  might — and  brought  them  up  with  skill,  in  tim» 
To  save  his  fame  with  each  accomplished  belle 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime 
Lady  Fitz-Friskj-,  and  Miss  Maevia  Mannish, 
Both  longed  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

64  However  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 
Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo's  glas«. 
At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small, 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass, 
That  being  about  their  av.erage  numeral ; 
.      Also  the  eighty  "  greatest  living  poets," 
As  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  it's. 


DON  JUAN.  413 

65  In  twice  five  years  the  "  greatest  living  poet/* 

Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring, 
Is  called  on  to  support  his  claim  or  show  it, 

Although  'tis  an  imaginary  thing, 
Even  I — albeit  I'm  sure  I  did  notknowit, 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king, 
Was  reckoned  for  a  considerable  time. 
The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

56  But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 

My  Leipsic,  and  my  Mont  Saint  Jean  seems  Cain, 

"  La  Belle  Alliance"  of  dunces  down  at  zero. 
Now  that  the  Lion's  fall'n,  may  rise  again  : 

But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero  ; 
Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monarch  reign  ; 

Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go, 

With  turncoat  Southey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

.57  Sir  Walter  reigned  before  me ;  Moore  and  Campbell 
Before  and  after  ;  but  now  grown  more  holy, 
The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly  ; 


.^S  Then  there's  my  gentle  Euphiies,  who,  they  say. 
Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  of  7norai  me  ; 

He'll  find  it  rather  di'nflcult  some  day 
To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 

Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway  ; 
And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three  ; 

And  that  deep-Viouthed  Boeotian,  **  Savage  Landor,' 

Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southey 's  gander. 

59  John  Keates,  who  was  killed  off  by  one  critique, 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 

If  not  intelligible,-— without  Greek 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  Gods  of  late, 

Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  fellow  !   His  was  an  untoward  fate  : 

' Tis  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle  (.5) 

Should  let  itself  be  snuffed  out  by  an  Article. 

(00  The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain  nor  none  will  know 
The  conqueror  at  least ;  who,  ere  time  renders 
liis  lust  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 
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Above  his  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless  cinders. 

if  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 
Their  chances  ; — llipy^re  too  numerous,  like  the  thirty 
Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  wax  but  dirty. 

61  This  is  a  literary  loirer  Empire, 

Where  the  Praetorian  bafids  take  up  the  matter  ; — 
A  "  dreadful  trade,'^  like  his  who  "  gathers  samphire," 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  flatter, 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you'd  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  were  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
I'd  try  conclusions  with  those  Janizaries, 
And  show  them  vhut  an  intellectual  war  is. 

62  I  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  turn 

Their  flanks  ;  but  it  is  hardly  worth  my  while 
VV'ith  such  small  gear  to  give  myself  concern  : 

Indeed  I've  not  the  necessary  bile  ; 
My  natural  temper  's  really  aught  but  stern.. 

And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof 's  a  smile : 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modern  curt'sey. 
And  glides  away,  assured  ghe  never  hurts  ye. 

63  My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongs  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  past 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last 
Left  it  before  he  had  b'ccii  treated  very  ill ; 

And  hciiceforth  found  himself  more  gaily  classed 
Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day. 
The  sun's  true  son,  no  vapour,  but  a  ray. 

64  His  morns  he  passed  in  business — which,  dissected, 

Was  like  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing. 
That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 

And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 
And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected, 

And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  cur  lothing 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  countrj-'s  good— 
Which  grows  no  better,  though  'tis  time  it  should. 

65  His  afternoons  he  passed  in  visits,  luncheons. 

Lounging,  and  boxing  ;  and  the  twilight  hour 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons 

Called  "  Parks,"  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor  flower 
Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  slight  munchings  ; 

But  after  all  it  is  the  only  "  bower," 
(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashionable  fair 
Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 
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$6  Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  world  ! 

Then  glare  the  himps,  then  whirl  the  wheels,  then  ro.nc 
Through  street  and  square,  fast  flashing  chariots  hurled 

Like  harnessed  meieors  ;  then  along  the  floor 
Chalk  mimics  painting  :  then  festoons  are  twirled  j 

Then  roll  the  brazen  thvuiders  of  the  door, 
Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 
An  earthly  Paradise  of  "  Or  Molu." 

67  There  stands  the  noble  Hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

VVith  the  three-thousandth  curtsey  :  there  the  waltz, 
The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think, 

Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 
S<tloon,  room,  hall  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink, 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemned  to  climb, 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 

68  Thrice  hnppy  he,  who,  after  a  survey 

Of  the  cood  compa'iy,  can  win  a  corner, 
A  door  that  's  in,  or  boudoir  out oi  the  vray. 

Where  he  m;iy  fix  himself,  like  small  •'  Juck  f  iorner," 
And  let  the  liabel  round  run  as  it  may, 

And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scorner, 
Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 
Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later. 

69  But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by;  and  he 

Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share. 
Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  glittering  sea 

Of  gems  and  plumes,  and  pearls  ;nul  silks,  to  where 
He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be  ; 

Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air, 
Or  proudlier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill 
Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own  quadrille, 

70  Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 

Upon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 
Let  him  take  care  thai  that  which  he  pursues 

Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 
Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  ol't  rues 

His  haste :   impatience  is  a  blundering  guide 
Amongst  a  people  famous  for  reflection, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circumspection. 

1\  But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper  \ 
Or,  if  forestalled,  get  opposite  and  ogle  : 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments  !  always  upper 
In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle, 

2N2 
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Which  sits  forever  upon  memory's  crupper, 

The  ghost  of  vanished  pleasures  once  in  vogue  !  Ill 
Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 
or  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a  single  ball. 

"12  But  these  precautionarj-hinfs  can  touch 

Only  the  common  run,  who  mut  pursue, 
And  watch,  and  ward  ;  whose  plans  a  word  too  much 

Or  a  little  overturns  ;  and  not  the  few 
Or  many  (for  the  number's  sometimes  such) 

Whom  a  good  mien,  e«;pecially  if  new. 
Or  fame  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsense, 
Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not  long  since. 

73  Our  hero,  as  a  hero,  young  and  handsome, 

Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger. 
Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom 

Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  will  environ  a  conspicuous  man.     Some 

Talk  about  poetry,  and  "  and  rack  and  manger," 
And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble ; 
I  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

74  They  are  young,  but  know  not  jouth— it  is  anticipated  ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  sou  ; 
Their  vigour  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dissipated; 

Their  cash  comes  from,  their  wealth  goes  to  a  Jew  : 
Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 

Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribunes'  crew  : 
And  having  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamed,  and  whored, 
The  family  vault  receives  another  lord. 

75  "Where  is  the  world,"  ciies  Young,  '^nX  eighty  ?   Where 
"  The  world  in  which  a  man  was  born  ?"     Alas  ! 

Where  is  the  world  of  eight  yetirs  past? — 'Twas  there — 
I  look  for  it — 'lis  gone,  a  Globe  of  Glass  ! 

Cracked,  ^^hivered,  vanished,  scarcely  gazed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 

Statesmen,  chieis,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings. 

And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

76  Where  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  ?     God  knows  : 

Where  little  Castlereagh  ?     The  devil  c:in  tell : 

Where  Grattan,  Curran,  Sheridan,  all  those 
VVho  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell  ? 

"Where  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  with  all  her  woes  ? 

And  where  the  Daughter,  whom  the  Isles  loved  well  ? 

Where  are  those  martyred  Saints  the  Five  per  Cents  ? 

And  where — oh,  where  the  devil  are  the  Rents  ? 
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7  Where's  Brummel?  Dished.  Where's  Long  Pole  Welleslev? 
Diddled.  [Third'  ' 

^Vhere's  Whitbread  ?    Ilomilly  ?    Where  's  George  the 
Where  is  his  will?  (Tlmt's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 

And  where  is  "  Fum"  the  Fourth,  our  "  ro)'ai  bird  7" 
Gone  down,  it  seems,  to  Scotland,  to  be  fiddled 

Unto  b)'  Siiwney's  violin,  we  have  heard  : 
"  Caw  me,  caw  thee"— for  six  months  hath  been  hatching 
This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

1%  Where  is  Lord  This?  And  where  my  Lady  That  ? 

The  honourable  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  Opera  hat. 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried  ;  (this  is 
An  evolution  oft  performed  of  late.) 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts— and  London  hisses  ? 
Where  are  the  Grenvilles?  Turned  as  usual.  Where 
My  friends  the  Whigs  ?   Exactly  where  they  were. 

79  Where  are  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Francesses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  theie  anent.     Ye  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and  dances  is, — 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the  panels 
Broken  m  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 

Of  fashion,  say  what  streams  now  fill  those  channels  ? 
Some  die,  some  tly,  some  languish  on  the  continent. 
Because  the  limes  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant. 

80  Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cautious  Dukes, 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  50ungHr  brothers  : 
Some  hi.':resses  have  bit  at  sharpers'  hooks  ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  wives,  some  merely  mothers> 
Others  have  lost  tbeir  fresh  and  fairy  looks  : 

In  short  tlie  list  of  alterations  bothers. | 
There  's  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  is 
The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 

81  Talk  not  of  seventy  years  of  age  ;  in  seven 

1  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from  monarchs  to 
The  humblest  individual  under  heaven. 

Than  migiit  suffice  a  moderate  century-  through. 
I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  now  even 

Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  being  new  j 
Nought 's  permanent  among  the  human  race. 
Except  the  Whigs  noi  getting  into  place. 

82  I  have  seen  Napoleon,  who  seemed  quite  a  Jupiter, 
Shrink  to  a  Saturn.     J  have  seen  a  Duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider, 
U  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
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But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  "  blue  Peter," 

And  sail  for  a  new  theme  ; — I  have  seen — and  shootr 
To  see  it— the  King  hissed,  and  then  carestj 
But  don't  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 

83  I  have  seen  the  landlords  without  a  rap — 

I  have  seen  Joanna  Southcote — I  have  seen 
The  House  of  Commons  turned  to  a  tax-trap — 

I  have  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  Queen — 
I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's-cap— 

I  have  seen  a  Congress  doing  all  that's  mean — 
I  have  seen  some  nations  like  o'erloaded  asses 
Kick  off  their  burthens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

84  1  have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 

Interminable-  -  not  eternal — speakers — 
I  have  seen  the  funds  at  war  witli  house  and  land — 

I've  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeakers — 
I've  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback — I  have  seen  malt  liquors 
Exchanged  for  "  thin  potations"  by  John  Bull — 
I  have  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a  fool. — 

85  But  "  Carpe  diem,"  Jnan,  "  Carpe,  carpe  ?*' 

To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devoured  by  the  same  harpy. 

"  Life's  a  poor  player." — then  "play  out  the  play, 
<'  Ye  villains  I"  and  above  all  keep  a  sharp  eye 

Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say  : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  sec7n,hu\.  always  what  you  see. 

Sfi  But  how  shall  T  relate  in  other  Cantos 

Of  what  befell  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  'tis  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vaunt  as 

A  moral  country  ?     But  I  hold  my  hand — 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalantis  ; 

But  'tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand, 
You  are  7iot  amoral  people, andyou  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 

87  WT)at  Juan  saw  and  underwent,  shall  be 

My  topic,  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 

Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy  ; 
And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction, 

And  that  I  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 

Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction 

Will  hint  allusions  never  meant.     Ne'er  doubt 

TAi«— when  I  speak,  I  don't  hint^  but  speak  out. 
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88  Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 

Oftspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting  Countess, 

Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  Fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth. 

Of  which  your  lawful  awful  wedlock  fount  is, — 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages^ — 

For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages, — 

S9  Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 

Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  back 
Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme. 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime, 

By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much  the  better  ! — I  may  stand  alone, 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for  a  throne. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XT. 

( 1 )  The  advance  of  science  and  of  language  has  rendered 
it  unnecessary  to  translate  the  above  good  and  true  English, 
spoken  in  its  original  purity  by  the  select  nobility  and  their 
patrons.  The  following  is  a  stanza  of  a  song  which  was  very 
popular,  at  least  in  my  early  days  :— 

"  On  the  high  toby-spice  flash  the  muzzle, 

"  In  spite  of  each  gallows  old  scout  : 
"If  you  at  the  speliken  can't  hustle, 

"  You'll  be  hobbled  in  making  a  clout. 
"  Then  j'our  blowing  will  wax  gallows  haughty, 

"  When  she  hears  of  your  scaly  mistake. 
^'  She'll  surely  turn  snitch  lor  the  forty, 

''That  her  Jack  may  be  regular  weight." 

(2)  "  Hells,"  gaming-houses.  What  their  number  may  be 
now  in  this  life,  I  know  not.  Before  I  was  of  age  I  knew  them 
pretty  accurately,  both  "gold"  and  "silver."  I  was  once 
nearly  called  out  by  an  acquaintance  because  when  he  asked 
jue  where  I  thought  that  his  soul  would  be  found  hereafter,  I 
answerei.1,  "  In  Silver  Hell." 

(3)  "  Anent"  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meaning  "concerning" 
— "  with  regard  to." 

(4)  "  Drapery  Misses"  This  term  means  a  pretty,  a  high- 
born, a  fjishionable  young  female,  well  instructedby  her  friends, 
and  furnished  by  her  milliner  with  a  wardrobe  upon  credit,  to 
be  repaid,  when  ?nairied,  by  lier  husband, 

(5)  "Divinae  Parliculam  Aurse." 
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CANTO  XII. 


J   Of  all  the  barbarous  Middle  Ages,  that 

Which  is  the  most  barbarous  is  the  Middle  Age 

Of  man  ;  it  is — I  really  scarce  know  vhat ; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at, — 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page, 

Black  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were. — 

2  Too  old  for  youth,— too  young,  at  thirty-five. 

To  herd  wilh  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore — 
I  wonder  people  sLould  be  left  alive  ; 

But  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore  : 
Love  lingers  still,  although  'twere  late  to  wive  ; 

And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusions  o'er  ; 
And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination. 
Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation. 

3  Oh  Gold !     Why  call  we  misers  miserable  ? 

Theirs  Is  the  pleasure  that  never  pall ; 
Theirs  is  the  best  bower-cuichor,  the  chain  cable 

Which  hold  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  small. 
Ye  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  table, 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing. 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each  cheese-paring. 

4  IjOve  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker ! 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss  ; 
But  making  money,  slowly  fust,  then  quicker, 

And  adding  still  a  little  through  each  cross 
(VVhich  ivill  come  over  things)  beats  love  or  liquor, 

The  gamester's  counter,  or  the  statesman's  dross. 
Oh  Gold  !   f  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper. 
Which  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapour. 

^^  Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world  ?     Who  reign 
O'er  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal  ? 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain  ? 
(That  make  old  Europe's  journals  squeak  and  gibber  all.) 
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Who  keep  the  world,  both  Old  and  New,  in  pain 

Or  pleasure  ?     Who  makes  politics  run  glibbt^r  all  ? 
The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring  ? — 
Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  fellow  Christian,  Baring. 

6  These,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafitte, 

Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.     Every  loan 
Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit, 

But  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 

Columbia's  stock  hath  holders'not  unknowrt 
On  'Change  ;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Peru 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

7  Why  call  the  miser  miserable  ?  as 

I  said  before  :  the  frugal  life  is  bis, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  iheme  of  praise  :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 
Canonization  for  the  self-same  cause. 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  ^Vealth's  austerities  ? 
Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial ; — 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial  — 

8  He  is  your  only  poet ; — passion,  pure 

And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap  displays 
Possess'd,  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  allure 

Nations  athwart  the  deep  :  the  golden  rays 
Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure  ; 

On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaze, 
While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dyes 
Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

9  The  lands  on  either  side  are  his  ;  the  ship 

From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 
For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip  ; 

Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads, 
And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip  : 

His  very  cellars  hiight  be  king's  abodes } 
While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call, 
Commands — the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 

10  Perhaps  he  had  great  projects  in  his  mind, 
To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 
A  hospital,  a  church, — and  leave  behind 

Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face  : 
Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base : 
Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  his  nation* 
Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation. 
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1 1  But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 

May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  action. 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease  : — 

What  is  his  own!— Go  look  at  each  transaction, 
Wars,  revels,  loves— do  these  bring  men  more  ease 

Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  "  vulgar  fraction ! ' 
Or  do  tliey  benefit  mankind  !     Lean  Miser  ! 
Let  spendthrifts'  heirs  enquire  of  yours— who's  wiser  ? 

12  How  beauteous  are  rouleaus  ?  how  charming  chests, 

Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 

Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  the  visage  shines 
But)  of  fine  unclipt  gold,  where  dully  rests 

Some  likeness,  which  the  glittering  cirque  confines, 
Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  5 — 
Yes  !  ready  money  is  Aladdin's  lamp. 

13  "  Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove,"—"  for  love 

"Is  Heaven,  and  Heaven  is  love  :"  so  sings  the  bard  ; 
Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove, 
U.  (A  thing  «>firtctl  poetry  in  general  hard.) 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  "the  grove," 

At  least  it  rhymes  to  "  Love  j"  but  I'm  prepared 
To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 
If  "courts"  and  "camps"  be  quite  so  sentimentaL 

H  But  if  Love  don't,  Cash  does,  and  Cash  alone: 
Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides ; 

Without  cash,  camps  where  thin,  and  courts  were  none  ; 
Without  cash,  Malthus  tells  jou,  "take  no  brides" — 

So  Cash  rules  Love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides  ; 

And  as  for  "  Heaven  being  Love,"  why  not  say  honey 

Is  wax  ?  Heaven  is  not  Love,  'tis  Matrimony. 

15  I- not  all  love  prohibited  whatever 

Excepting  marriage  ?  which  is  love  no  doubt 

After  a  sort ;  but  somehow  people  never 

With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have  helped  out : 

Love  nwy  exist  vnth  marriage,  and  should  ever, 
And  marriage  also  nrray  exist  without  ; 

But  love  sans  banns  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 

And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

16  Now  if  the  "court"  and  "camp"  and  "grove"  be  not 
Recruited  all  with  constant  married  men, 
Who  never  coveted  their  neighbour's  lot, 
1  say  that  line's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen,  : — 
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Strnnge  too  in  my  "  buon  cnmerado"  Scott, 

So  celebrated  lor  his  morals,  when 
My  Jetlrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 
To  me  ; — of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 

17  Well,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded. 

And  that's  enough  :  succeeded  in  my  youth. 

The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 
And  by  success  produced  what  J  in  sooth 

C*ired  most  about ;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded — 
Whate'er  it  was,  'twas  mine ;  I've  paid,  in  truth, 

Of  late,  the  penalty  of  such  success, 

But  have  not  learned  to  wish  it  any  less. 

H  That  suit  in  Chancery, — which  some  persons  plead 

In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 
In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed. 

Baptize  posterity,  or  future  clay, — 
To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way  ; 
Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  trow. 

19  Why  I'm  posterity— and  so  are  you  : 

And  whom  do  we  remember  ?  not  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true, 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but  blundered  : 
Even  Plutarch's  lives  have  but  picked  out  a  few, 

And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have  thundered  ; 
And  Mitford  in  the  nineteenth  century 
Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie.  (1) 

20  Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 

Ye  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers. 
In  this  twelfth  canto  'tis  my  wish  to  be 

As  serious  as  if  1  had  for  inditers 
Malthus  and  Wilberforce  : — the  last  set  free 

The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters ; 
While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  whites. 
And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writes. 

21  I'm  serious — so  are  all  men  upon  paper  ; —  A 

And  why  should  I  not  form  my  speculation,  '  ' 

And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper  ? 

Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 
On  constitutions  and  steam  boats  of  vapour  ; 

While  sages  write  against  all  procreation, 
Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 
Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans. 
TOt..  II.  2  O 
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22  That's  noble !  That's  romanlic  !  for  my  part, 

[  think  that  "  Philo-genitiveness"  is — 
(Now  here's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart, 

Though  there  's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  tbis. 
If  that  politeness  se't  it  not  apart, 

]}ut  I'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that's  amiss) — 
I  say,  methinks  that  "  Philo-genitiveness" 
Might  meet  Irom  men  a  little  more  forgivenesft. 

23  And  now  to  business.     Oh,  my  gentle  Juan ! 

Thou  art  in  London — in  that  pleasant  place 
Where  every  kind  of  mischief's  daily  brewing 

Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild  race, 
'Tis  true  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one ; 

Thon  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life  ;  but  tbis  is  a  new  land 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 

24  What  will  a  small  diversity  of  climate. 

Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 
I  could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a  primate 

Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state: 
But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 

Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate  : 
All  countries  have  their  '•  Lions,"  but  in  thee 
There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 

25  But  I  am  sick  of  politics.    Begin, 

"  Pernio  Majora,"  Juan  undecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  being   "  taken  in," 

Above  the  ice  had  like  a  skater  glided  : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 

With  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  hare  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  tantalization. 
And  hate  all  vice  except  its  reputation. 

26  But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  way  through  Virtue's  primrose  paths  of  snows: 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  toncrue  to  ear  o'erflow? 
Quick  silver  small  talk,  ending  (if  you  note  it) 
M' ilh  the  kind  world's  amen  !  *  Who  would  have  thougbt  it?' 

27  The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition, 
(Which  saw  all  Western  things  with  MnaU  surpsise. 
To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition, 
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Who  think  that  novelties  ure  butterflies 
To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition) 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history) 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  mystery. 

28  The  women  much  divider! — as  is  usual 

Amongst  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great. 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you  all — 

I  have  always  liked  you  better  than  I  state  : 
SiJice  I've  grown  moral,  still  I  must  accuse  you  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate  ; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Amoii^st  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

29  In  one  point  only  were  you  settled — and 

You  had  reason  ; — 'twas  that  a  young  Child  of  Grace; 
As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land, 

And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  race, 
Howe'er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command 

Himself  for  five,  lour,  three,  or  two  years'  space. 
Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 
W  Peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

30  So  first  there  was  a  generous  emulation, 

And  then  there  was  a  general  competition 
To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 

As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition, 
It  had  been  an  affront  on  this  occasion 

To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition; 
But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sages. 
Whose  tale  belongs  to  "  Hallam's  Middle  Ages,'' 

31  And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  without 

A  fruit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering  bough. 
Begged  to  bring  up  the  little  girl,  and  "  out,"  — 

For  that's  the  plirase  that  settles  all  things  now, 
Meaning  a  virgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout. 

And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show  : 
And  I  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 
Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  Uiey  have  money.) 

32  How  all  the  needy  honourable  Misters, 

Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy 
The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters 

(Who,  by  the  bye,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 
At  making  matches,  where  "  'tis  gold  that  glitters,'' 

Than  their  he  relatives)  like  flies  o'er  candy 
Buzz  round  "Me  Fortune"  with  their  busy  battery, 
To  turn  her  bead  with  waltzing  and  with  fluUery  1 


436  DON  JUAX. 

33  Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation  ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  discovei 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion. 

I've  known  them  court  an  heiress  i'or  their  lover- 
"  Tantaene!''  Sucli  the  virtues  ofhigli  staiion  ! 

Even  in  the  bopeiul  Isle,  whose  outlet's  "  Dover:" 
V\'iiile  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  carets, 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  heirs. 

3-J  Some  are  soon  bagsjed,  but  some  reject  three  dozen. 

'Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin 

(Friends  of  the  party)  who  begin  accusals, 
Such  as—"  Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 

*'  Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
"  To  his  billets  ?  ff'hy  waltz  with  him  r   U'hy,  I  pray, 
'•  Lo<ik  yes  last  nigbl  and  yet  say  no  to-day? 

35  "Why? — Why? — Besides,  Fred,  really  v.as  attached; 

"  'Twas  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  without : 
"  The  time  will  come  she  '11  wish  that  she  had  snatched 

"  So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt :  — 
"  But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  has  hatched, 

"  As  I'll  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow's  rout : 
"  And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better — 
"  Pray  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  ?" 

36  Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 

Are  spurned  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives 
After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 

Upon  the  sweepstakes  lor  substantial  wives  : 
And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 

Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  drives. 
It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected, 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected, 

37  For  som.etimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer, 

Worn  out  with  importunity  ;  or  fall 
(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer) 

To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 
A  hazy  widower  turned  of  forty's  sure  (2) 

(If  'tis  not  vain  examples  to  recal) 
To  draw  a  high  prize  :  now  bowe'er  he  got  her  I 
See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'other  lottery. 

38  I,  for  my  part — (one  "modern  instance"  more, 

'<  True  'tis  a  pity,  pity  'tis,  'tis  true") 
Was  chosen  from  out  an  amator}-  score. 

Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few  ; 
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But  thou?;h  I  also  had  reformed  before 

Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
I'll  not  f^ainsay  the  generous  public^s  voice, 
That  the  young  lady  made  a  monstrous  choice. 

39  Oh  pardon  me  discretion — or  at  least 

Peruse  !     'lis  always  with  a  moral  end 
That  [  dissert,  like  grace  before  a  feast : 

For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tirejjfome  friend, 
A  rigid  guardian,  or  a  zealous  priest, 

My  muse  by  exhortation  mejins  to  mend 
All  poople,  at  all  times  and  in  most  places  ; 
\V'bich  puts  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paces. 

40  B«t  now  I'm  going  to  be  immoral;  now 

I  mean  to  shev/iIiTngs  really  as  they  are, 
Not^is  they  ought  to  be  :  for  I  avow 

That  till  we  see  what 's  what  in  fact,  we're  far 
From  ranch  in)provement  with  that  virtuous  plough 

VFuich  skhns  the  surface, /leaving  scarce  a  scHt 
Upon  Ihe  black  loam  long  manured  by  vice, 
Oily  to  keep  iis  corn  al  the  old  price. 

41  But  first  of  little  Leila  we'll  dispose  ;  > 

For  like  a  day  dawn  slie  was  young  and  pure, 
Or,  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows, 

Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be.«ure. 
Like  many  people  ev^ry  body  knows, 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A  goodly  guardian  lor  his  infant  charge, 
Who  might  not  profit  much  by  being  at  large. 

42  Besides  he  had  found  out  that  he  was  no  tutor  : 

(I  wisk  that  others  would  find  out  the  simie) 
And  rather  wished  in  such  things  to  stand  neuter. 

For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians  blame: 
So  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a  suitor 

To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame, 
,      Cowsulting  "  the  Society  for  Vice 

"Suppression,'^  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choicr. 

43  Olden  she  was — but  had  been  very  joung  ; 

Virtuous  she  was — and  had  been,  I  believe  : 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  longe 

That—  but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  receivii 
An  echo  of  a  syllable  that 's  wrong: 

In  fact,  there  's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  gri^ye 
As  that  abominable  tittle  tattle. 
Which  is  the  cud  eschewed  by  human  «alt;e. 

2  0  2 
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44  Moreover  I've  remarked  (and  f  was  once 

A  .slight  observer  in  a  modest  way) 
And  so  may  every  one  except  a  dunce, 

That  ladies  in  their  youth  a  little  gay, 
Besides  their  knowledge  of  the  worki  and  sense^ 

Of  the  sad  conser[iience  of  going  astray, 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  woe 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 

45  While  the  harsh  Prude  indemnifies  her  virtue 

By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  passion. 
Seeking  iar  less  to  save  jou  tlian  to  hurt  you. 

Or  what 's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of  fashion, — 
The  kincier  veteran  with  calm  words  will  court  you, 

Entreating  you  to  paust^  before  you  dash  on  j 
Expounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 
Of  Epic  Love's  ijeginning,  end,  and  middle. 

46  Now  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter^ 

.\s  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 
I  think  you'll  find  from  many  a  family  picture. 

That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 
The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 

Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Sniithfield  show 
Of  vessels  brought  into  the  marriage  mart. 
Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a  heart. 

47  I  said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  had  been  talked  about — 

As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  pretty  ? 
But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  Scandal  stalked  about  j 

She  merely  was  de-emed  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  best  bon-mots  were  hawked  about  : 

Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity, 
And  passed  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  most  exemplary  vCife. 

48  High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own, 

She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young 
Whenever — which  means  every  day — they'd  shown 

An  awkard  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The  quantity  of  good  she  did  's  unknown. 

Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song  : — 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  East 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  hei-  which  encreased. 

49  Juan  too  was  a  sort  of  favourite  with  her. 

Because  she  thought  him  a  good  heart  at  bottom, 
A  little  spoiled,  but  not  so  altogether  ; 

Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  biro? 
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And  how  he  had  been  tossed,  he  scarce  knew  whither  ? 

Thouii^h  this  niiglit  ruin  others,  itdldno^  him, 
At  least  entire!}',  for  he  hud  seen  too  many 
Changes  in  youth,  to  be  surprised  at  any. 

'M  And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth  ; 

For  «-hen  they  happen  at  a  riper  age, 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  Fates,  forsooth, 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth  : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rage. 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deemed  so  weighty. 

:>  1    How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter.- 

Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 
Safe  with  a  lady,  whose  last  grown-up  daughter 

Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large, 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught  her 

To  be  transmitted  like  the  Lord  Mayor's  barge 
To  the  next  comer  ;  or— as  it  will  tell 
More  muse-like — say  like  Cytherea's  shell. 

0'2  I  call  such  things  transmission  ;  for  there  is 

A  floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 

According  as  their  minds  or  backs  are  bent. 
Some  waltz ;  some  draw  ;  some  fathom  the  abyss- 

Of  metaphysics  ;  others  are  content 
With  music  ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, 
While  others  have  a  genius  turn'd  for  fits. 

^3  But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsicbords. 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays 
Miiy  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords, 

With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days. 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards  ; 

New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  ihe  same  praise 
Of  <' elegant"  et  cetera,  in  fresh  batches — 
All  matchless  creatures  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

64  But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.— *Tis 

Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new. 
That  from  the  first  of  Cantos  up  to  this 

Pye,j)Qt,  bi^guii  what  we  have  to  go  thtoiigii^ 
These  iiiist  Lwelve  books  we.  itttjrely.flQuri&Jies, 
"^reludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
ifpon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure  ; 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture.. 
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»5  My  muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 

About  what  ^s  called  success,  or  not  succeeding  : 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  they  have  chosen; 
^Tis  a  "  great  moral  lesson'^  they  are  reading, 

I  thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dozen 
Cantos  would  do  ;  but  at  Apollo's  pleading, 

If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  foundered, 

1  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred, 

5$  Doti  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts, 
j        Yclept  the  Great  AVorld  ;  for  is  is  the  least, 
;    Although  the  highest  ;'  but  as  swords  have  hilte 
i        By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  encreased 
'■     When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east, 
Must  still  obey  the  high — which  is  their  handle. 
Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their  farthing  candle. 

»7  He  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 
Well  lookM  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 

Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass. 

It  does  nor  good  nor  harm  ;  being  merely  meant  , 

To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class. 
And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket 's  sent : 

And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fetes,  and  bali». 

For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 

5S   A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 
And  fortune,  has  an  awkard  part  to  play  ; 
^..^J^  good  society  Is  but  a  game, 

"The  royal  game  of  Goose,"  as  I  may  say, 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim, 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay — 
The  smgle  ladies  wishing  to  be  double. 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 

59  I  don't  mean  this  is  general,  but  particular 

Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits  : 
lliough  several  also  keep  their  perpendicular 

Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots : 
Yet  many  have  a  method  more  reticular — 

"  Fishers  for  men,"  like  Sirens  with  soft  lutes : 
For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady. 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding  dresses  ready. 

60  Perhaps  you'll  have  a  letter  from  the  mother. 

To  say  her  daughters  feelings  are  trepanned  j 
Perhaps  you'll  have  a  visit  from  the  brother, 
Allstratsj  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demafld 
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Wlvdi  '*  your  intentions  are?"  -One  way  or  other 
It  seems  the  virc^in's  heart  expects  your  hand  ; 
And  between  pily  for  her  case  and  yours, 
^'ou'll  add  to  matrimony's  list  of  cures. 

61   1-ve  known  a  dozen  weddinc^s  made  even  thus, 

And  some  of  them  high  names :  I  have  also  known 

Young  men  who — though  they  hated  to  discuss 

Pretensions  which  they  never  dreamed  to  have  shown — 

Vet  neither  frightened  by  a  female  fuss, 
Nor  by  mustacliios  moved,  were  let  alone. 

And  lived  as  did  the  broken  hearted  fair, 

In  happier  plight  than  if  they  form'd  a  pair. 

fi-2  There's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 

A  peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 

But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated  : 
It  is — I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 

The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 

It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage — 

But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  harlot, 

"  Couleur  derose,"  who  *s  neither  white  nor  scarlet. 

6:?  Such  is  your  old  coquette,  who  can't  say  *'  No" 

And  won't  say  "  Yes,"  and  keeps  you  oq  and  off-ing, 

On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 

Then  sees  your  heart  wrecked  with  an  inward. scoffing. 

This  works  a  world  of  Tsentimental  woe, 

And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin  ; 

But  yet  is  merely  innocent  tlirtation, 

Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

(>4  "  Ye  Gods,  I  grow  a  talker  !"  Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  sternest 
Is  when  without  regard  to  "  Church  or  State," 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upriglit  earnest. 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women's  fate — 

(Such,  earl>^iivt^itijr !  is  the  truth  thou  learnest)— 
But  in  Old  England  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing  !  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  her's. 

6)  For  'tis  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 

Country,  where  a  young  couple  of  the  same  ages 

Can't  form  a  friendship  but  the  world   o'erawes  it, 
Tiien  there's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  d — d  damages  ; 

A  verdict — grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  it ! — 
Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages; 

Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleaders, 

And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers  .' 


432  DON  JUAN. 

66  But  they  who  blunder  thus  are  raw  beginners  ; 
f-'"^'A  little  genial  sprinkling  ot'  hypocrisy 

Has  saved  the  lame  of  thousand  splendid  sinners,  ) 
The  loveliest  Oligarchs  of  our  Gyncocrasv-^, 

Yjott  may  see  such  at  all  the  balls  and  dinners^ 
^'':3unong  the  proudest  of  our  Aristocracy, 
/  So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste — 

And  all  by  having  tact  as  well  as  taste^ 

67  Jaan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 

Of  a  mere  novice,  had  one  safeguard  more  ; 
For  he  was  sick — no,  'twas  not  the  word  sic/c  I  meant~ 

But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before. 
That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  -weak  ; — I  meant 

But  thus  much,  and  no  sneers  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliffs,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stockings, 
Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double  knockings. 

68  But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes  romantic. 

Where  lives  not  law-suits  must  be  risked  for  j^ssion, 
And  Passion's  self  must  have  a  spice  of  frantic, 

Into  a  country  where  'tis  half  a  fashion 
Seemed  to  him  half  commercial,  half  pedantic  ; 

Howe'er  he  might  esteem  that  moral  nation  ; 
Besides  (alas  !  bis  taste — forgive  and  pity  ;) 
At  first  he  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 

69  I  say  aX  first— iox  he  found  out  at  last, 

But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
Than  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is  cast 

Beneath  the  influence  of  the  eastern  star. 
A  further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste  ; 

Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  his  bar 
To  taste  : — the  truth  is,  if  men  would  confess, 
That  novelties />fea*e  less  than  they  impress. 

TO  Though  travelled  ;  I  have  never  bad  the  luck  to 
Trace  up  these  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger 
To  that  impracticable  place  Timbuctoo, 

Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her, 
WWh  such  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to — 
For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  "  bos  piger'^ 
p-Sut  if  I  had  been  at  Timbuctoo,  there 
I  No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 

71   ft  is,  I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white  ; 
But  I  suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eye  sight. 
A»k  a  blind  man  J  the- best  judge.    You'll  attack 
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Perhaps  this  new  position — but  I'm  right ; 
A--0c1t^"Pm  wjong,  Pil  not  be  tu'en  abiicli:  — 
~yf  He  hath  no  morn  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark  , 

Within  ;  and  what  seest  thou  ?   A  dubious  spark.  | 

/-^  — \j 

73,  Bnt  I'm  relapsing  into  metaphysics, 

That  labyrinth  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  lor  hectic  phthisics, 

Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a  dying  flame  : 
And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics, 

And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  dame^i^^ 
Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of  price, 
Those  Polar  summers,  all  sun,  and  some  ice. 

73  Oi-  say  they  are  like  virtuous  mermaids,  whose 

Beginning  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes  j 
Not  that  there  's  not  a  quantity  of  those 

Who  have  a  due  respect  for  their  own  wishes. 
Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot-baths  to  snows  (3) 

Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when  vicious  : 
They  warm  into  a  scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 
As  a  reserve,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

74  Bat  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outsldes. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush  ;  for  a  fair  Briton  hides 

Half  her  attractions— probably  from  pity — 
And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides, 

Than  storms  it,  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city  : 
But  once  there,  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a  true  ally. 

75  Sb*=>  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb. 

Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning, 

Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb. 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia's  glance  is  burning  ; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
le those  bravuras  (which  I  still  am  learning 

To  like,  thougli  I  have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  that  served  me  prettily  ;)  — 

76  She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 

Others,  in  that  oil-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much — to  give  the  devil  his  doe, — 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 
Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview, 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil ;) 
But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble. 
Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 
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T7  And  if  in  fuct  she  takes  to  a  "  grayide  passion,^' 

It  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed  : 
Nine  times  in  ten  'lis  but  caprice  or  fashion, 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead, 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  lo  make  a  rival's  bosom  bleed  ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a  tornado, 
For  there  's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

78  The  reason's  obvious  :  if  there's  an  eclat. 

They  lose  their  caste  at  once  as  do  the  Parias  ; 

And  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law 

Have  filled  their  papers  wilh  their  comments  various, 

Society,  that  china  witliout  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite  !)  will  baiiikh  them  like  Mariu>, 

To  sit  amidst  the  ruins  of  their  guilt  : 

For  Fame  's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 
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Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be ; — it  is 
A  comment  on  the  Gospel's  "  Sin  no  more, 

Aud  be  thy  sins  ibrgiven  :" — but  upon  this 
I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 

Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  amiss, 
An  erring  woman  finds  an  opener  door 

For  her  return  to  virtue — as  they  call 

That  Lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 

80  For  me,  I  leave  the  matter  where  I  find  it, 
Knowing  that  such  uneasy  virtue  leads 

People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  to  mind  it, 
And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. 

And  as  for  chastity,  you'll  never  bind  it 
By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads, 

But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  prevented. 

By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else  repented. 

SI  But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  pondered 
l^puu  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind  : 

Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred 
A  lady  altogether  to  his  mind. 

A  little  "  blase''—  'tis  not  to  be  wondered 
At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind  : 

And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  success, 

No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

Sd  He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights — 

The  Parliament  and  all  Ihe  other  houses; 
Had  sate  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights, 
To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  roused  (not  rouse*) 
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The  world  to  gaze  upon  these  northern  lights  (3) 

Which  flashed  as  far  its  where  the  musk-bull  browses  : 
He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne — 
But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 

83  He  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session, 

That  noble  sight,  when  really  free  the  nation, 

A  king  in  constitutional  possession 
Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station, 

Though  despots  know  it  not—  till  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'Tis  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show  august 

To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  people's  trust. 

S4  There  too  he  saw  (whate'er  he  may  be  now) 
A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at, the  time 

With  fascination  in  his  very  bow. 

And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 

Though  royalty  was  written  on  his  brow. 

He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  clime, 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  finished  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 

85  Aud  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  been  said, 

Into  the  best  society :  and  there 
Occur'd  what  often  happens,  I'm  afraid, 

However  disciplined  and  dehonnaire  : 
The  talent  and  good  humour  he  displayed. 

Besides  the  mark'd  distinction  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 
Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

86  But  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when  and  why. 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ; 
And  asjui^  nhjf^.r.t,!^  mprulity  .? 

^(Whatever  people  say)  I  don't  know  whether     \ 
I'll  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  dry. 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 
And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos, 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.  (4) 

87  Here  the  twelfth  Canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.     When  the  body  of  the  book's  begun. 
You'll  find  it  of  a  ditierent  construction 

From  what  some  people  say  'twill  be  when  done  : 
The  plan  at  pre§en.t;'s.  .simply  in  cancoQtioa, 

t  can't  oblige  you,  reader  !  to  read  on : 
That's  your  aflair,  not  mine  :  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect  nordread  to  bear  it. ; 

voi.  II.  2  P 
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SS  A;k1  ifni3'  thunderholt  not  always  rattles, 
ReniemLer,  reader  !  you  have  had  before 

The  worst  ol'  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 
That  e'er  were  brewed  from  elements  or  gore, 

Besides  the  most  sublime  of — Heaven  knows  what  else- 
An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  much  more — 

But  my  best  Canto,  save  one  on  Astronomy, 

Will  turn  upon  "  Political  Economy.^' 

/  89  Thai  is  your  present  theme  for  popularity  : 

■  Now  that  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  stske, 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity 
'^-.         To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break, 
j    My  plan  (but  I,  if  but  for  singularity, 
/         Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 
V      Meantime  read  all  the  National  Debt-sinkers, 
■"''"---     And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  great  thinkers. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  Xfl. 


(^1)  See  Mitford's  Greece.  «  Gracise  /"(?rr?ji\"  His  great 
pleasure  consists  in  praising  tyrants,  abusing  Plutarchy-spelliug 
oddly,  and  writing  quaintly  :  and  what  is  strange  after  all,  his 
is  the  best  Modern  History  of  Greece  in  any  language,  and  he 
is  perhaps  the  best  of  all  modern  historians  whatsoever.  Having 
Jiamed  his  sins,  it  is  but  fair  to  state  his  virtues— learning,  la- 
bour, research,  wrath,  and  partiality.  I  call  the  latter  virtues 
in  a  writer,  because  they  nuike  him  write  in  earnest. 

(2)  This  line  may  puzzle  the  commentators  more  than  the 
present  generation. 

(8)  The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  from  their  hot 
baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva  ;  a  pleasant  practical  antithesis, 
wliich  it  seems  does  them  no  narm. 

(4)  For  a  description  and  print  of  this  inhabitant  of  the  Polar 
Region  and  native  country  of  the  /\urora^  Borealis,  see  Parr;  ' 
Vo}-age  in  search  of  the  North- West  Passage. 

(5)  A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Atbos  into  a  statue  • 
Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and  I  believe  a  river  in  his 
pocket,  with  various  other  similar  devices.     But  Alexander  's 
gone,  and  Athos  remains,  I  trust  ere  long  to  look  over  a  na- 
tion of  free  men. 
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I  now  mean  to  be  serious  ; — it  is  time, 

Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem'il  too  serious. 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue 's  callM  a  crime, 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious : 

Besides,  the  satl's  a  source  of  the  sublime, 
Although  when  long  a  little  apt  to  weary  us  ; 

And  therefore  shall  niy  lay  soar  high  and  solemji 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  column. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville— 

('Tis  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 

I  n  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 

Alo!ig  the  last  lields  of  that  Gothic  ground) — 

Was  high-born,  wealthy  by  her  father's  will, 

nd  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most  abound, 

In  Britain— which  of  course  true  patriots  find 

The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

3  I'll  not  gainsay  them  ;  it  is  not  my  cue ; 

f  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  the  bast: 
An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  blaclv  or  blue    ""^'^ 

Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  request : 
'Tis  nonst^nse  to  dispute  about  a  hue — 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair,  and  no  man, 
Till  thirty,  shold  perceive  there's  a  plain  woman. 

I  And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 

Epoch,  that  awkward  corner  turn'd  for  days 

More  quiet,  when  our  moon's  no  more  at  full. 
We  m<iy  presume  to  criticise  or  praise  j 

Because  juditterence  begins  to  lull 

Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways  ; 

Also  because  tlie  figure  and  tlie  face 

Uitii,  that  'tis  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 

5  I  know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this  era, 
Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 
Their  post ;  but  their's  is  merely  a  chimera, 
jFor  they  have  pass'd  life's  equinoctial  line : 
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But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  Madeira 

To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 
And  county  meetings  and  the  parliament, 
And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent. 


(\ 


And  is  there  not  religion,  and  reform, 
;           Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what's  called  the  "  nation  ?' 
f        The  struggle  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm  ? 
/             The  landed  and  the  monied  speculation  ? 
-v         The  joys  of  mutual  hate,  to  keep  them  warm 
\           Instead  of  love,  (hat  mere  hallucination  ? 
/       Now  hatred  is  by  lar  the  longest  pleasure  ; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 
—    "  0^-*        r-     *;5  7 

7  Rough  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  professed. 

Right  honestly,  "he  liked  an  honest  hater' '—(1) 
The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confest 

Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 
Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest :  — 

For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator. 
And  gaze  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  is, 
Much  in  the  mode  of  Goethe's  Mephistopheles  ; 

8  But  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess ; 

Though  'twas  not  long  so.    If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less, 

Andinow  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 
J  should  be  very  willing  to  redress 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes, 
Had  not  Cervantes  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 

9  Of  all  tales  'tis  the  saddest— and  more  sad 

Because  it  makes  us  smile  :  his  hero's  right. 
And  still  pursues  the  right ;  to  curb  the  bad. 

His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight. 
His  guerdon  :  'tis  his  virtue  makes  him  mad  ! 

But  his  adventures  form  a  sorry  sight : 
A  sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 
By  that  real  Epic  unto  all  who  have  thonght. 

10  Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong, 

To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 

Oi)posing  singly  the  united  strong. 

From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native. 

Alas  !  must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song 
Be  for  mere  Fancy's  sport  a  theme  creative  ? 

A  jest,  a  riddle,  Fame  through  thin  and  thick  sought? 

And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom's  Quixote  ? 
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i  1   Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 

A  single  laugh  demolished  the  right  arm 
Of  his  ovfn  country  ; — seldom  since  that  day 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.      While  romance  could  ch.srm, 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array ; 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  such  liarm, 
That  all  their  glory,  as  a  composition, 
Wjis  dearly  purchased  by  his  land's  perdilion. 

12  Vm  '<  at  my  old  Lunes'^— digression,  and  forget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville  ; 
Tile  fair  most  fatal  Juan  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  evil,  nor  meant  ill ; 
But  destiny  and  passion  spread  the  net, 

(Fate  is  u^^ood  excuse  for  our  own  will) 
And'caught  them  ; — what  do  they  wo/"  catch  methifiks  ? 
But  I'm  not  (Edipus,  and  life's  u  sphinx. 

13  1  t-ell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 

To  venture  a  solution  :  ''  Buvus  sftm  .'" 
And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 

Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  vvorld's  hum, 
,    U'a.s  the  queen-bee,  the  glass  of  all  that's  fair  ; 

'*Vhose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  ami  women  dtinib. 
Tl>e  last's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckoned. 
And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a  second. 

11  Chaste  was  she,  to  detraction's  desperation, 
And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well; 

A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation, 
Cool,  and  quite  English;   imperturbable, 

Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occasion  ; 

I'rotid  of  himsell  and  her,  the  worhl  could  tell 

Nought  against  either,  and  both  seem'd  secure — 

Siie  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

].">  It  chanced  some  diplomatic  relations, 

Arising  cut  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

Into  close  contact.     Thotigh  reserved,  nor  caught 
Vty  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience. 

And  talent,  on  liis  haughty  spirit  wrought, 
And  form'd  a  l)asisof  esteem,  which  ends 
Iji  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 

16  And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  iiillslow, 
In  judging  men— when  once  his  judgment  was 
Determined,  right  ur  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 
•2P'2 
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Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has, 

Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 
And  loves  or  hates  disdaining  to  be  guided, 
Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

17  His  friendships  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions, 

Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirm'd  but  more 

His  prepossessions,  like  the  laws  of  Persians 

And  Medes,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went  before. 

His  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertians. 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at—  the  mere  ague  still 

Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 

iS  "  'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success : 

"  But  do  you  more,  Sempronius-  -dojiH  deserve  it,'' 

And  take  my  word,  you  won't  have  any  less  : 
Be  wary,  watch  the  time,  and  always  serve  it : 

Give  gently  way,  when  there's  too  great  a  press ; 
And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to  nerve  it, — 

For  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 

'I'will  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining. 

19  Lord  Henrj-  also  liked  to  be  superior. 

As  most  men  do,  the  little  orlhe  great, 
Theverj-  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 
Upon  :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier, 

Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight. 
Which  mortals  generously  would  divide, 
By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 

20  In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal, 

O'er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  claim  ; 
In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel ; 

And  as  he  thought,  in  countrj'  much  the  same — 
Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  quill. 

At  which  all  modern  nations  vainly  aim  : 
And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater. 
So  that  few  members  kept  the  house  up  later. 

21  These  were  advantages:  and  then  he  thought — 

it  was  his  i'oible,  but  by  no  means  sini<*ter — 
That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 

Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister : 
He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught. 

And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir, 
And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man. 
Always  a  patiiot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 
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22  He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity  ; 

He  almost  honor'd  him  lor   his  docility  ; 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility, 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soiPs  fertility, 
If  that  the  weeds  outlive  not  the  first  crop, — 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  lo  stop. 

23  And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 

Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places ; 
Where  people  alwa)  s  did  as  they  were  bid. 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 
Of  courses  also  spake  they  :  Henry  rid 

Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races ; 
And  Juan,  like  a  true-born  Andalusian, 
Could  back  a  horse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

24  And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs, 

And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 
For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Inns  and  Outs, 

As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 
Upon  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 

His  manner  show'd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mother ; 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  marches  with  his  quality. 

25  At  Blank-Blank  Square  ; — for  we  will  break  no  squares 

By  naming  streets  :  since  men  are  so  censoriou;*. 
And  apt  to  sow  an  author's  wheat  with  tares, 

Heaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious. 
Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's  affairs. 

Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious. 
That  therefore  do  I  previously  declare. 
Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank  Square, 

26  Also  there  bin  (2)  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  and  streets  anonymous; 
Which  is  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  season 

Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid  house 
With  some  slight  heartquake  of  domestic  treason — 

A  topic  Scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse  : 
Such  I  might  stumble  over  uuciwares. 
Unless  I  knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 

27  'Tistrue  I  might  have  chosen  Picadilly, 

A  place  where  piccadillos  are  unknown  j 
But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly, 
For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  ulone. 
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Therefore  I  name  not  street,  square,  place,  until  I 

Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  shown, 
A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 
Such  are — but  T  have  lost  the  London  Chart. 

28  At  Henry's  mansion  then,  in  Blank-Blank  Square, 
Was  Juan  a  recherche,  welcome  guest, 

As  many  other  noble  scions  were ; 

And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  their  crest; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  every  where  ; 
Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indeed  's  the  best 

Recommendation  ; — and  to  be  well  drest 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

•29  And  since  "  there  's  safety  in  a  multitude 
"  Of  counsellors,"  as  Solomon  has  said. 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage,  grave  mood ; — 
Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display'd 

In  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  wordy  feud, 
Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade, 

V/hich  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 

Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness  ; — 

30  But  as  "  there's  safety  grafted  in  the  number 
"  Of  counsellors"  for  men, — thus  for  the  sex 

A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  Virtue  slumber  ; 

Or  should  it  sliake,  the  choice  will  more  perplex — • 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 
'Midst  many  rocks  we  guard  more  against  wrecks  j 

And  thus  with  women  :  bowsoe'er  it  shock  some's 

Self-love,  there  's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombs. 

:i]  But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 

For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  little  merit 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 

Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high  spirit, 

Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estimation  j 
And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain 'd  to  wear  it : 

Secure  of  admiration,  its  impression 

Was  faint,  as  of  an  everyday  possession. 

3^  To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade  ; 

To  some  she  show'd  attention  of  that  kind 
Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  conveyed 

In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 
A  trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  maid  ; — 

A  gentle,  genial  courtesy  of  mind, 
To  those  who  were  or  passed  for  meritoriou«, 
Just  to  console  sad  Glory  for  being  glorious  : 
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33  Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 
A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.     Gaze 
Upon  the  shades  of  those  distinguished  men, 

Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise,  v 

The  praise  of  persecution.     Gaze  again 

On  the  most  favoured  ;  and  amidst  the  blaze 
Of  sunset  halos  o'er  the  laurel-brow'd, 
^Vhat  can  ye  recognize? — A  gilded  cloud. 

Hi   There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

That  calm  Patrician  polish  in  the  address, 
Which  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Of  any  thing  which  Nature  would  express  ; 
Just  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine, — 

A  t  least  his  manner  suflers  not  to  guess 
That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  please. 
Perhaps  we  have  borrowed  this  from  the  Chinese — 

35  Perhaps  from  Horace  :  his  "  Xil  admirari^' 

Wvs  what  he  called  the  **  Art  of  Happiness  j" 
An  art  on  which  the  artists  greatly  vary. 

And  have  not  yet  attaiu'd  to  much  success. 
Howe,ver,  'tis  expedient  to  be  wary  : 

Indiflerence  certes  don't  produce  distress  : 
And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

36  But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent :  for 

(Now  for  a  common-place  !)  beneath  the  snow, 
As  a  volcano  holds  the  lava  more 

Within— cif  cetera.     Shall  I  go  on  ?  No  ! 
I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor : 

So  let  the  often  ijsed  volcano  go. 
Poor  thing  !    How  frequentl)-,  by  me  and  others, 
It  hath  been  stirred  up  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers, 

3T  I'll  have  another  figure  in  a  trice  :—  ""N  /•aW^-1'1^^'^ 

What  say  you  to  a  bottle  of  champaigne  ?         ]  ^^  ^ 

Frozen  into  a  very  vinous  ice,  / 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rainJ      ^ 

Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price,  >  -^ 

About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain  ;  ( 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape        \ 

CoulU  e'er  express  in  its  expanded  shape :  ) 

38  'Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  (o  a  qiuipt'^''^'^"^*^i 
And  thus  the  cliillest  aspects  may  concentre 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence. 
And  such  are  many — though  I  only  meant  herj, 
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From  Nvhom  I  no^-  deduce  Ihese  «^o;;f^J;rf^^J;t,, ._ 
On  Nvhich  the  Muse  bas  always  sought  to  enier 


And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
When  once  you  have  broken  their  confound 


led  ice. 


39  But  after  aUthey.reaKortMVestPassage 

Unto  the  glowing  India  ot  tl 
nd  as  the  good  ships  sent  upoi 

Have  not  exactly  ascertain  c 
Though  Parry's  efforts  took  i 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  up^^^^^.^^^^ 


Unto  the  blowing  India  ot  thesoul, 

(Though  pVrry'Vefforts  took  a  lucky  presage) 
^  ^        .,     —  _,..,r  ^,,,1  imnn  a  .suo«ii  J 


TTnto  the  "-lowing  India  ot  lue  suui , 


not  exactly  ascertain'd  the  Pole^ 


For  if  the  Pole's  not  open,  but  ali  irosi, 

(A  chance  still)  'tis  a  voyage  or  a  vessel  .ost. 

40    \nd  young  beginners  may  as  well  commence 

w^Mi  rnrev  signal  flag :  and  the  past  tense, 

The  dre  r  •  ^^mn?^  of  all  things  human, 
Mu't  be  dSin/d,  while  life's  thin.tbread's  spun  cut 
Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 

41  But  Heaven  must  be  diverted  :  its  diversion 
Is  sometimes  truculent-but  never  mmd  : 
The  worldvn'on  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 
^  (If  bu   for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind  : 
And  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Pei^ian, 

Of  the  two  Principles,  but  leaves  behind 
\s  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 

But  for  post  horses  who  finds  sympathy  ? 
Man's  pity  for  himself,  or  ior  his  son, 
AixTMv^  m-emising  that  said  son  at  college 
H^notSacte'd  much  more  debt  than  knowledge. 

43  The  London  winter  's  ended  i"  Jujj'- 
Sometimes  a  little  later.     I  don't  err 

In  this  :  whatever  other  blunders  he 
Upon  my  shoulder,  here  I  must  aver 

My  Mu^e  a  glass  of  Weatherology  ; 

*    For  Parliament  is  our  Barometer  : 

Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack. 

Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 
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44  When  its  quicksilver  's  down  at  zero,— lo ! 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipcig'e  ! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage  ; 
The  Turnpikes  glow  with  dust ;  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age  ; 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  faces, 
Sigh — as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

4^)  They  and  their  bills,  "  Arcadians  both,"  (3)  are  left 
To  the  Greek  Kalends  of  another  session, 

Alas  !  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 

What  hope  remains  ? .  Of  hope  the  full  possession, 

Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a  gift. 

At  a  long  date — till  they  can  get  a  fresh  one, — 

Hawk'd  about  at  a  discount  small  or  large  ; — 

Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 

46  But.these  are  trifles.     Downward  flies  my  Lord 
Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 
Away  !  away  !  "  Fresh  horses  !"  are  the  word, 

And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage  ; 
The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change  restored  ; 
.   The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Their  fee  ;  but  ere  the  watered  wheels  may  hiss  bem-e. 
The  ostler  pleads  for  a  small  reminiscence. 

4T  'Tis  granted  ;  and  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey  — 
That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen  ; 

Also  my  lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 
Trick'd  out,  but  modest  more  tlian  poet's  pen 

Can  pahit,   Cossi  1'iuggino  i  Ricchi  !'^ 
(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then^ 

If  but  to  show  I've  travell'd  ;  and  what  's  travel, 

Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil?) 

45  The  London  winter  and  the  countrj  summer 

Were  well  nigh  over.     'Tis  perhaps  a  pity. 
When  Nature  weais  the  gown  that  doth  become  her. 

To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city, 
And  wait  until  the  nighlitigale  grows  dumber, 

Listening  to  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty, 
Ere  Patriols  their  true  country  can  remember  ;  — 
But  there  'sno  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September- 

49  I've  done  with  my  tirade.     The  world  was  gone  ; 

The  twice  two  thousand,  for  whom  earth  was  made. 
Were  vanish'd  to  be  what  they  call  alone, — 
That  is,  with  thirty  .servants  for  parade. 
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As  many  guests  or  more  ;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  Old  England's  hospitalitj' — 
Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 

50  Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 

Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  compeers. 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine  ; 

The  Gotliic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a  longer  line, 

Where  time  through  lieroes  and  through  beauties  steers 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree. 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree. 

51  A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 

Of  their  departure  :  such  is  modern  fame  : 
'Tis  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 

Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same  ; 
When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows  cold. 

The  Morning  Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim — 
"  Departure  for  his  country  seat  to-day, 
"  Lord  H.  Amundeville  and  Lady  A. 

52  "  We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 

"  To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
"And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends;  [correct, 

*'  'Midst  whom  we  have  heard,  from  sources  quite 
"  The  Duke  of  D.  the  shooting  season  spends, 

"  With  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck'd  ; 
"  Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition, 
"  The  Envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  I^Iission." 

53  And  thus  we  see — ^vho  doubts  the  Morning  Post  ? 

(Whofie  articles  are  like  the  "Thirty  Nine," 
Which  those  most  swear  to  who  believe  them  most) — 

Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain 'd  to  shine, 
Deck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 

With  those  who,  Pope  says,  "greatly  daring  dine," 
'Tis  odd,  but  true, — last  war  the  News  abounded 
More  with  these  dinners  than  the  kill'd  or  wounded  ;  — 

34  As  thus :  "  On  Thursday  there  was  a  grand  dinner'"; 

"  Present,  Lords  A.  B.  C." — EarlS)  dukes,  by  name 
Announced  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory's  winner: 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same 
Column  :  Date,  "  Falmouth.   There  has  lately  been  her** 

"  The  Slap-Dash  Regiment,  so  well  known  to  famv  ; 
"  Whose  loss  in  the  late  action  we  regret : 
"  The  vacancies  are  filled  up— see  Gazette." 
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55  To  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  pair,— 

An  old,  old  monastery  once,  and  now 
Still  older  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 

Mix'd  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Few  specimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 

Withal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low, 
Because  the  monks  preferr'd  a  hill  behind, 
To  shelter  their  devotion  from  the  wind. 

56  It  stood  embosom'd  in  a  happy  valley, 

Crown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  Druid  oak 
Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally 

His  host,  with  broad  arms  'gainst  the  thunder  stroke  ; 
And  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 

The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke, 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  his  herd, 
To  quaff  a  brook  which  murmur'd  like  a  bird. 

5t/ Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake, 
'     Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 
By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 

In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 
Around :  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed : 
The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink,  and  stood 
Wi(h  their  green  faces  fix'd  upon  the  flood.        / 

_^,^„^ 

58  Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a  steep  cascade, 

Sparkling  with  foam,  until  again  subsiding 
Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 

Quiet — sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 
Into  a  rivulet ;  and  thus  allay'd 

Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 
Its  windings  through  the  woods  ;  now  clear,  now  blue. 
According  tis  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

59  A  glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile, 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  half  apart 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  screen'd  many  an  aisle. 

These  last  had  disappear'd—  a  loss  to  art : 
The  first  yet  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soil, 

And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heart. 
Which  mourn'd  the  power  of  time's  or  tempest's  march 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 

60  Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle. 

Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone ; 
But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  fell. 
But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charles  from  his  throne, 
VOL.  II.  2  Q 
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When  each  house  was  a  fortalke — as  tell 
The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone, 
The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

61  But  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd, 

The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-born  child. 
With  her  son  in  her  blessed  arms,  look'd  round. 

Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was  spoUM  j 
She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground. 

This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 
But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
Of  any  worship,  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

62  A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colorings. 
Through  which  the  deepen'd  glories  once  could  enter, 

Streaming  from  oflt"  the  sun  like  seraph's  wings, 
Now  yawns  all  desolate  ;  now  loud,  now  fainter, 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  sings 
The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 

Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench'd  like  fire. 

6S  But  in  the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 

The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaven, 

There  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 
Is  musical — a  dying  accent  driven 

Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again. 
Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given 

Back  to  the  nightwind  by  the  waterfall. 

And  harmonized  by  the  old  choral  wall : 

G4  Others,  that  some  original  shape,  or  form 

Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 

(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue,  warm 
In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix'd  hour) 

To  this  grey  ruin  with  a  voice  to  charm. 

Sad,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower  : 

Tlie  cause,  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve  ;  but  such 

The  fact :  I've  heard  it,— once  perhaps  too  much. 

65  Amidst  the  court  a  Gothic  fountain  play'd, 

Symmetrical,  but  deck'dwith  carvings  quaint — 

Strange  laces,  like  to  men  in  masquerade. 
And  here  perhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint : 

Tlie  spring  gush'd  through  grim  mouths,  of  granite  made, 
And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  spent 

Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles, 

Like  man's  vain  glory,  and  his  vainer  troubles. 
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66  The  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable, 
With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 

Elsewhere  preserved  :  the  cloisters  still  were  stable, 
The  cells  too  and   refectory,  I  ween  : 

An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able. 
Still  unimpair'd,  to  decorate  the  scene  ; 

The  rest  had  been  reform'd,  replac'd,  or  sunk, 

And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 

67  Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chambers,  join'd 

By  110  quiet  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts, 
Might  shock  a  connoiseur  ;  but  when  combinetl, 
'  Formed  a  whole  which  irregular  in  parts, 
Yet  leit  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind,  / 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their  hearts. 
We  gaze  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature, 
Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature, 

68  Steel  barons,  molten  the  next  generation 

To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garter'd  earls, 
Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation  j 

And  Lady  Marys  blooming  into  girls. 
With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their  .station  : 

And  Countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls : 
Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Lelj", 
Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them  freely. 

69  Jndges  in  very  formidable  ermine 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  ininte 
The  accused  to  think  iheir  lordships  would  determine 

His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  right : 
Bishops,  who  had  not  left  a  single  sermon  ; 

Attornies-General,  awful  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more  (unless  our  judgments  warp  ns) 
Of  the  "  Star  Chamber"  than  of  «  Habeas  Corpus." 

70  Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 

And  iron  time,  ere  leatl  had  ta'en  the  lead  ; 
Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 

Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed  : 
Loi'dlings  with  staves  of  white,  or  ke3s  of  gold  : 

Nimrods,  wliose  canvas  scarce  contain'd  the  st«?ed; 
And  here  and  there  some  stern  high  patriot  stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

7  J    But  ever  and  anon  to  soothe  your  vision, 
Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories, 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 
Or  wilder  groupe  of  savage  Salvatore's  :  (4) 
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Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sea  shone 

In  Vernet's  ocean  lights ;  and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the  sainted. 

12  Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Loraine  ; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal  light, 
Or  gloomy  Caravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronzed  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  Anchorite  ; — 
But  lo !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain. 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a;  livelier  sight ; 
His  bell  mouthM  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish  (5) 

Or  Dutch  with  thirst — What  ho  !  a  flask  of  Rhenish. 

73  Oh,  reader,  if  that  thou  can'st  read,— and  know, 
'Tis  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read, 

To  constitute  a  reader  :  there  must  go 

Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I  have  need. 

Firstly,  beginning  with  the  beginning— (though 
That  clause  is  hard)  ;  and  secondly,  proceed  : 

Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end — or,  sinning 

In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning. 

T4  But,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late, 
While  1,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear. 

Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a  rate, 
Dan  Phoebjs  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 

That  Poefcs  were  so  from  their  earliest  date. 
By  Homer's  "  Catalogue  of  Ships,''  is  clear ; 

But  a  mere  modern  must  be  moderate — 

I  spare  you  then  the  furniture  and  plate, 

T§  The  mellow  Autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
The  promised  party  to  enjoy  its  sweets. 

The  corn  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game  : 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 

In  russet  jacket : — lynx-like  is  his  aim. 
Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonderful  his  feats. 

Ah,  nutbrown  Partridges !  Ah,  brilliant  Pheasants  j 

And  ah,  ye  Poachers  ! — 'tis  no  sport  for  peasants. 

76  An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  vines. 
Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 

The  paths,  o'er  which  the  far  festoon  entwines 
The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song. 

Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines: 
The  Claret  light,  and  the  Madeira  strong, 

If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  tell  her 

The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 


DON  JUAN.  -Wl 

It  Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline, 

Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 

As  if  'twould  to  a  second  spring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear, 

Of  indoor  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine, — 
The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year  ; 

Without  doors  too  she  may  complete  in  mellow, 

As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gained  in  yellow. 

78  And  for  the  effeminate  villegiatura — 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds— she  hath  the  chase, 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race 
Even  Nimrod'sself  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,  (6) 

And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space  : — 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a  tame 
Preserve  of  Bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

19  The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  abbey, 

Consisted  of^we  give  the  sex  the  pas — 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke  ;  the  Countess  Crabbey, 

The  ladies  Scilly,  Busey  !— Miss  EcUit, 
Miss  Bombazeeii,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  O'Tabbey, 

And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw, 
Also  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Sleep, 
Who  look'd  like  a  white  Iamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep  : 

80  With  other  countesses  of  Blank — but  rank 

At  once  the  "  lie"  and  the  "  elite'^  of  crowds  ; 
Who  pass  like  water  filtered  in  a  tank. 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds  ; 
Or  paper  turn'd  to  money  by  the  Bank  : 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  passport  shroutls 
The  "  passe"  and  the  pass'd  :  for  good  society 
Is  no  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety  : 

81  That  Is,  up  to  a  certain  point;  which  point 

Forms  the  most  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 

Ou  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station  ; 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  "  Aroint 

"  Thee  Wiich  !"  or  each  Mede  has  her  Jason  ; 
Or  to  the  point  (with  Horace  and  vv'ith  Pulci) 
"  Omne  tulit  punctunif  qu»  ?m scut t  utile  dulei''' 

82  1  can't  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  right, 

Which  halii  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery. 
pTe  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie, 
2  Q 
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Also  a  so-so  matron  boldly  fight 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  plottery. 
And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres, 
Escaping  with  a  few  slight,  scarless  sneers. 

83  I  have  seen  more  than  I'll  say — but  we  will  see 

How  our  viUegiatura  will  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste — the  Brahmins  of  the  ton. 
I  have  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  degree. 

But  ta'en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scattered  amongst  these, 
There  also  were  some  Irish  absentees. 

84  There  was  Paroilcs  too,  the  legal  bully, 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to*the  bar 
And  senate:  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly, 

He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 
There  was  the  young  baid  Rackrbyme,  who  had  newly 

Come  out  and  glimmer'd  a*;  a  six-weeks  star. 
There  was  Lord  Pywhotoo,  the  great  freethinker; 
And  Sir  John  Pottledeep,  tbe  mighty  drinker. 

85  There  was  the  Duke  of  l>asb,  who  was  a — duke, 

*' Aye  eveiy  inch  a'  duke  ;  there  were  twelve  peer« 
Like  Charlemagne's — aiid  all  such  peers  in  look 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 

There  where  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds  —pretty  dears  t 
All  song  and  sentiment ;  whose  hearts  were  set 
Less  on  a  convent  ihan  a  coronet. 

86  There  were  four  honorable  Misters,  whose 

Honor  was  move  before  their  names  than  after ; 
There  was  the  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Ruse, 

Whom  France  and  Fortune  lately  deign'd  to  waft  here? 
Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  to  amuse ; 

But  the  clubs  found  it  rather  serious  laughter. 
Because — such  was  his  magic  power  to  please — 
The  dice  seem'd  charm'd  too  with  his  repartees. 

S7  There  was  Dick  Dubious  the  metaphysician, 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner  j 

Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician  ; 

Sir  Henry  Silvereup,  the  great  race-winner. 

There  was  the  Reverend  Rodomont  Precisian, 
Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sinner  ; 

Arid  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet, 

Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a  bet. 
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S%  There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman, 
And  General  Fireface,  famous  in  the  field, 

A  great  tactician,  and  no  less  a  swordsman, 
Who  ate  last  war  more  yankees  than  he  klU'd. 

There  was  the  waggish  Welch  Judge,  Jefteries  Hardsman, 
In  his  grave  office  so  completely  skill'd, 

That  when  a  culprit  came  for  condemnation, 

He  had  his  judge's  joke  for  consolation. 

89  Good  company  's  a  chess-board — there  are  kings,  [game  ; 

Queens,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns  ;  the  world 's  a 
Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  strings  ; 

Methinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  same. 
My  Muse,  the  butterfly  hath  but  her  wings, 

Not  stings,  and  flits  through  aether  without  aim, 
Alighting  rarely  :  were  she  but  a  hornet. 
Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would  mourn  it. 

90  I  had  forgotten — but  must  not  forget— 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 
Who  had  deliver'd  well  a  very  set 

Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  transgression 
Upon  debate  :  the  papers  echoed  yet  * 

With  this  dcbuf,  which  made  a  strong  impression, 
And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  display'd — 
"  The  best  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was  made." 

91  Proud  of  his  "  Hear  hims !"  proud  too  of  his  vote 

And  lost  virginity  of  oratory. 
Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote) 

He  revell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  : 
With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 
"  His  country's  pride,"  he  came  down  to  the  countrj\ 

92  There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation, 

Longbow  from  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  the  Tweed, 
Both  lawyers  and  both  men  of  education  ; 

But  Strongbow's  wit  was  of  a  more  polish'd  breed  : 
Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination 

As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed. 
But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a  potatoe, — 
While  Strongbow's  best  thing*  might  have  come  from  Cato. 

93  Strongbow  was  like  a  new-tuned  harpsichord  ; 
But  Longbow  wild  as  an  ^Eolian  harp, 
With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord, 
And  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 


4^14  I'DON  JUAN. 

0/  Stronj^bow's  talk  you  would  not  change  a  word  ; 
At  Longbow^s  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp  : 
Both  wits — one  born  so,  and  the  other  bred, 
This  by  his  heart — his  rival  by  his  head. 

94  If  all  these  seem  an  heterogeneous  mass 

To  be  assembled  at  a  country  seat, 
Yet  think,  a  specimen  of  every  class 

Is  better  than  a  hum-drum  tete-a-tete. 
The  days  of  Comedy  are  gone,  alas  ! 

When  Congreve's  fool  could  vie  with  Moliere's  b4te ; 
Society  is  smooth'd  to  that  excess, 
That  manners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress, 

95  O^ir  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back-ground — 

Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull ; 
Professions  too  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional  ;  and  there  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit :  for,  though  your  fools  abound, 

They're  barren,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  pull. 
Society  is  now  one  polish'd  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  hores  and  bortd. 

96  But  from  being  farmers  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 

The  scanty  but  right  well-threshed  ears  of  truth  ; 
And,  gentle  reader  I  when  you  gather  meaning. 

You  may  be  Boaz,  and  I — modest  Ruth. 
Further  I'd  i][uote,  but  scripture  intervening. 

Forbids.     A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 
"  That  scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies."  (7) 

9T  But  what  we  can  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 

Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-cat,  the  famous  conversationist. 

Who  in  his  common-place  book  had  a  page 
Prepared  each  morn  for  evenings  "  List,  oh  list! 

Alas!  poor  ghost!"  what  unexpected  woes 

Await  those  who  have  studied  their  bon  mats  I 

98  Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch  : 

And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion 
Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inc/i, 

But  take  an  ell — and  make  a  great  sensation, 
If  possible  :  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 

When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test, 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt's  the  best. 
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99  Lord  Henrj'  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

The  party  we  have  touch  M  on  were  the  guests : 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 
f  will  not  dwell  upon  ragouts  or  roasts, 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests, 
That  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  sinner! — 
Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 

JOO  Witness  the  lands  which  "  flow'd  with  milk  and  honey," 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry- Israelites  : 
To  this  we  have  added  since,  the  love  of  money, 

The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny  ; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites  ; 
Bat  oh,  ambrosial  Cash  !  Ah  !  who  would  lose  thee  ? 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee  ! 

101  The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 

Or  hunt:  the  young  because  they  liked  the  sport — 
The  first  thing  boys  like,  after  play  and  fruit : 

The  midle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 
For  etwfcf  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language  :— we  retort 
The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 
That  awful  yawn  •.vhich  sleep  can  not  abate. 

102  The  elderly  walked  through  the  library, 

And  tumbled  books,  or  criticised  the  pictures, 
Or  sauntered  through  the  gardens  piteously. 

And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  strictures. 
Or  rode  a  nag,  which  trotted  not  too  high, 

Or  on  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectures, 
Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix, 
Longing  at  sixty  for  the  hour  of  six. 

103  But  none  were  "gene  ;"  the  great  hour  of  union 

Was  wrung  by  dinner's  knell ;  till  then  all  were 
Masters  of  their  own  time — or  in  communion, 

Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known- 
Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fast 
When,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

104  The  ladies— some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale — 

Met  the  morn  as  they  might.     If  fine,  they  rode, 
Or  walked  ;  if  ioi\l,  they  read,  or  told  a  tale, 
Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad  ; 
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Discussed  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail. 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code, 
Or  cramm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter. 
To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 

105  For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she  epistle, 
And  hardly  heaven — because  it  never  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  i'emale  missal, 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends. 

But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses'  whistle, 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon  : — you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

106  Then  there  were  billiards  ;  cards  too,  but  no  dice  : — 

Save  in  the  clubs  no  man  of  honour  plays  ; 
Boats  when  'twas  water,  skaiting  when  'twas  ice, 

And  the  hard  frost  destroyed  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling  too,  that  solitary  vice. 

Whatever  Isaac  Walton  sings  or  says ; 
That  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.  (8) 

107  With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wme  ; 

The  conversazione  ;  the  duet,j 
Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine, 

(^ly  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet.) 
The  four  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine  j 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  (he  harp — because  to  music's  charms 
They  added  graceful  necks,  white  hands  and  arms. 

105  Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days, 
For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 

Display'd  some  sylph-like  figures  in  its  maze: 
Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required  ; 

FlirUitiou — but  decorous  ;  the  mere  praise 

Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired. 

The  hunters  fought  their  ibx-hunt  o'er  again, 

And  then  retreated  soberly— at  ten. 

J 09  The  politicians,  in  a  nook  apart, 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  spheres ; 
The  wits  watched  every  loop-bole  for  their  art, 

To  introduce  a  hon  mot  head  and  ears  : 
Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smart, 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them  years 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it, 
And  then,  even  then,  some  bore  may  make  them  lose  it. 
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110  But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  this  our  partj- ;  polish'd,  smooth  and  cold, 
As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic. 

There  now  are  no  'Squire  Westerns  as  of  old  ; 
And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic, 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 
We  have  no  accomplish'd  blackguards,  like  Tom  Jones, ' 
But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff' as  stones. 

111  They  separated  at  an  early  hour; 

That  is,  ere  midnight— which  is  London's  noon  : 
But  in  the  country  ladies  seek  their  bovver 

A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  moon. 
Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flower — 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon  ! 
Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest  tinters,  • 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge— at  least  some  winters. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XIIT. 

(1)  "Sir,  I  like  a  good  Later."— See  the  Life  of  Dr. 
Johnnson,  &c. 

(2)  "  With  everything  that  pretty  ^2w, 

"  My  lady  sweet  arise." — Shakspeare. 

(3)  "  Arcades  Ambo." 

(4)  Sal vator  Rosa. 

(5)  If  I  err  not,  "Your  Dane"  is  one  of  lago's  catalogue 
of  nations  "exquisite  in  their  drinking." 

(6)  In  Assyria. 

(T)  "!Mrs.  Adams  answered  Mr.  Adams,  that  it  was  blasphe- 
mous to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  church."  This  dogma  wa« 
broached  to  her  husband — the  best  Christian  in  any  book. — See 
Joseph  Andrews,  in  the  latter  chapters. 

(8)  It  would  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This  sen- 
timental savage,  whom  it  is  a  mode  to  quote  (amongst  the  no- 
velists) to  show  their  sympathy  for  innocent  sports  and  old 
songs,  leaches  how  to  sew  up  frogs,  and  break  their  legs  byway 
of  experiment,  in  addition  to  the  art  of  angling,  the  cruellest, 
the  coldest,  and  stupidest  of  pretended  sports.  The  whale,  the 
-ihark,  and  the  tunny  fishery  ha\e  somewhat  of  noble  and  peri- 
lous in  them  ;  even  net  fishing,  trawling,  <fec.  are  more  hunuinw 
and  useful — but  angling  !   No  angler  can  be  a  good  man. 

"  One  of  the  best  men  I  ever  knew ; — as  humane,  delicate- 
minded,  generous,  and  excellent  a  creature  as  any  in  the  world, 
was  an  angler  :  true,  he  angled  with  painted  flies,  and  would 
have  been  incapable  of  the  extravagance  of  I.  Walton." 

The  above  addition  was  made  by  a  friend  in  reading  over  the 
MS. — ^^  Audi  alteram  partem^^ — I  leave  it  to  counterbalance 
my  own  observation. 
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1  If  from  great  Nature's  or  our  own  abyss 

Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a  certainty, 
Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they  miss—/ 

But  then  'twould  spoil  much  good  philosopBy^ 
One  sj-stem  eats  another  up,  and  this 

Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny  ; 
For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 
In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 

2  But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  breakfast, 

And  each  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 
Is  diflficult.     Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  fast, 

After  due  search,  your  faith  to  any  question  ? 
JUoQk  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fast 

J     You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the  best  one. 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  senses ; 
And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences  ? 

3 /For  me,  I  know  nought:  nothing  I  deny, 
I     Admit,  reject,  contemn;  and  what  knowyow. 
Except  perhaps  that  you  were  born  to  die  ? 

And  both  may  after  all  turn  out  untrue.l 
An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternity,     ^->-J 

When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 
Death,  so  call'd,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  weep> 
And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

4M.  sleep  without  dreams,  nfter  a  »'4mgh  day 
Of  toil)  is  what  we  covet  most ;  and  yet 
How  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quiescent  cla^Jj 

'The  very  suicide  that  pa5s  his  debt 
At  once  without  instalments  (an  old  way 
,.    -Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 
/  Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath. 
Less  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  death.] 

,5  'Tis  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  every  where  ; 
And  there's  a  courage  which  grows  out  of  fear, 
Perhaps  of  all  most  desperatej  which  will  dare 
The  worst  to  know  it:— when  the  mountains  rear 
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Their  peaks  beneath  j^our  human  foot,  and  (here 

You  look  down  o'er  the  precipice,  unddrear 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns, — you  can't  gaze  u  minute 
Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 

5  Tis  true,  you  don't— but,  pale  and  struck  with  terror, 
Retire  :  but  look  into  your  past  impression  ! 

And  you  will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mirror 
Of  your  own  thoughts,  in  all  their  self  confession. 

The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error. 
To  the  unknown  ;  a  secret  prepossession, 

To  plunge  with  all  your  fears — but  where  ?  Yon  know  not,  ^f 

And  that's  the  reason  why  you  do — or  do  not. 

t  But  what's  this  to  the  purpose  ?  you  will  say. 

Gent,  reader,  nothing  ;  a  mere  speculation. 
For  which  my  sole  excuse  is — 'tis  my  way, 

Sometimes  tyjVA,  sometimes  without  occasion 
I  write  what's  uppermost,  without  delay  ; 

This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration. 
But  a  mere  airy  and  fantastic  basis. 
To  build  up  common  things  with  common-places. 

8  You  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon  saith, 

"  Fling  up  a  straw,  'twill  show  the  way  the  wind  blows ; ' 
And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath, 

Is  Poesj',  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 
A  paper  kite,  which  flies  'twixt  life  and  death, 

A  shadow  which  the  onward  soul  behind  throws : 
And  mine's  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  praise. 
But  just  to  play  with,  as  an  infant  plays. 

9  The  world  is  all  before  me,  or  behind  ; 

For  I  have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind  ;  — 

Of  passions  too,  I  have  proved  enough  to  blame, 
To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends,  mankind, 

VV^ho  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame  : 
For  I  was  rather  famous  in  my  time, 
Until  I  fairly  knock'd  it  up  with  rhyme. 

10  I  have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears,  and  eke 
The  other  ;  that's  to  say,  the  Clergy — who 
Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 

In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  lew. 
And  yet  I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a  week, 

Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 
In  youth  I  wrote,  because  my  mind  was  full, 
And  now  because  I  feel  it  growing  lull. 
VOL.  II.  -2  R 
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1 J  But  "why  then  publish  ?''— There  are  no  rewards 
Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

J  ask  in  turn,— why  do  you  play  at  cards  ? 

Why  drink  ?  Why  read  ? — To  make  some  hour  less  dreary. 

It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 

On  what  J  've  seen  or  ponderM,  sad  or  cheery  ; 

And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream, 

To  swim  or  sink — I  have  had  at  least  my  dream. 

12  I  think  that  were!  certain  of  success, 

I  hardly  could  compose  another  line  : 
So  long  I've  battled  either  more  or  less. 

That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 
This  feeling  'tis  not  easy  to  express. 

And  yet  'tis  not  affected,  I  opine. 
In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your  choosing — 
The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

13  Besides  my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fiction  : 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts. 
Of  course  with  some  reserve  and  slight  restriction. 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts — 
And  that's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction  ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts ; 
And  were  her  object  only  what's  called  glory. 
With  more  ease  too  she'd  tell  a  different  story. 
/" 
f    14  Love,  war,  a  tempest — surely  there's  a  variety  ; 
\  Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration  ; 

A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild,  Society  ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station. 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here's  at  least  satiety 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation  : 
And  (hough  these  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus, 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos  : 

15  The  portion  of  this  world  which  1  at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon, 

Is  one  of  which  there's  no  description  recent : 

The  reason  why,  is  easy-  to  determine  : 
Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and  pleasant. 

There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 
A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages, 
Of  DO  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

16  With  much  to  exite,  there's  little  to  exalt ; 
Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times  j 

A  sort  of  varnish  over  every  fault ; 

A  kind  of  common-place  even  in  their  crimes  ; 
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Factitious  pjissions,  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublioies 
VVhate'er  it  shows  with  truth  ;  a  smooth  monotony 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  hiive  got  any. 

1 T  Sometimes  indeed,  like  soldiers  oiF  parade. 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  their  drill; 

But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid. 
And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were  :  sMll 

Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade  ; 
But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had  your  fill, 

It  palls— at  least  it  did  so  upon  me, 

This  Paradise  of  Pleasure  and  Ennui. 

18  When  we  have  made  our  love,  and  gamed  our  gaming, 

Drest,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something  more  ; 
With  dandies  dined  ;  heard  senators  declaiming  ; 

Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score  ^ 
Sad  rnkca  to  saddei  liusDanUs  chastely  taming  ; 

There's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 
Witness  those  "  ci-devant  Jeunes  homines'''  who  stem   ft.. 
The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  them. 

19  'Tis  sad— mdeed  a  general  complaint — 

That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 
The  Monde,  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 

Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 
The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint. 

To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing ; 
And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  common  .- 
My  lady's  prattle,  filter'd  through  her  woman. 

SO  But  this  can't  well  be  true,  Just  now ;  for  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  Beau  Monde  a  part  potential : 

I've  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  fighters. 
Especially  when  young,  for  that's  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditers 
Of  what  they  deem  themselves  most  consequential — 

The  rea/ portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  ? 

'Tls  that,  in  fact,  there's  little  to  describe. 

21  "  Haud  tgnnra  loquor :"  these  axe  Xug<je,  '^  qaurum 
"  Pars  parva/w/,"  but  still  art  and  part. 

Now  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a  harem, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 

Than  these  things  5  and  besides  I  wish  to  spare  'em. 
For  reasons  which  I  choose  to  keep  apart. 

*'  Vetabo  Cereris  sacrutn  qui  vulgarei" — 

IVhicb  means  that  vulgar  people  must  not  share  it. 
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22  And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal — 

Lower'djleavenM  like  a  history  of  Freemasons  j 
Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real, 

As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 
The  grand  Arcanum's  not  lor  men  to  see  all ; 

{"  My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons  ; 
And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 
In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

23  fAlas !  ^Vorlds  fall — and  Women^Jsiace-j^e  felPd 
/     Th<World  (as,  since  tintt  history,-  less  polite 

Tha«  t^ifr^^ath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held) 

Has  not  ye^given  up  the  practice  quite. 
Poor  thing  of  usages-f  Coerc'd,  compell'd, 
Jt^'ictiffl  wljeft  vitGngy  «nd  naai-tyr  oft  wh«n  rights 
fCondemn'd  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins 
Have  shaving  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins, — 

24  A  daily  plague,  which  in  the  aggregate 

May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 
But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  real  sufferings  of  their  she  condition  ? 
Man's  very  S3mpathy  with  their  estate 

Has  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 
Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education, 
But  form  good  house-keepers,  to  breed  a  nation. 

25  All  this  were  very  well  and  can't  be  better  ; 

But  even  this  is  difficult.  Heaven  knows  ! 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her, 

Such  small  distinction  between  friends  and  foes. 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her  fetter, 

That — but  a'^k  any  woman  if  she'd  choose 
(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male  ?  a  school- boy  or  a  queen  ? 

26  "  Petticoat  Influence"  is  a  great  reproach. 

Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 
To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach  ; 

But  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  brought 
By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney  coach, 

I  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat — 
A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublim.ity, 
No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

27  Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored, 

In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  veil, 
Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  Miser's  hoard. 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal^ 
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A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 

A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 
A  cure  lor  grief — for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle  ? 

28  And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day, 

With  a  sirocco,  for  example,  blowing, 
When  all  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  spray. 

And  sulkily  the  ri*'er's  ripple's  flowing. 
And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  grey. 

The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 
'Tis  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant, 
To  catch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peasant. 

29  We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on  climate, 
Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs, 

Thougli  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shines. 

Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at, 
Are  tilt-re  oit  dull  and  dreary  as  a  dun — 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's,  is  all  one. 

30  And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical : 

And  out  of  door  hath  showers,  and  mists,  and  slee'. 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoral, 

13 ut  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small, 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete, 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Embarass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  water. 

31  Juan— in  this  respect  at  least  like  saints — 

Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 
And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints, 

In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts — 
i3orn  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  faints, 

And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports, 
He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  all  women 
Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  she  Men. 

32  A  foK-hunt  to  a  foreigner  is  strange  ; 

'Tis  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  inexcliange 

Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger, 
Blit  Juan  had  been  early  taugJit  lo  range 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  lurn'd  avenger, 
So  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 
Knew  that  he  had  a  rider  on  his  back. 
2  R  2 
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33  And  now  in  this  new  field  with  some  applause, 

He  cleared  heds^e,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  rail. 
And  never  ci'aned,  ( J )  and  made  but  few  ^^  faux  pas,'* 

And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  *gan  fail. 
He  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 

Of  hunting— for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail  ; 
Rotle  o'er  the  hounds,  it  rnay  be  now  and  then, 

And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen. 

34  But  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 

He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse  :  the  'squires 
Marvell'd  at  merit  of  another  nation  ; 

The  boors  cried  ^  Dang  it !  who'd  have  thought  it?'  Sires, 
The  Nestors  of  the  sporting  generation, 

Swore  praises,  and  recalPd  their  former  fires  J  • 

The  Huntsman's  self  relented  to  a  grin, 
And  rated  hiru  almost  a  whipper-in. 

35  Such  were  his  trophies  :' — not  of  spear  and  shield. 

But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes  brushes  j 
Yet  I  must  own, — although  in  this  I  yield 

To  patriot  sympathy  a  Briton's  blushes, — 
He  thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 

Who,  after  a  long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
Ask'd  next  day,  "  if  men  ever  bunted  twice  ?" 

S6  He  also  had  a  quality  uncommon 

To  early  risers  alter  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can  summon 

December's  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race, — 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 

When  her  soft  liquid  words  run  on  apace, — 
Who,  likes  a  listener,  whether  saint  or  sinner,— 
He  did  not  fall  asleep  just  alter  dinner. 

37  But  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alerf. 

And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 
By  humouring  always  what  they  might  asstit, 

And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue  : 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 

And  smiling,  but  in  secret — cunning  rogue  ! 
He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; — 
In  short,  there  never  was  a  better  hearer. 

38  And  then  he  danced  ;  all  foreigners  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  their  eloquence 
Of  pantomime; — he  danced,  I  say,  right  well, 
VVith  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 
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A  thing  in  fooling  intlispensable: 

Me  (lanced  williout  theutrical  pretence, 
Not  like  a  ballet  master  in  the  van 
Of  his  drill'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 

39  Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound 

And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure  ; 
Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  ground, 

And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigor ; 
And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound 

Which  might  defy  a  crotchet's  critic's  rigor, 
Such  classic  pas — scms  flaws — set  oft"  our  hero. 
He  glanced  like  a  personified  Bolero, 

40  Or,  like  a  flying  Hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guido's  famous  fresco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Home,  although  no  more  a 

Ilemnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  throne. 
The  "  tout  ensemble"  of-  his  movements  wore  a 

Grace  of  the  soft  Idea),  seldom  shown. 
And  ne'er  to  be  described ;  for  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  void  of  colour. 

41  No  marvel  then  he  was  a  lavourite  ; 

A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired  j 
A  little  spoilt,  but  by  no  means  so  quite : 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 
Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspired. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fuike,  who  loved  "  tracasserie," 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  "  agaperie." 

42  She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-blown  blonde ; 

Desirable,  distingui.sh'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand  Monde, 

I'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what 's  stated  j 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Piantagenet. 

43  This  noble  personage  began  to  look 

A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation  ; 
But  such  small  licences  must  lovers  brook, 

Mere  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  lo  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke  ! 

'Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  di>agreable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  th?y  count  on  womaD. 
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44  The  circle  smiled,  then  whisperM,  and  then  sne^rM ; 

The  misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frowned  : 
Some  hoped  that  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fearM 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found  ; 
Some  ne'er  believed  one  half  of  what  they  heard  ; 

Some  look'd  perplexd  and  others  look'd  profound  ; 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet. 

45  But  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  Duke, 

Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  in  the  affair, 
True,  he  was  absent,  and  'twas  rumour'd,  took 

But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where, 
Or  what  his  consort  did ;  if  he  could  brook 

Her  gaieties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare : 
Theirs  was  the  best  of  unions,  past  all  doubt, 
Which  never  meets,  and  therefore  can't  fall  out. 

46  But  oh,  that  I  should  ever  pen  so  sad  a  line  ! 

Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue, she. 
My  Dian  of  the  Ephesians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Began  to  think  the  Duchess'  conduct  free  ; 
Regretting  much  tiiat  she  had  chosen  so  bad  aline. 

And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
Looked  grave  and  pule  to  see  her  friend's  fragility, 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibility. 

47  There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy: 

'Tis  so  becoming  to  the  harmonious  sigh, 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmojiious  sigh. 

And  robes  sweet  Friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 
Without  a  friend  what  were  Humanity, 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  ? 
Consoling  us  with — "  Would  you  had  thought  twice  ? 
"  Ah  !  if  you  had  followed  my  advice  !" 

4S  Oh,  Job  !  you  had  two  friends  :  one's  quite  ejiuugh, 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease  ; 
They  are  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather's  rough. 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fetts. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  tirst  breeze  : 
When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'other, 
Go  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.  (2) 

49  But  this  is  not  my  maxim  :  had  it  been, 
Some  heart-aches  had  been  spared  n 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 
Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather  wear  not. 
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'Tis  better  on  tbe  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not ; 
'Twill  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitive, 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  sieve. 

60  Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  M'oe, 

Sadder  than  o  .vl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast, 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  ''  1  told  you  so,'' 
Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past, ' 

Who  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do, 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  "  botws  jnores," 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

51  The  Lady  Adeline's  serene  severity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubled  with  posterity. 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend : 
Bu  t  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity, 

Dut  raimfcl  virith   yiiiy,  piiro   ac  o>~»v  Wfis  |V»nn'd  ' 

His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth. 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

52  These  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years — 

And  her's  were  those  which  can  face  calculation, 
Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers 

And  noble  births',  nor  dread  the  enumeration — 
Gave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 

For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education. 
Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap  year,  whose  leap. 
In  female  dates,  strikes  Time  all  of  a  heap. 

53  This  may  be  fixed  at  somewhere  before  thirty — 

Say  seven-and-twenty  ;  for  I  never  knew 
The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 

Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for  new. 
Oh,  Time  !     Why  dost  not  pause  ?    Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 

With  rust  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 
Reset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 
If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower. 

54  But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age. 

Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best : 
'Twas  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage, 

Fos  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test, 
As  I  have  said  in — I  forget  what  page : 

My  muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guess'd 
By  this  time  ; — but  strike  six  from  seven-and-twenty, 
And  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 
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55  At  sixteen  she  came  out ;  presented,  vaunted, 

She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion  : 
At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  still  enchanted 

With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean  : 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 

A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion, 
She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  calPd  "  the  happiest  of  men." 

56  Since  then  she  had  sparkled  through  three  glowing  winters> 

Admired,  adored  ;  but  also  so  correct. 
That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  acutest  hinters, 

Without  the  apparel  of  being  circumspect : 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  splinters 

From  ofi'  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 
She  had  also  snatched  a  moment  since  her  marriage 
To  bear  a  son  and  heir— and  one  miscarriage. 

5T  Fondly  the  wheeling  fire  -flies  flew  around  her 

Those  little  g-litfpi-pr«  nf  thp  TiOnHnn  nifjht  j 

But  none  of  these  possessed  a  sting  to  wound  her — 
She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight, 

Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profounder : 
But  whatsoe'er  she  wish'd  she  acted  right ; 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 

A  woman,  so  she's  good,  what  does  it  signify  ? 

58  I  hate  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle, 

Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a  stand, 
Leaving  all  claretless  the  unmoistened  throttle, 

Especially  with  politics  on  hand  : 
I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle. 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  simooms  whirl  the  sand  ^ 
I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
A  Laureate's  ode,  or  servile  Peer's  "  Content." 

59  'Tis  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things, 

They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth 
So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  flings, 

I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 
To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 

Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth  ; 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 
And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiern.  (3) 

60  With  the  kind  view  of  saving  an  eclat. 

Both  to  the  Duchess  and  diplomatist, 
The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon's  she  saw 
That  Juan  was  unlikely  to  resist—' 
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(For  foreigners  don't  know  Ibat  a  faux  pas 
In  England  ranks  quite  on  a  difterent  list 
From  those  of  other  lands  unblest  with  juries, 
Whose  verdict  for  such  sin  a  certain  cure  is  ; — 

61  The  Ladj'  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best  impede 
The  further  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

She  thought,  with  some  simplicity  indeed  ; 
But  innocence  is  bold  even  at  the  stake, 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected. 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 

62  It  was  not  that  she  fear'd  the  very  worst : 

His  grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man, 
And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 

Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  clients'  clan 
Of  Doctors'  Commons  ;  but  she  dreaded  first 

The  magic  of  her  Grace's  talisman. 
And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  seem'd  to  fret) 
With  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet. 

63  Her  Grace  too  pass'd  for  being  an  intrigante, 

And  somewhat  mechante  in  her  amorous  sphere  ; 
One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which  haunt 

A  lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear. 
That  like  to  make  a  quarrel  when  they  can't 

Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year  ; 
Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  freeze  or  glow, 
And — what  is  worst  of  all — won't  let  you  go : 

64  The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  young  man's  head, 

Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 
No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  should  dread 

This  sort  of  chaste  liaison  for  a  friend  ; 
It  were  much  bettejr  to  be  wed  or  dead. 

Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  loves  to  rend. 
'Tis  best  to  pause,  and  tjiink,  ere  you  rush  on, 
If  that  a  "  l>on)ie  fortune"  be  really  "  bonne." 

6.5  And  first,  in  the  o'erflowing  of  her  heart. 

Which  really  know  or  thought  it  knew  no  guile, 

She  call'd  her  husband  now  and  then  apart. 
And  bade  bim  council  Juan.     With  a  smile 

Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Don  Juan  trom  the  Siren's  w  ile  ; 

And  answer'd,  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet. 

In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it. 
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66  Firstly,  he  said,  "  he  never  interfered 

In  any  body's  business  but  the  king's  :" 
Next,  that  "  he  never  judged  from  what  appeared, 

**  Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  of  things 
Thirdly,  that  "Juan  had  more  brain  than  beard, 

"  And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading  strings  ;" 
And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  be  said  twice, 
"  That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  advice." 

67  And,  therefore,  doubtless,  to  approve  the  truth 

Of  tbe  last  axiom,  h'^  advised  liis  spouse 
To  leave  the  parties  lo  themselves,  forsooth, 

At  least  as  far  as  bienseance  allows  ; 
That  time  would  temper  Juan's  laults  of  youth  ; 

That  young  men  rarely  make  monastic  vows  j 

That  opposition  only  more  attaches 

But  here  a  messenger  brought  in  dispatches  : 

68  And  being  of  the  Council  calPd  "  the  Privy," 

Lord  Henrj'  walk'd  into  his  Cabinet, 
To  furnish  matter  for  some  future  Livy, 

To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation's  debt ; 
And  'if  their  full  contents  I  do  not  give  ye, 

It  is  because  I  do  not  know  them  yet. 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix, 
To  come  between  mine  epic  and  its  index. 

69  But  ere  he  went,  he  added  a  slight  hint, 

Another  gentle  common-place  or  two, 
Such  as  are  coined  in  conversation's  mint, 

And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new  ; 
Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in't. 

And  having  casually  glanc'd  it  through, 
Retired  :  and  as  he  went  out  calmly  kissed  her, 
Less  like  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 

70  He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man, 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing  j 
A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 

A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king ; 
Tall,  stately,  formed  to  lead  the  courtly  van 

On  birth-days,  glorious  with  a  star  and  string  : 
Tne  very  model  of  a  chamberlain  — 
And  such  I  mean  to  make  him  when  I  reign. 

71  But  there  was  something  wanting  on  the  whole— 

I  don't  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell — 
Which  pretty  women — the  sweet  souls  I  call  Souh 
Certes  it  was  not  body  ;  he  was  well 
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Proportion'd  as  a  poplar  or  a  pole, 

A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle  J 
And  in  each  circumstance  of  love  or  war, 
Had  still  preserved  his  perpendicular. 

'*2  Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  I've  said — 

That  undeniable  "  Je  na  s?ais  quoi," 
Which,  lor  what  I  know,  may  ol  yore  have  led 

To  Homer's  IliaJ,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Eve  Helen,  from  tlie  Spartan's  bed 

Though  on  the  whole,  iio  doubt  the  Dardan  boy 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menehius; — 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 

73  There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much  perplexes, 

Unless  like  wise  Tiresias  we  had  proved 
By  turns  the  difference  of  the  several  sexes  : 

Neither  can  show  quite  hotcihay  would  be  loved. 
The  sensual  for  a  short  time  but  connects  us — 

The  sentimental  boasts  to  be  unmoved  ; 
But  both  together  form  a  kind  of  centaur, 
Upon  whose  back  'tis  better  not  to  venture. 

74  A  something  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  that  for  which  the  sex  ar>i  always  seeking ; 
But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part  ? 

There  lies  the  rub — and  this  they  are  but  weak  in. 
Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a  chart. 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high  seas  breaking. 
And  when  they  have  made  the  shore  through  ev'ry  shock, 
'Tis  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a  rock. 

7.5  There  is  a  flower  call'd  *'  Love  in  idleness/' 

For  which  see  Shakspeare's  ever  blooming  garden  ;  — 

1  will  not  make  his  great  description  less. 

And  beg  his  British  Godship's  humble  pardon, 

if  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme's  distress, 

I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden  ;  — 

But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  *'  Voila  la  Pervenche!" 

76  Eureka  !  I  have  found  it  !   What  I  mean 
To  say  is,  not  that  Love  is  idleness, 
But  that  in  Love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessary,  as  I  have  cause  1o  guess. 
Hard  labour's  an  indifferent  go-between  ; 

Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo. 
Convey'd  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 
VOL.  II.  2  S  ' 
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77  "  Beatus  zNe  p'ocul !"  hom  "negciiis" 

Siiilh  Horace,  the  great  little  poet's  wrong, 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song; 
Though  even  thut  were  sometimes  too  I'erociou?, 

His  other  maxim,  "  Noscitur  a  socii^," 
Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long : 

But  in  his  teeth,  where'er  their  state  or  station, 

Thrice  happy  they  who  have  an  occupation  ! 


4.,, 


Adam  exchanged  his  Paradise  for  ploughing    . 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig  leaves^^  / 
The^ettrUest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing, 

As  far  its  I  kbbw-lbat  the  Church  receives : 
AivJ  since  Ihfit  lime  it  need  not  cost  much  showinp 

That  many  of  the  ills  o'er  which  man  grieves, 
And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  employ irsg 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

79  And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A  something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  Content ; 
Contented,  when  translated,  means  but  cloy'd; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment. 
Blue  devils,  and  Blue  stockings,  and  Romances,, 
l{educ'd  to  practice  and  perform'd  like  dances. 

'•0  I  do  declare  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne'er  read  like  those  I've  seen  ; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it, 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  had  been  ; 
But  such  intent  I  never  had  nor  have  it ; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen. 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies  ; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 

81  '^  An  oyster  may  be  cross'd  in  Love,"  — and  \^by  ? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell. 
And  heaves  a  lonely  subterracjueous  sigh. 

Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  apropos  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell ; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

S2  Ob,  "Wilberforce !  thou  man  of  black  renown, 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say. 
Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  dowK, 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa  ! 
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But  there's  another  little  thing  Town, 

Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  summer's  day, 
And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights : 
You  have  freed  the  blacks — now  pray  shut  up  the  whites. 

83  Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander ; 
Ship  oil'  the  Holy  Three  to  Senegal ; 
Teacii  them  that  "  sauce  for  goose  is  sauce  for  gander," 

And  ask  them  how  they  like  to  be  in  thrall? 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander. 

Who  eats  fire  gratis  (since  the  paj's  but  small) 
Shut  up— no,  not  the  King,  but  the  Pavilion, 
Or  else  'twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 

S4  .Shut  up  the  world  at  large,  let  Bedlam  out  j 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 

All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route, 
As  now  with  those  of  soi-disant  sound  mint!. 

This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt, 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind  j 

But  till  that  point  d\ippui  is  found,  alas  ! 

Like  Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  as  'twas. 

*i.')    Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect — 

Her  heart  was  vacant,  though  a  splendid  mansion  ; 
^  Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct, 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  ils  expansion. 
A  wavering  spirit  may  be  .'asier  wreck'd. 

Because 'lis  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a  slaunchone, 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing, 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

'<.;5  She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so;  but /A«Move 

Cost  her  an  efibrt,  which  is  a  sad  toil, 
The  stone  of  Sisyplius  if  once  we  move 

Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil. 
Slie  had  nothing  to  complain  of  or  reprove. 

No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil  : 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold. 
Serene,  and  noble, — conjugal  but  cold. 

>>!  There  was  no  great  disparity  of  j-ears, 

Though  much  in  temper,  but  they  never  clash'd  ; 

They  moved  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres, 
Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman's  waters  wash'd, 

Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  all  blnely  dash'd 

Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep, 

jyh.icb  fait)  would  ^lU  its  river-child  to  sleep. 
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88  Now  when  once  she  had  ta'en  an  interest 

In  any  thing,  bowiver  she  might  flatter 
Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best — 

Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter  : 
Impressicns  were  much  stronger  than  sheguess'd. 

And  gather'd  as  they  run  like  growing  water 
Upon  her  mind  ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 
Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impress'd. 

89  But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 

Of  double  nature*  and  thus  doubly  named — 
Firmness  yclept  in  heroes,  kings,  and  seanien^ 

That  is,  when  they  succeed  ;  but  grelitly  blamed 
As  obstinacy,  buth  in  men  and  women, 

Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is  tamed  :— 
And  'twill  perplex  the  casuists  in  morality 
To  fii  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous  quality. 

90  Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 

It  had  been  firmness ;  now  'tis  pertinacity, 
Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two  ? 

1  leave  it  fo  your  people  of  sagacity 
To  draw  the  line  between  the  false  and  true, 

If  such  can  e'er  be  drawn  by  man's  capacity. 
My  business  is  with  Lady  Adeline, 
Who  in  her  way  too  was  a  heroine, 

91  She  knew  not  her  own  heart,  then  how  should  I  ? 

I  think  not  that  she  was  then  in  love  with  Juan  : 
Jf  so,  she  would  have  had  the  strength  to  fly 

The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one  : 
She  merely  felt  a  common  sympathy 

(I  will  not  say  it  was  a  false  or  true  one) 
In  him,  because  she  thought  he  was  in  danger — 
lier  husband's  frjeiid,  her  own,  young  and  a  stranger. 

92  She  wa?,  or  thought  she  was  his  friend — and  this 

Without  the  farce  of  friend.-hip  or  romance 
Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 

Ladies  who  have  studied  friendship  but  in  France, 
Or  Germany,  where  people  ;y?/?r/?/ kiss. 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance  ; 
But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be, 
She  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 

93  No  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  the  sex 

Will  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  blood, 
An  innocent  predominance  annex, 
And  tune  the  concord  to  a  fijier  inood. 
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if  free  from  passion,  which  all  irienilship  checks, 

And'your  true  feelings  fully  tjiulerstood, 
No  friend  like  lo  a  woman  earth  discovers, 
So  that  you  have  not  been  nor  will  be  lovers. 

94  Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 

Of  change  ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 

That  violent  Uiings  more  quickly  find  a  term 
is  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies  : 

And  how  should  the  most  lierce  of  all  be  firm  ? 
Would  you  have  endless  liglitning  in  the  skies  ? 

Methinks  Love's  very  title  says  enough  : 

How  should  the  iendcr  Passiou  e'er  be  touff/i  •' 

96  Alas  !  by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 

(I  merely  quote  what  I  have  heard  from  many) 

Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  passion  wliich  made  Solomon  a  Zany. 

I've  also  seen  some  wives  (not  to  forget 

The  marriage  slate,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 

Vv'ho  were  the  very  paragon  of  wives. 

Vet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives. 

9ti  I've  also  seen  some  female  friends,  'lis  odd. 

But  true—  as  if  expedient,  I  could  prove 
That  faithful  viere  through  thick  and  thin,  abroad. 

At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  Love — 
AVho  did  not  quit  me  when  Oppression  trod— 

Upon  me;  whom  no  scandal  could  remove; 
U'ho  fought,  and  fight  in  absence  too,  ray  battles, 
Despile  the  snake  Society's  loud  rattles. 

91   Whether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 

Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense. 
Will  be  discuss'd  hereafler,  I  opine  : 

At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 
To  leave  them  hovering,  as  tlie  efiect  is  fine. 

And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  sffSjJCJise  ; 
rhi  surest  way  for  ladies  and  lor  books, 
i'o  bail  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks. 

>s   Whether  they  rode  or  walked,  or  studied  Spanish 

To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 
A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish  ; 

Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  callM  "fmall" 
Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 

To  the  next  Canlo  ;  where  perhai)s  I  shall 
Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  \vay» 

2  sa 
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99  Above  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  forbear 

Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter. 
They'll  only  make  mistakes  about  the  fair. 

And  Juan  too,  especially  the  latter. 
And  I  shall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 

Than  I  have  yet  done,  in  this  Epic  Satire, 
It  is  nut  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Will  fall ;  but  if  they  do,  'twill  be  their  ruin. 

IGO  But  great  things  (spring  from  little : — Would  you  think, 
That  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a  passion 

A?  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  iVom  such  a  slight  occasion 

As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  senlimental  situation  ? 

Youll  never  guess,  I'll  bet  you  millions,  milliards — 

It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  of  billiards. 

101  'Tis  strange — but  true:  for  Truth  is  alway  strange, 
/        Stranger  than  Fiction  :  if  it  could  be  told, 

Ilowmuch  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange  ! 

How  differently  the  world  would  men  behokl  ? 
IIow  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change? 

The  New  World  would  be  nothing  to  the  old, 
If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  soul's  antipodes. 

102  What  "antres  vast  and  deserts  idle,"  then 

"W'ould  be  discovered  in  the  human  soul  ! 
Whnt  icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighfymen, 

With  self  love  in  the  centre  as  their  pole  ! 
">Vhat  anthropophcigi  is  nine  of  ten 

Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control  I 
Were  ihings  but  oidy  call'd  by  their  right  name, 
Caesar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  Fame. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XIV. 

(1)  Craning. — "  To  crane"  is,  or  was  an  expression  used 
lo  denote  a  gentleman  stretching  out  his  neck  over  a  hedge  ; 
"to  look  before  he  le.iped." 
(2)  In  Swil'l'«  or  Horace  Walpole's  letters  I  think  it  is 
mentioned,  that  somebody  regretting  the  loss  of  a  friend,  was 
answered  by  an  universal  Pylades  :  "  When  I  lose  one,  I  go  to 
the  St.  James's  Cofiee  house,  and  take  another." 

(3)  The  famous  Chancellor  Oxenstiern  said  to  his  son,  on  the 
latter  expressing  his  surprise  upon  the  great  efiects  of  petty 
cause-s  in  the  presumed  mystery  of  politics  :  "You  see,  my  sor,, 
with  how  little  wisdom  the  kingdoms  of  ihe  world  are  go- 
Terned." 
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CANTO  XV. . 


1  Ah  ! What  should  follow  slips  from  m)'  reflection 

Whatever  follows  ne'ertbeless  may  be 
As  apropos  of  hope  or  retrospection, 

As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  follow'd  free^ 
All  present  life  is  but  an  interjection, 

An  "  Oh  !'*  or  "  Ah  I"  of  joy  or  miser)-, 
Or  a  "  Ha  1  ha  \>'  or  "  Bah  !'"'— a  yawn,  or  "  Pooh  !' 
Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true. 

2  But  more  or  less,/  the  wholejaa  syncop^ 
,0r  a  singultus — emblems  "of  emotion, 

fThe  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennui, 
',     Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  oceuD^ 
That  watery  outline  of  eternity,^ 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion, 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight. 
In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 

3  But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest. 

Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart, 
Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest, 

And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 
Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best, 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A  corner  for  herself,  and  therefore  fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

4  Ah  !  who  can  tell?    Or  rather,  who  can  not 

Remember,  without  telling,  passion's  errors  ? 
The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot, 

Hath  got  blue  detils  for  his  morning  mirrors: : 
What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seem  to  float ; 

He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 
The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand. 
Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 

5  And  as  for  Love — Oh  Love  ! We  will  proceedo 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read, 
Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quilL 
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There  's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed, 

There  's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill  j 
There  's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears  : 
Their  Earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 

6  The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourable, 

And  honour'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  less  so  : 

For  few  of  the  soft  sex  are  very  stable 

In  their  resolves — alas  !  that  I  should  say  so ! 

They  diiier  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 

When  once  decanted  ; — I  presume  to  guess  so, 

But  will  not  swear :  yet  both  upon  occasion 

Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration. 

7  But  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  vintage, 

The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape  ;  and  yet 
Bright  as  a  new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage. 

Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 
A  page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print  age, 

And  for  which  Nature  might  forego  her  debt — 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in  't 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent. 

8  Oh,  Death  !  thou  dunnest  of  all  duns  !  thou  daily 

Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 
Like  a  meek  tradesman,  when  approaching  palely 

Some  splendid  debtor  be  would  take  by  sap  : 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  hs 

Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome 
On  ready  money,  or  "a.  draft  on  Ransom." 

9  Whate'er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  Beauty  ! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  bust  so  much  prey. 
What  though  she  now  and  then  may  slip  from  duty 

The  more  's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 
Gaunt  Gourmand  !  with  whole  nations  for  your  booty, 

You  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way  : 
Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  diseases, 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases. 

10  Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 

Where  she  was  interested  (as  was  said) 
Because  she  w^as  not  apt,  like  some  of  us, 

To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 
To  show  it — pomts  we  need  not  now  discuss — 

Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 
Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent, 
For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 
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U  Some  part  of  Juan's  history,  which  Rumour, 
That  live  Gazette,  had  scatter'd  to  disfigure, 

She  had  heard  ;  but  women  hear  witii  more  good  humour 
Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigour. 

Besides,  his  conduct  since  in  England  grew  more 
Strict,  and  his  mind  assum'd  a  manlier  vigour  ; 

Because  he  had,  like  Alcibiades, 

The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease. 

12  His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  he  ne'er  seem'd  anxious  to  seduce  ; 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive, 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest ;  no  abuse 
Of  his  attractions  mavr'd  the  lair  perspective, 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose. 
And  seem  to  say,  "  resist  us  if  you  can" — 
Whicli  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 

13  They  are  wrong — that 's  not  the  way  to  set  about  it : 

xVs,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  shown. 
But  right  or  wrong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it ; 

In  fact  his  manner  was  his  own  alone : 
Sincere  he  was — at  least  you  couM  not  doubt  it, 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 
The  devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
-  An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice, 

14  By  Nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 

Suspicion  :  though  not  timid,  his  regard 
Was  such  as  rather  seemed  to  keep  aloof, 

To  shield  himself  than  put  you  on  your  guard  : 
]*erhaps  'twas  hardly  quite,  assured  enough. 

But  Modesty  's  at  thries  its  own  reward. 
Like  virtue,  and  the  absence  of  pretension 
Will  go  much  further  than  there  's  need  to  mention. 

].''>  Serene,  aqcomplish'd,  cheerful,  but  not  loud; 

Insinuating  without  insinuation: 
Observant  of  the  foibles  of  fhe  crowd, 

Yet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  conversation  ; 
Prond  with  the  prouil,  yet  courteously  proud 

So  as  to  make  them  leel  he  knew  his  station 
And  theirs  ; — witliout  a  struggle  for  priority, 
lie  neither  brook 'd  nor  claim'd  superiority. 

1 1)  That  is  with  men  :  with  women  he  was  what 

They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for  ;  and  their 
Imagination  's  quite  enoijgh  for  that: 
So  that  the  outline  's  tolerably  fair, 
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They  fill  the  canvas  up — and  "  verbum  sat," 

If  once  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful, 
They  can  transfigure  brighter  than  a  Raphael. 

17  Adeline,  no  deep  judge  of  character, 

Was  apt  to  add  a  colouriiig   from  her  own. 
'Tis  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err. 

And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
Experience  is  the  chief  philosoplier. 

But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known  : 
And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

18  Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke  !   and  greater  Bacon  ! 

Great  Socrates  ?    And  Ihou  Diviner  still,  (1) 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken, 

An(.i  thy  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill  ? 
Redeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken. 

How  was  thy  toil  rewarded  ?    We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations, 
But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the  nations. 

19  I  perch  upon  an  humbler  promontory, 

Amidst  life's  infinite  variety  : 
With  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  glory> 

But  speculating  as  1  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story. 

And  never  straining  hard  to  versify, 
I  rattle  on  exactly  as  I'd  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 

•20  I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  desultory  sort  of  rhyme  j 

But  there  's  a  conversational  facility 

VVhich  may  round  ofi"  an  hour  upon  a  time. 

Of  this  I'm  sure  at  least,  there 's  no  servility 
In  my  irregularity  of  chime, 

Which  rings  what 's  uppermost  of  new  or  hoary, 

Just  as  I  feel  the  "  Improvisatore," 

-21   "  Omnia  vult  belle  Matho  dicere— die  aliquando 
Et  bene,  die  neiitram,  die  aliquando  male.^' 

The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do  ; 
The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily ; 

The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to  j 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 

To  serve  in  this  conundrum  of  a  dish. 
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22  A  mode«t  Iiope— but  modesty  's  m)'  forte, 

And  pride  my  feeble  : — let  us  ramble  on. 
I  meant  to  make  tbis  poem  very  short, 

But  now  I  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 
No  doubt,  if  I  bad  wisbM  to  pay  my  court 

To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  setting  sun 
Of  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 
Were  more  ;— but  I  was  born  for  opposition. 

23  But  then  'tis  mostly  on  the  weaker  side  : 

So  that  I  verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride, 

Were  shaken  down  and  "  dogs  had  had  their  day,*^ 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  perchance  deride 

Their  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way, 
And  wax  an  Ultra- Royalist  in  loyalty, 
Because  I  bate  even  democratic  royalty. 

21  I  tloink  I  should  have  made  a  decent  spouse, 
If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condition  ; 

I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vows, 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition  : 

'Gainst  rhyme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  brows, 
Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priscian, 

Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet, 

If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

25  But  "laissez  aller" — Knights  and  dames  I  sing. 
Such  as  the  times  may  furnish.     'Tis  a  flight 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing. 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite  : 

The  difficult}'  lies  in  colouring 
(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 

With  Nature  manners  which  are  artificinl. 

And  rend'ring  general  that  which  is  especial. 

•I'd  The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  manners;  manners  now  make  men    • 

Pinned  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold, 
At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 

Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
Your  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 

Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 

The  present,  with  their  common-place  cost«inie. 

27  We'll  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on  't :— Marcli  i 
March,  my  iNIusc  !     If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  fiutte!  , 
And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch, 
Or  starch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 
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We  surely  shall  find  something  M'orth  research ; 

Columbus  found  a  new  world  in  a  cutter, 
Orbriganiine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnage. 
While  yet  America  was  in  her  non-age. 

28  When  Adeline,  in  all  her  giowing  sense 
Of  Juan's  merits  and  bis  situation, 

Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense— 
Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensation, 

Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence, 

Which  is  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation,— 

\s  ^s•omen  hate  half  measures  on  the  whole, 

She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  soul. 

29  She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice. 

Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis, 
For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  market  price, 

Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is  ; 
She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice. 

An  I  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is 
For  morals,  marriage;  and  this  question  earned, 
She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 

30  Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference. 

He  had  a  predilection  ior  that  tie  ; 
But  that  at  present  with  immediate  reierence 

To  his  own  circumstance,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  in  his  own  prelerence. 

Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply  ; 
That  still  he'd  wed  with  such  and  such  a  lady, 
If  that  they  were  not  married  already. 

31  Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself,       ^ 

And  daughters,  brothers,  f  ^^rs,  kith  or  kin, 
Arranging  them  like  like  books  on  the  same  shelf, 

There  's  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a  stock-holder  in  growing  peli ) 

Than  match-making  in  general :  'tis  no  sin 
Certes,  but  a  preventative,  and  therefore 
That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  whereiore. 

32  But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a  miss 

Unwed,  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed, 
Or  wed  alreadv,  who  object  to  this)  _ 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  m  her  he.u 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities, 

Observed  as  strictlv  both  at  board  and  bed. 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
Thev  turn  out  melodruraes  or  pantomimes. 
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33  They  generally  have  some  only  son, 

Some  heir  to  a  large  property,  some  friend 
Of  an  old  family,  some  gay  Sir  John, 

Or  grave  Lord  George,  with  whom  perhaps  might  end 
A  line,  and  leave  posterity  undone. 

Unless  a  marriage  was  cipplied  to  mend 
The  prospect  *nid  their  morals :  and  besides, 
They  have  at  hand  a  blooming  glut  of  brides* 

34  From  these  they  will  be  careful  to  select, 

For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beauty  ; 
For  one  a  songstress  who  hath  no  delect, 

For  t'other  one  who  promises  much  duty  ! 
For  this  a  lady  no  one  can  reject, 

Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a  booty  ; 
A  second  for  her  excellent  connections  ; 
A  third,  because  there  can  be  no  objections. 

.■?5  When  Rapp  the  Harmonist  embargoed  marriage  (2) 
In  his  harmonious  settlement— (which  flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  miscarriage, 

Because  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it  nourishes. 

Without  those  sad  expences  which  dlsparag.-? 
What  nature  naturally  most  encourages)  — 

Why  call'd  he  "  Harmony"  a  state  sans  wedlock  ? 

Now  here  I  have  got  the  preacher  at  a  dead  lock. 

36  Because  he  either  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 

Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly, 
But  whether  reverend  Rapp  learnad  this  in  Germany 

Or  no,  'tis  sad  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 
Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  term  any 

Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more  broadly. 
My  objeciion's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual> 
Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habitual. 

37  But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  of  zealous  matrons, 

Who  favour,  malgre  Malthus,  generation  — 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 

Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation, 
Which  alter  all  at  such  adesi)erate  rate  runs. 

That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration. 
That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes — 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

38  Had  Adeline  read  Malthus  ?     I  can't  tell ; 

I  wish  she  had  :  his  book's  the  eleventh  coramai;daient, 
Which  says,  *'  thou  shall  not  marry"— unless  xvtjU : 
This  he  (as  far  as  J  can  understand  meant : 
vol..  II.  2  T 
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'Tiei-iotmv  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell, 

Sot  camass  what  "  so  eminent  a  hand"  meant  (3> 
I5ut  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  i-^cetic, 
Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

•j9  But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 

That  Juan  had  enough  ot  maintenance, 
Or  scvarate  maintenance,  in  case  nwas  doom  d- 

As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  diance 
Tiiat  bridegrooms  after  they  are  fairly  groom  d 

Mat  retrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 
Of  m  nriage-(which  might  form  a  painter's  fame, 
-  Like  Holbdn's  «  Dance  of  Death"-but  'tis  the  same ; ) - 

40  But  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding 

In  her  own  mind,  and  thai 's  enough  lor  woman. 
Butthen  with  whom  ?    There  was  the  sage  M.ss  Read  ng, 

Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flaw,    Miss  Showman,  and  Miss 
Knowman, 
And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses  Giltbedding, 

She  deemed  his  merits  something  more  than  common  • 
All  these  were  unobjectionable  matches, 
And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like  watches. 

41  There  was  Miss  Millpond,  smooth  as  summer's  sea, 

That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter, 
Who  =eem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity. 

Till -kimm'd-and  then  there  was  some  milk  and  water 
With  a  slight  shade  of  blue  too  it  might  be, 

Beneath  the  surlace ;  but  what  did  it  matter  . 
Love  's  riotous,  but  marriage  should  have  qmet. 
And,  being  consumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

4-:)  And  then  there  was  the  Miss  Audacia  Shoestring, 

A  dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate. 
Whose  heart  was  fix'd  upon  a  star  or  blues  ring, 

But  whether  English  Dukes  grew  rare  ot  late. 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true  string, 

Bv  which  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great. 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
A  Russ  or  Turk-  the  one 's  as  good  as  t'other. 

43   ^nd  then  there  was-but  why  should  I  go  on. 
Unless  the  ladies  should  go  off  ?- there  was 

Indeed  acertain  fair  or  tairy  one, 

Of  the  best  class,  and  better  than  her  class,— 

Aurora  Raby,  a  young  star  who  shone 

O'er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  glassy 

A  lovely  being,  scarcely  formed  or  moulded, 

A  rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded  j 
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44  Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan,  left  an  only 

Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind  ; 

But  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely  ! 
Blood  is  not  water  ;  and  where  shall  we  find 

Feelings  ot  youth  like  those  v/hich  overthrown  lie 
By  death,  when  we  are  let'!,  alas  !  behind, 

To  I'eel,  in  iVieiidless  palaces,  a  home 

Is  wanting,  and  our  best  lies  in  the  tomb  ? 

4-5  Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 

fn  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 

In  ey!»s  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs'  shine, 
All  youth— but  with  an  aspt-ct  beyond  time  ; 

Radiant  and  grave— as  pilyiug  man's  decline; 
Mournful— but  mournful  of  another's  crime, 

She  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 

And  grieved  for  those  who  coidd  return  no  more. 

43  She  was  a  Catholic  too,  sincere  austere. 

As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd, 
AnddeeraM  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear 

Perhijps  because  'tis  fallen  :  her  sires  were  proud 
Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  hud  fiU'd  the  ear 

Of  nations,  and  hud  never  bent  or  bow'd 
To  novel  power  :  and  as  she  was  the  last. 
She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 

47  She  gazed  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew 

As  seeking  not  to  know  it:  silent,  lone, 
As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew. 

And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 
There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew  ; 

Her  spirit  secm'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 
Apart  from  the  surroumliiig  world,  and  strong 
Jii  its  own  strength — most  strange  in  one  so  young  ! 

48  Now  it  so  happen'd,  in  the  catalogue 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted. 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her  vogue 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  already  cited  ; 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  forui  no  clog 

Against  her  being  mention 'il  as  well  fitted. 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  wouLl  be  double. 

49  And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
>fade  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must- 

This  he  e.xpress'd  half  smiling  and  half  serious ; 
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When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust, 

And  with  an  air,  to  fsy  the  least,  imperious* 
She  marvell'd  "what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
"As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby  ?" 

50  Juan  rejoin'd — "  She  was  a  Catholic, 

"And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion; 

"  Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick, 
**  And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication, 

''  If "  But  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  pique 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 

Of  others  with  her  omti  opinions,  stated — 

As  usual — the  same  reason  which  she  late  did. 

61  And  wherefore  not?     A  reasonable  reason, 
If  good  is  none  the  worse  ior  repetition  ; 

If  bad,  the  best  way  's  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify  :  you  lose  much  by  concision. 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  a  politician  ; 

Or — what  is  just  the  same—  it  wearies  out. 

So  the  end's  ga^in'd,  what  signifies  the  route? 

52  JVhy  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice — 

For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice. 

With  all  the  added  cliarms  of  form  and  feature. 
For  me  appe?,rs  a  queMion  far  too  nice, 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  Nature  ; 
But  Nature  's  Nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
'nian  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

53  Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd, 
V/hich  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day  : 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  lessbrcok'di 
And  womankind  top,  if  we  so  may  say, 

'i'han  finding  lh\is  their  genius  stand  rebuked. 
Like  "Anthony's  by  Ctesar,'^  by  the  few 
Mho  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 

54  It  was  not  envy—  Adeline  had  none  ; 

Her  place  WJis  far  bejond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  light  on  one 

Whose  greatest  fault  was  leaving  lew  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think:  but  shun 

Following  the  "  Ignes  Falui"  of  manj^ind. 
It  was  not — but  'tis  easier  far,  alas  ! 
To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 
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i>5  Little  Aurora  JeetnM  she  was  the  theme 

Of  such  discussion.     She  was  there  a  guest, 

A  beauteous  ripple  ol"  the  brilliant  stream 

Of  rank  ami  youth,  thougii  purer  tbau  the  rest, 

Which  flow'd  on  for  a  moment  in  the  beam 
Time  shells  a  mouient  o'er  each  sparklini^  crest. 

Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  smileil  - 

She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

56  The  dashing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her  ;  she  saw  her  blaze 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glow  worm  shine. 

Then  turn'd  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine, 

Being  no  Sybil  in  the  new  world's  ways; 
Yet  she  was  nothing  dazxled  by  the  meteor, 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

57  His  fame  too,— for  he  had  that  kind  of  fame 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  womankind, 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame  ; 

Follies  trick'd  out  so  brightly  that  the  blind  :  — 
These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression. 
Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-i>ossession. 

5S  Juan  knew  not  of  such  a  cbanu-ter — 

High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Haidee  ; 

Yet  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere  : 
The  island  giil,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea, 

Mere  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere, 
Was  Nature's  all ;  Aurora  could  not  be 

Nor  would  be  thus  ; — the  difference  in  them 

Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem, 

5d  Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  comparison, 
Metliiriks  we  m;;y  proceed  upon  our  narrative. 

And,  as  my  friend  Scott  siiys,  "I  sound  my  Warison  ;" 
Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative — 

Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight  or  S.-iracen 
Sc-rfjlvord,  Man,  with  such  skill  as  none  would  share  it,  if 

'^here  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 

60  I  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  Humanity  : 
I  write  the  warUl,  nor  car3  if  the  world  read, 
At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity 
2  T  2 
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My  Muse  bath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  1  began  it,  I 
Thought  t'lat  it  might  turn  out  so — ?iow  I  hiow  it, 
But  stiil  1  am,  or  was,  a  pretty  poet. 

61   The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 
Adeline  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets — for  she  was  heady  ; 
But,  ere  Ihe  matter  could  be  marrM  or  mended, 

The  silvery  bell  rung,  not  for  "dinner  ready, ^' 
But  for  that  hour,  call'd  half-honr,  given  to  dress, 
Though  ladies'  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 

62  Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table. 
With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and  forks 

For  weapons  ;  but  what  Muse  since  Homer's  able 
(His  leasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 

Of  modern  dinners?  where  more  mystery  lurks 

III  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragofit. 

Than  witches,  b — ches,  or  phjsiciansbrew. 

63  There  was  a  goodly  "soup'^  a  la  honne  femme,'^ 

Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  from ;  there  was  too 

A  turbot  for  relief  lor  those  who  cram, 
Relieved  with  dindon  a  la  Parigeux  ; 

There  also  was the  sinner  that  I  am  ! 

How  siiall  1  get  this  gourmand  .stai»za  through  ?— 

Soupe  a  la  Beauveau,  whose  relief  Mas  Dory, 

Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

di  But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 

Or  mass  ;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail. 

My  Mu.s^e  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 

Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  her  fraiL 

But  though  a  "bonne  vivante,"  I  must  confess 
Her  stomach's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  tale 

However  doth  require  some  slight  refection, 

Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 

65  Fowls  a  la  Conde,  sMces  eke  of  salmon. 

With  sauces  Genevoises,  and  haunch  of  venison  : 

Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain  young  Ammon  — 
A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  many  soon  ; 

They  also  set  a  glazed  Westphalian  ham  on. 
Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  benison  ; 

And  then  there  was  Champagne  with  foaming  whirrs. 

As  white  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls.. 
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66  Then  there  was  God  knows  what  "a  PAllenmniie," 
•'A  I'Espagnole,"  "timballe,"  and  "  Salpicon" — 
VVith  things  I  can't  withstand  or  understand, 

Though  swallow 'd  with  much  zest  upon  the  whole  ; 
And  "enlrements"  to  piddle  with  at  hand, 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul ; 
While  great  JLucullus'  (Robe  triamiihal)  muffles — 
(There^s  Fame) — young  partridge  tillets,  deckM  with  trul- 
fles.  (4) 

67  What  are  ihe  fillets  on  the  victor's  brow 

To  these?  They  are  rags  or  dust.     AVhere  is  tiie  arch 
Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below  ? 

Where  is  the  triumphal  chariot's  haughty  march 
Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dimiers  go. 

Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  research  : 
But  oh  !  ye  modern  heroes  with  your  cartridges, 
When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to  partridges  ': 

68  Those  truffles  too  are  no  bad  accessaries, 

Follow'd  by  "petiis  puits  d'Amour" — a  dish 
01"  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies, 

So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  liis  wish, 
According  to  the  best  ot"  dictionaries,. 

Which  encyclopedise  both  flesh  and  fish  j 
But  even  sans  "  confitures,"  it  no  less  true  is. 
There's  pretty  picking  in  those  ''petits  puits."  (5) 

St)  The  mind  is  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 
Of  intellect  expended  on  two  courses  j 
And  indigestion's  grand  multiplication 

Re(|uires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces. 
Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple  ration. 

That  cookery  could  have  call'd  forth  such  resources, 
As  form  a  science  and  a  nomenclature 
From  out  the  commonest  demajids  of  nature  ? 

70  The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled; 

The  diners  of  celebrity  dined  well ; 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

in  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  1  can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  loo;  for  aspringald 

Can't  like  ripe  age  in  gourmandise  excel, 
But  thinks  le.-s  ol  good  eating  than  the  whisper. 
(When  seated  next  him)  of  some  pretty  lisper. 

71  Alas  !  I  must  leave  undescribed  the  giber. 
The  salmi,  the  consomme,  the  puree. 
All  which  1  use  to  make  my  rhymes  run  glibber 

Than  could  roast  beef  in  our  rough  John  Bull  war  : 
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I  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here, 

"  Bubble  and  sq^ueak'^  would  spoil  my  liquid  lay  ; 
But  I  have  dined,  and  must  forego,  alas! 
The  chaste  description  even  of  a  •'  Because," 

12  And  fruit.5,  and  ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 
From  nature  for  the  service  of  the  gout, — 

Taste  or  the  «o?^^,— pronunce  it  as  inclines 
Your  stomach !   Ere  you  dine,  the  French  will  do  ; 

But  after,  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 
Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

Hast  ever  had  the  gotit  9  I  have  not  had  it — 

But  I  may  have,  and  you  too,  Header,  dread  it. 

73  The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine, 

Must  I  pass  over  in  my  bill  of  fare  ? 
I  must,  although  a  favourite  "plat"  of  mine 

In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  every  where  : 
On  them  and  bread  'twas  oft  my  luck  to  dine, 

The  grass  my  table-cloth,  in  open  air. 
On  Sunium  or  Hymt-ttus,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  i?. 

74  Amidst  this  tumult  of  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl, 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade,' 
The  guests  were  placed  according  to  their  roil. 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  display'd  ; 
I>on  Juan  sat  next  an  "  a  PEspagnole" — 

No  Damsel,  but  a  dish,  as  hath  been  said  j 
But  so  far  like  a  lady,  that  -twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contained  a  world  of  zest. 

75  By  some  odd  chance  too  he  was  placed  between 

Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline — 
A  situation  difficult,  I  ween. 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  conference  which  we  have  seen 

Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine ; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him, 
With  two  transcendant  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through  him. 

76  I  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears  : 

This  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  earshot,  things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears. 

Of  which  I  can't  tell  whence  their  knowledge  springs 
L'ke  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres, 

Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  ring??. 
^Tis  wonderlul  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogues  which  passed  without  a  word! 
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77  Aurora  sat  with  that  iiuliflerence 

Which  piques  a  preux  Chevalier — as  it  ought : 
Of  all  offences  that's  the  worst  offence, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a  thought. 
Now  Juan,  thoup^h  no  coxcomb  in  pretence, 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  so  caught  j 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  after  so  much  excellent  advice. 

78  To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied. 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbanity 
Required.     Aurora  scarcely  look'd  aside, 

Nor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  vanity. 
The  devil  was  in  the  girl  !   Could  it  be  pride  ? 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  ? 
Heaven  knows  !  But  Adeline's  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  prophecies. 

"9  And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  "  I  saiil  it  j" — 

A  kind  of  triumph  I'll  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I've  seen  or  read  it, 

Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend. 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit, 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end  : 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  is  or  was, 
And  hate  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  pass, 

80  Juan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions. 

Slight  but  select,  and  just  enougli  to  express, 
To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensions. 

That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than  less. 
Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions, 

Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  tlian  guess) 
So  far  relax'd  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet  prisonj 
As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

81  From  answering,  she  began  to  c^uestion  :  this 

With  her  was  rare,  juid  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much  amiss, 

Began  to  dread  she'il  thaw  to  a  coquette — 
So  very  diiJicult,  they  say,  it  is 

To  keep  extremes  Irom  meeting,  when  once  set 
In  motion  :  but  she  here  to  much  refined — 
Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 

1^2  But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  way, 
A  proud  humility,  if  such  there  be. 
Which  show'd  such  deference  to  what  females  say, 
As  if  each  charming  word  we^^e  a  decree. 
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His  tact  too  tempeiM  him  from  grave  to  gay, 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  Iree  : 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out, 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about. 

63  Aurora  who  in  her  indifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 

Of  flatterers,  thougli  she  deeni'd  he  had  more  sensn 
Than  whispering  ibpling?,  or  than  witlings  loud, — 

Commenced(from  such  slight  things  will  great  commence) 
To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 

Riilher  by  deference  than  compliment, 

And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  dissent. 

84  And  then  he  had  good  looks  ; — that  point  was  carried 

Nem.  con.  amongst  the  women,  which  I  grieve 
To  say  leads  ol't  to  crim.  con.  with  the  married — 

A  case  which  to  the  Juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 

Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks  deceive. 
And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looks 
Make  more  impression  than  the  best  of  books. 

85  Aurora,  who  look'd  more  on  bocks  than  faces, 

Was  very  young,  although  so  very  sage, 
Admiring  more  ^Minerva  than  the  Graces, 

Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 
But  Virtue^s  self,  with  all  her  tighest  laces, 

Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  oUl  age  ; 
And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 
OwnM  to  a  penchant,  though  discreet,  /op  beauty, 

SQ  And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates  : 
And  really,  if  the  Sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventeen  years  had  phantasies  like  these, 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should  displease 
In  virgins — alwajs  in  a  modest  way, 
Observe;  for  that  with  roe's  a  "sine  qua."  (6) 

67  Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 
(See  Littleton)  fwhene'er  l  have  express'd 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  bestj 
Perhaps  I  hav»-g,  third  too  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all-^Miieh  seems  a  sorry  jest. 
FBut  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consistent, 
I  How  could  be  possibly  show  things  existent, 
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S8  If  people  conlrmlicl  Ihemselves,  can  T 

Help  contrHclictiiig  Ihem,  and  every  body, 
Even  my  veracious  self ! — bnt  that  's  a  lie  ; 

I  never  did  so,  never  will — howslionld  I? 

jHe  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny} 
/       Truth's  fountains  may  be  clear — her  streams  are  nuid*!}',. 
And  cutthrongb  such  canals  of  contradiction, 
That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction^' 

fiO  Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable^ 

Are  false,  but  may  be  render'd  also  true 
By  those  who  sow  them  in  a  land  tliat's  arable. 
'Tis  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do  ! 
»~iXLs  sad  it  makes  reality  more  bearable  : 
if       But  what's  reality?     Who  has  its  clue  ? 
'     Philosophy  ? — No  ;  she  too  much  rejects 
Religion  : —  Yes  /  but  which  of  all  her  sects  ? 

{)0  Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that's  clear: 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  uU  were  right.  / 

God  help  us  !  Since  we  have  need  on  our  ca^r 
To  keep  our  holy  beacons  alwa)s  bright, 

'Tis  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear, 
Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  second  sight. 

Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years, 

With  a  small  refreshment  from  the  spheres. 

Dl  But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 

Myself  with  metaphysics?     None  can  hate 

So  much  as  I  do  any  kind  of  wrangle  ; 
And  yet,  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 

I  alwaj's  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state  : 

Yet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 

For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyterian. 

92  But  though  I  am  a  temperate  theologician, 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician. 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  commission, — 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  condition. 
It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of  Hecla, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  Sovereigns  break  IuvTo 

93  But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 

Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introduce, 
Not  only  for  the  sake  of  tlieir  variety, 
But  as  subservient  to  a  moral  use  ; 
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Because  my  business  is  to  dress  society, 

And  stuft"  with  sage  that  very  verdant  goose. 
And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some  matter  aU 
Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supernatural. 

94  And  now  I  will  give  up  all  argument ; 

And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  "  fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent ;" — 

Yes,  I'll  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  conversation 
Was  dangerous  ; — I  think  she  is  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may  charm  less. 

95  Grim  reader  !  did  you  ever  see  a  ghost  ? 

No;  but  you  have   heard — I  understand — be  dumb  f 
And  don't  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost. 

For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come  ; 
And  do  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 

Of  these  things,  or  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterious  i — 
For  certain  reasons,  my  belief  is  serious. 

96  Serious  ?  you  laugh  ? — you  may  ;  that  I  will  not } 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all. 
I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunttdspot 

Exists — and  where  ?  That  shall  I  not  recall, 
Because  I'd  rather  it  should  be  forgot, 

"  Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard"  may  appal- 
In  short  upon  that  subject  I've  some  t[ualms  very 
Like  those  of  the  Philosopher  of  Malmsbury.  (T) 

07  The  night  (I  sing  by  night — sometimes  an  owl, 
And  now  and  then  a  nightingale) — is  dim, 

And  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  hymn  : 

Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  me  scowl— 
I  wish  to  Heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grim, 

The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate — 

I  thujic  too  that  I  have  sate  up  too  late  : 

98  And  therefore,  though  'lis  by  no  means  my  way 
To  rhyme  at  noon — when  I  have  other  thing* 

To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think,  I  say 

I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shuddering?, 

And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid  day. 
Treating  a  topic  which,  alas  !  but  brings 

Shadows ; — but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 

Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 
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99  ;Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, I 

*Twixt  night  and  morn,  upon  the  horizoii's  verge  : 

How  little  do  we  know  that  w^iich  we  are  ! 
How  less  what  we  may  be  !  f^Vhe  eternal  surge 

Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  beeirs  alar 

Our  bubbles  :  as  tlie  old  burst,  new  emerge, 

Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  nges  ;.  while  the  graves         /" 

Of  Empires  heave  but  like  soniie  passing  wiives.    /-"^ 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XV. 

(1)  As  it  is  necessary  in  these  times  to  avoid  ambiguity,  I 
sny,  that  I  mean  by  "  Diviner  still,"  Christ;  If  ever  God  was 
Man — or  Man  God — he  was  i)ot/t.  I  never  arraigned  liis  creed, 
but  the  use — or  abuse  made  of  it.  Mr.  Canning  one  day  quot<:d 
Christianity  to  sanction  Negro  Slavery,  and  Mr.  Wiiberforce  had 
little  to  say  in  reply.  And  was  Christ  crucified  that  black  men 
might  be  scourged  ?  If  so,  he  had  better  been  born  a  Mulatto, 
to  give  both  colours  an  equal  chance  of  freedom,  or  at  least 
salvation. 

(2)  This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German  colony  in 
America  does  not  entirely  exclude  matrimony,  as  the  **  Shakers" 
do  ;  but  lays  such  restrictions  upon  it  as  prevent  more  than  a 
certain  qur-ntum  of  births  within  a  certain  number  of  years; 
which  births  (as  Mr.  Hulme  observes)  generally  arrive  "  in  a 
little  flock  like  those  of  a  farmer's  lambs,  all  within  the  sums 
month  perhiips.'' 

(3)  Jacob  Tonson,  according  to  Mr.  Pope,  was  accustomed 
to  call  his  writers  "  able  i)ens" — "persons  of  honour,''  and 
especially  "  eminent  hands."  Vide  Correspondence,  &c. 

(4)  A  dish  "  a  la  LucuUus."  This  hero,  wlio  conquered  the 
East,  has  left  his  more  extended  celebrity  to  the  transplantation 
of  cherries,  (which  he  first  brought  into  Europe)  and  the  no- 
menclature of  some  very  good  dishes  ; — and  I  am  not  sure  that 
(barring  indigestion)  he  has  not  done  more  service  to  mankind 
by  his  cookery  than  by  his  conquests.  A  cherry-tree  may  weigh 
against  a  bloody  laurel :  besides,  he  has  contrived  to  earn  cele- 
brity from  both. 

(5)  "  Petit  puits  d'amour  garnis  des  confitures,"  a  classical 
and  well-known  dish  for  part  of  the  flank  of  a  second  course. 

(6)  Subauditur  "  nun,''  omitted  for  the  sake  of  enph.ony. 

(7)  Hobbes  ;  who,  iloubting  of  his  owji  soul,  paiti  thai  com- 
pliment to  the  souls  of  other  people  as  to  ^lecline  their  visits, 
of  which  he  had  some  apprehension. 
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CANTO  XVI. 


The  antique  Persians  taught  three  useful  thii^, 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth. 

This  was  the  raode  of  Cj:rus,  best  of  kings — 
A  mode  adopted  since  by  modern  j'outh. 

Bows  have  they,  generally  with  two  .Irings  ; 
Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruth  ; 

At  speaking  truth  perhaps  they  are  less  clever 

"But  draw  the  long  bow  better  now  than  ever. 

The  cause  of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, — 
'*  For  this  eftect  defective  comes  by  cause,'' — 

Is  what  I  have  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 
But  this  I  must  say  in  my  own  applause^- 

Of  all  the  Muses  that  I  recollect, 

Whate'er  may  be  her  follies  and  her  flaws 

In  some  things,  mine's  beyond  all  contradiction 

The  most  sincere  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 

And  as  she  treats  allthings,  and  ne'er  retreats 
From  anything,  this  E^iic  will  contain 

A  wilderness  of  the  most  rare  concei'.s 

Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  vain, 

-'Tis  true,  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets. 
Yet  mixed  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain. 

But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 

'*De  rebus  cunctis  et  quibusdam  aliis." 

But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  tell. 

I  said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost — 
What  then  ?     I  only  know  it  so  befel. 

Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast. 

Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dwell  I 

'Tis  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  as 

The  sceptics  who  would  not  believe  Columbus. 

Some  people  would  impose  now  with  authority, 
Turpin's  or  xMonmouth  Geoftry's  Chronicle  ; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 
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But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priorily, 
Who  bids  all  men  believe  the  impossible, 
Because  His  so.     Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  he 
•Quiets  at  once  with  "  quia  impossibile." 

'ft     A  n4, there  fore  mortals,  cavil  not  at  all ; 
T' Believe  ;  —if  ' t is  imj)robable,  you  must; 
/a nXir"^nsTm possible  you-slVttil; 

'Tis  always  best  to  take  things  upon  tr^t^^ 
I  do  not  speal<  profanely,  to  recal  > 

Tliose  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  just 
Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted, 
As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are  disputed. 

7  I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said 

That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years. 
All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 

A  visitant  at  intervals  appears  ; 
And  what  is  strangest  upoti  this  strange  head, 

Is,  thatp^hatever  bar  the  reason  rears 
'Gainst  such  belief,  there's  soaiethingstnonger  still 
In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  willj__^ 

8  The  dinner  and  the  soiree  too  were  done, 

The  supper  too  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired. 
The  banqueteers  had  dropped  ott'  one  by  one — 

The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired  : 
The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone 

Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired, 
And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  the  saloon 
/Than  dying  tapers — and  the  i^eeping  moon. 

9  The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  willwut 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay, 

Or  like  a  s)  stem  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda-bottle  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out  j 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind. 
Without  Ihe  animation  of  the  wind  ; 

;  30  Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest. 
Or  none  ;  or  like— like  nothing  that  I  know 
Except  itself ;— such  is  the  human  breast ; 
A  thing  of  which  similitudes  can  show 
No  real  likeness, — like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 

Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 
If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal  (1) 
■  CO  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piecemeal. 
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J 1   But  next  to  dressing  for  a  rout  or  ball, 

Undressing  is  u  woe  ;  our  robe  de  chambre 
May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus  and  recal 

Thoughts  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  than  amber. 
Titus  exclaim'd,  "  I'\e  lost  a  day  \"  Of  all 

The  nights  and  days  most  people  can  remember, 
(T  have  bad  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdain *d) 
I  wish  they'd  state  how  many  they  have  gain'd. 

12  And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night, 

Felt  restless,  and  i)replex'd,  and  compromked  ; 
He  thought  Aurora  Raby's  eyes  more  bright 

Than  AiiLdiiie  (such  is  advice)  advised  j 
If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight, 

He  probably  would  have  philosophised  ; 
A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 
Till  wiinted  ;  therefore  Juan  only  sighed. 

13  He  sigh'd;— the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon, 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited  ;  and  now 
It  happen'd  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 

As  clear  as  such  a  climate  will  allow  ; 
And  Juan's  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 

To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe—  "  Oh,  thou  I" 
Of  amatory  egotism  the  Tuism, 
^V^iiicb  further  to  explaiu  would  be  a  truism. 

H  But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer, 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold, 

Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaze  "on  her: 

Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  (besides  a  cold 

Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err  ;) 
Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  are  told  ; 

The  ocean's  tides  and  mortals'  brains  she  sways, 

And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays, 

15  Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 

For  contemplation  rather  than  his  pillow  ; 
The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed. 

Let  in  the  rippling  sound  of  the  lake's  billow,  ' 
With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused  ; 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow  ; 
And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade 
That  flash'd  and  after  darken'd  in  the  shade. 

16  Upon  bistable  or  his  toilet, — which 

Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertain'd — 
(I  state  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pilch 
Of  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gain'd) 
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A  lamp  burn'd  high,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche, 

Where  many  .i  Gothic  ornament  remain'd, 
Tb  chisselFd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  Hall. 

M  Then,  as  the  night  was  clear  though  cold,  he  threw 
His  chamber-door  wide  open — and  went  forth 
Into  a  gallery,  of  a  sombre  hue. 

Long,  furnish'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth, 
.  Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 
As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 
But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 
Have  something  ghastly,  ilesolate,  and  dread. 

18  The  forms  of  the  grim  knights  and  pictured  saints 
.  Look  living  in  the  moon  ;  and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  to  tlie  echoes  faint 

Of  your  own  lootsleps— voices  from  the  nrn 
Appear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  aj:d  quaint 

Start  from  the  Irames  which  fence  their  aspects  stern, 
As  il  -to  ask  how  you  can  dare  to  ke^^p 
A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 

J9  And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave 

The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  gleams 

Glinuner  on  high  ;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 
Along  the  canvas  ;  their  eyes  glance  like  dream* 

On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 
But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 

A  picture  is  the  past;  even  ere  its  frame 

Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 

20  As  Jnan-nmised  on  mutability, 

Or  on  his  mistress — terms  synonymous — 
No  sound  except  the  echo  of  h  is  sigh 

Or  step  ran  saiily  through  that  antique  house, 
When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigh, 

A  supernatural  agent — or  a  mouse. 
Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embarrass 
Most  peoijle  as  it  plays  along  the  arras. 

21  It  was  no  mouse,  butdo  !  a  monk,  array'd 

In  cowl,  and  beads,  and  dusky  garb,  appear'd. 
Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in  shade, 

With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheard  ; 
His  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made  ; 

He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird, 
But  slowly  ;  and  as  he  pass'd  Juan  by, 
Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  bright  eye. 
2  U  2 
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22  Juan  was  petrified  ;  he  had  lieard  a  hint 

Of  such  a  spirit  in  these  halls  of  old, 
But  thought,  like  most  men,  there  was  noshing  int 

Beyond  the  rumour  which  such  spots  unfold, 
Coin'd  from  surviving  superstition's  mint, 

Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold, 
But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with  paper. 
And  did  he  see  this  ?  or  was  it  a  vapour  ? 

23  Once,  twice,  thrice  pass'd,  repass'd — the  thing  of  air, 

Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t'other  place  ; 
And  Juan  gazed  upon  it  with  a  stare. 

Yet  could  not  speak  or  move  ;  but,  on  Its  base 
As  stands  a  statue,  stood  ;  he  felt  his  hair 

Twiiie  like  a  knot  of  snakes  around  his  face; 
He  taxed  his  tongue  ibr  words,  which  were  not  granted, 
To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  he  wanted. 

24  The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  pause-, 

The  shadow  passed  away — but  where  ;  the  hall 
Was  long,  and  thus  far  there  was  no  great  cause 

To  ihink  his  vanishing  unnatural: 
Doors  there  were  many,  through  which  by  the  laws 

Of  physics,  bodies  whether  short  or  tall 
Might  come  or  go  ;  but  Juan  could  not  state 
Through  which  the  spectre  seemed  to  evaporate. 

25  He  stood— how  long  he  knew  not,  but  It  seemed 

An  age — expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 
Strained  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gleamed  ) 

Then  by  degrees  recalleil  his  energies, 
And  would  have  passed  the  whole  off  as  a  dream, 

But  could  not  wake;  he  was,  he  did  surmise, 
Waking  already,  and  returned  at  length 
Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  his  strength. 

20  All  there  was  as  he  left  it:  still  his  taper 

Burnt,  and  not  l/lne,  as  modest  tapers  use, 

Receiving  spirits  with  sympathetic  vapour ; 
He  rubbed  his  e)  es,  and  they  did  not  refuse 

Their  office  ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper ; 
The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse  ; 

He  read  an  article  the  king  attacking, 

And  a  long  eulogy  of  "  Patent  Blacking." 

£7  This  savoured  of  this  world  ;  but  his  hand -shook — 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 
A  paragraph,  I  thing  about  Home  Tooke, 
Undiest;  and  rarher  slowly  went  to  bed. 
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There  couched  aH  snugly  on  his  pillow's  nook, 
With  what  he  had  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed, 
And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  so  he  slept. 

28  He  woke  betimes  ;  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 

Pondered  upon  his  visitant  or  vision. 
And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed, 

At  risk  of  being  quizzed  for  superstition. 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind  was  posed.; 

In  the  mean  time,  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  because  his  master  brooked  no  less, 
Knocked  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 

^9  He  dressed  ;  and  like  young  people,  lie  was  -vront 
To  take  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 

This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon't ; 
Aside  his  very  mirror  soon  was  put  ; 

His  curls  fell  negligently  o'er  his  front. 

His  clothes  were  not  curbed  to  their  usual  cut, 

His  very  neckcloth's  Gordian  knot  was  tied 

Almost  an  hair's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

30  And  when  he  walked  down  into  the  saloon. 

He  sate  him  pensive  o'er  a  dish  of  tea, 
Which  he  perhaps  had  not  discovered  soon. 

Had  it  not  happened  scalding  hot  to  be, 
Which  made  him  have  recourse  unto  his  spoon; 

So  much  distrait  he  was,  that  all  coulw  see 
That  something  icas  the  matter — Adeline 
The  first— but  w/iat  she  could  not  well  divine. 

31  She  looked,  and  saw  him  [)ale,  and  turned  as  ptde 

Herself;  then  hastily  looked  down,  and  muttered 
Something,  but  what's  not  stated  in  my  tale. 

Lord  Henry  said,  his  mtiHin  was  ill  buttered  ; 
The  Dutches  of  Fitz-Fulke  played  with  her  veil, 

And  looked  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  uttered. 
Aurora  Raby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes. 
Surveyed  him  with  a  kind  of  half  surprise. 

32  But  seeing  him  cold  and  silent  still, 

And  eveiy  body  wondering  more  or  less, 

Fair  Adeline  enquired,  "  If  he  were  ill  ?" 

He  started,  and  saiil,  "  Yes— no — rather — yes," 

The  family  Physician  had  great  skill, 
And  being  present,  now  began  to  express 

His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 

The  cause,  but  Juan  said,  "  He  was  quite  well." 
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5.1  "  Quite  \A-ell ;  yes;  no."— These  answers  were  niysteriousj 
And  yt'i  liLs  looks  appeared  lo  sanction  botls, 

Howeverthey  might  savour  ol"  deliuous; 
SomeUiing  like  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 

Weighed  on  hisi  spirit,  though  by  no  means  serious. 
But  ibr  the  rest,  as  he  iMnisell  seemed  loth 

To  stale  the  case,  it  might  be  ta'eii  ibr  granted 

It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted.  , 

34  Lord  Henry  who  had  now  discussed  his  chocolate. 

Also  tiiemuffiu  whereof  he  complained, 
Said,  .hian  had  not  got  iiis  usual  look  elate, 

At  which  he  marvelled  since  it  liad  not  rained  ; 
Tnen  a^ked  herGrace  what  news  were  of  tlieDukv'  of  late  ? 

Her  Grace  replied,  his  Grace  was  rather  pain'd 
Wiih  some  slight  hereditary  twinges 
Oi  gout,  which  rusts  aristocratic  hinges. 

.35  Then  Henry  turned  to  Junn^and  addressed 
A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state  : 

*'  Yoii  look,"  qiiotli  he,  "  tis  if  you  had  your  r«st 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late." 

"  VVhiit  Friar  ':"  said  Juan  ;  and  he  did  his  best 
To  put  the  Tjue«tion  with  an  air  sedate, 

Or  careless  5  but  the  ellurt  was  not  valid 

To  hinder  him  irom  growing  still  more  pallid. 

36  "  Oh  !  •  have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black  Friar  ? 

The  spirit  of  Uiese  walls  ?" — "  In  truth  not  I." 
<<  Why  Fame — but  Feime  yon  know  's  sometimes  a  liar — 

Tells  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  bye  : 
Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer, 

Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed, 
The  Friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 

37  The  last  time  was- — "  "  I  pray,"  said  Adeline, — 

(Who watch'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow. 
And  from  its  context  thought  she  could  divine 

Connections  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend)—"  if  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you'll  choose  some  other  theme  just  now, 
Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told, 
And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old." 

38  <'Jest!"  quoth  Milor,  "Why,  Adeline,  you  know 

That  we  ourselves — 'twas  in  the  Honey  Moon — 

Saw "  "  Well,  no  matter,  'twas  so  long  age 

But xome  I'll  set  your  story  to  a  tune." 
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Graceful  as  Dian  when  she  draws  her  bow, 
She  seiz'd  her  harp  whose  strings  were  kindled  soon 

As  touch'd  and  plaintively  began  to  play 
The  air  of  "  'Twas  a  Friar  of  Orders  Grey." 

39  "  But  add  the  words,"  cried  Henry,  "which  you  made  ; 

For  Adeline  is  half  a  poetess," 
Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 

Of  course  the  others  could  not  but  express 
In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display'd 

By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no  less — 
The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper's  skill  at  ODce 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 

40  After  some  fascinating  hesitation, — 

The  charming  of  these  charmers,  who  seem  bound, 
T  can't  tell  why  to  this  dissimulation, — 

Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fix'd  on  the  ground 
At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation. 

Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound, 
And  sang  with  such  simplicity, — a  merit 
Not  the  less  precious,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 

1  "  Beware  !  beware  !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  sitteth  by  Norman  stone. 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight  air. 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  Amundeville, 

Made  Norman  Church  his  prey, 
And  expell'd  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 

2  "  Though  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King  Henry's  right, 

To  turn  church  lands  to  lay. 
With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  remain 'd,  unchased,  unohain'd, 

And  he  did  not  seem  formed  of  clay. 
For  he's  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he's  seen  in  the  church. 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

3  "  And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill, 

It  is  not  mine  to  say ; 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundeville 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage  bed  of  their  lords,  'tis  said, 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve  ; 
And  'tis  held  as  a  faith,  to  their  bed  of  deaths 

He  comes-  but  not  to  grieve. 
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4  "  When  an  heir  is  born  he  is  heard  to  moura, 

And  when  aught  is  to  befal 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  iorni  j'ou  may  trace,  but  not  his  face 

'Tis  shadow 'd  by  his  cowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between, 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  soul. 

9  "  But  beware  !  beware  !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway. 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 
Amundeville  is  lord  by  day. 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  nor  wassail  could  raise  a  vassal 
To  question  that  friar's  right. 

6  "  Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  hall, 
And  he'll  say  nought  to  you  : 
He  sweeps  along  in  his  dusky  pall, 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  Gramercy !  for  the  Black  Friar  ; 

Heaven  sain  him  !  fair  or  foul. 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer, 
Let  our's  be  for  his  soul." 

41  The  lady's  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wires 

Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to  sound 
And  the  pause  follow'd,  which  when  song  expires, 

Pervades  a  moment  those  who  listen  round  ; 
And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admires 

Nor  less  applaudsas  in  politeness  bound. 
The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution, 
To  the  performer-'s  diifident  confusion. 

42  Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way, 

As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day, 

Pursued  an  instant  lor  her  own  content. 
Would  now  and  then  as  'twere  nnthont  display, 

Yet»/'«Y/i  display  in  fact,  at  times  relent 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile. 
To  show  the  could,  if  it  were  worth  her  while. 

-m  Now  this  (but  we  will  whisper  it  aside) 

Was— pardon  tlie  |  oviantic  illustration — 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater pridCj 

-wis  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasicji  : 
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DeeratMg  the  snge  would  be  much  mortified, 

Or  thrown  into  a  philosophic  passion, 
For  a  spoilt  carpet — but  the  "  Attic  Bee" 
Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee. (2) 

44  Thu.7  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shade, 

(By  doing  easily  whene'er  she  chose, 
What  dilettanti  do  with  great  parade) 

Their  sort  of  half  profession  ;  for  it  grows 
To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  displayed, 

And  that  it  is  so  every  body  knows, 
Who  have  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  T^ady  T'othetj. 
Show  olf  to  please  their  company  or  njot.ier. 

45  Oh  the  long  evenings  of  duets  and  trios  ! 

The  admiration  and  the  speculation  ; 
The  "  Mamma  Mia's  !"  and  the  Amor  Mio's  \" 

The  "  Tanti  palpiti's"  on  such  occasions  : 
The  "  Lasoiami's"  and  quavering  "  Addio's  !" 

Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  nations  ; 
With  "  Tu  mi  chamas's"  irom  Portingale, 
To  soothe  our  ears,  least  Italy  should  fail.  (3) 

46  In  Babylon's  bravuras— as  1h(*  home 

Heart-ballads  of  Green  Hrin  or  Grey  Hylandsy- 
That  brings  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 

O'er  far  Atlantic  continents  or  islands, 
The  calentures  of  music  which  overcome 

All  moimtaineerswith  dreams  that  they  are  nigh  lands^. 
No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions, — 
Wits  Adeline  well  versed,  as  compositions. 

47  She  also  had  a  twilight  tinge  of  ''Blue, 

Could  write  rhymes,  and  compose  more  than  she  wrote  ;. 
Made  epigrams  occasionally  to 

Upon  her  friends,  as  ever  body  ought. 
But  still  from  that  sublimer  azure  hue, 

So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote. 
Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet, 
And  what  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  show  it. 

48  Aurora — since  we  are  touching  upan  taste>- 

W'hich  now-a-dfiys  is  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  ail  characters  are  classed — 

Was  more  Shakespearian,  if  I  do  not  err, 
The  worlds  beyond  this  world's- perplexing  waste 

Had  more  of  her  existence,  ior  in  her 
There  was  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts  boundless,  deep,  but  silent  too  us  Spac«. 
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49  Not  so  her  gracious,  graceful,  graceless  Grace, 

The  full  grown  Hebe  of  Fitz-Fulke,  whose  mind 
If  she  had  any,  was  upon  her  face. 

And  that  was  of  a  fascinating  kind. 
-    A  little  turn  for  mischief  you  might  trace 

Also  thereon, — but  that 's  not  much  ;  we  find 
Few  females  without  some  such  gentle  leaven. 
For  fear  you  should  suppose  us  quite  in  heaven. 

50  I  have  not  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic, 

Though  once  she  was  seen  reading  the  "  Bath  Guide, 
And  "Hayley's  Triumphs^"  which  she  deemed  pathetic, 

Because,  she  said,  her  temper  had  been  tried 
So  much,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 

Of  what  she  had  gone  through  with, — since  a  bride. 
But  of  all  verse,  what  most  insured  her  praise 
Were  sonnets  to  herself,  or  '*  Bouts  rimes." 

61  'Twere  difficult  to  say  what  was  the  object 

Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  appeared  to  her  the  subject 

Of  Juan's  nervous  feelings  on  that  day. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 

To  laugh  him  out  of  his^upposed  dismay  ; 
Perhaps  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  it, 
Though  why  I  cannot  say — at  least  this  minute. 

62  But  so  far  the  immediate  effect 

Was  to  restore  him  to  his  self  propriety, 
A  thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect, 

Who  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society  : 
In  which  you  cannot  be  too  circumspect. 

Whether  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety. 
But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy, 
On  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  Gynocrasy. 

63  And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 

His  spirits,  and  without  more  explanation, 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a  saliy. 

Her  Grace  too  also  seized  ti)e  same  occasion. 
With  various  similar  remarks  to  tally. 

But  wished  for  a  still  more  detailed  narration 
Of  this  same  mystic  Friar^s  curious  doings, 
About  the  present  family's  deaths  and  wooings, 

64  Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said  ; 

They  passed  as  such  things  do,  ibr  superstition 
With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 
The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  tradition  ; 
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Ami  much  wtis  lalketl  on  all  siiles  on  lliut  head  : 

But  Juan,  when  cross-questioned  on  the  vision, 
Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avowed  it) 
HuJ  stirred  him,  answered  in  a  way  to  cloud  it. 

<55  And  then,  the  mid-day  having  worn  to  one, 

The  company  prepared  to  separate  ; 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none. 

Some  wondering  'twas  so  earh',  some  so  late, 
There  was  a  goodly  matcJi  too,  to  be  run 

Between  some  greyhounds  on  my  Lord's  estate, 
And  a  young  race  liorse-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
Matched  for  the  spring,  whom  several  went  to  see. 

56  There  was  a  picture  dealer  who  had  brought 

A  special  Titian,  \yarranted  original, 

So  precious  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought, 

Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieging  alU 
The  king  himself  had  cheapened  it,  but  thougljt 

The  Civil  List  (he  deigns  to  accept,  obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxation. 

5T  But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a  connoisseur, — 

The  friend  of  artists,  it"^i)ot  arts, — the  owner, 

With  motives  the  most  classical  and  pare. 
So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor, 

Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  fewer, 
So  much  he  deemed  his  patronage  an  honour, 

Had  brought  the  Capo  d'opera,  not  for  sale. 

But  for  his  judgment, — never  known  to  faii. 

<58  There  was  a  modern  Goth,  I  mean  a  Gothic 
Bricklayer  of  B;ibel,  called  an  architect, 

Brouglit  to  survey  these  grey  walb,  which  though  so  thick 
Might  have  from  time  acquired  some  slight  defect; 

Who,  after  rummaging  the  Abl)ey  through  thick 
And  thin,  produced  a  plan  wjiereby  to  erect        — 

New  buildings  of  correctest  conformation. 

And  throw  down  old,  which  he  called  restoration. 

59  The  cost  would  be  a  trifle — an  "old  song" 

Set  to  some  thousands  ('tis  the  usual  burthen 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  longj — 

The  price  would  speedily  re[)ay  its  worth  'u\ 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  ilian  strong, 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  wouU  go  forth  in 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny. 
For  Gothic  daring  sliovvn  in  KnglLh  money.  {\) 
VOL.  n,  ^  ,\ 
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60  There  were  tvro  lawyers  busy  on  a  morts^ag-e 

Lord  Henry  wished  to  raise  for  a  new  purchase  ; 

Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage, 

And  one  on  tithes,  which  sure  are  Discord's  torches, 

Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  Iter  gage, 
"  Untying"  squires  "  to  fight  against  the  churches  ;"(o) 

There  was  a  prize  ox,  a  prize  pig,  and  ploughman. 

For  Henry  was  a  sort  of  Sabine  showman. 

dl  There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel  trap 
Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence  ; 

There  was  a  country  girl  in  a  close  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see,  since — 

vSince — since — in  youth,  I  had  the  sad  mishap  — 
But  luckily  I  have  paid  few  parish  fees  since) 

That  scarlet  cloak,  alas  !  unclosed  with  rigour, 

Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

62  A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  mystery, 

One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out, 
Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history, 

I  leave  to  those  who  aie  fond  of  solving  doubt, 
And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistory. 

Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 
The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner, 
Had  bagged  this^poacher  upon  Nature's  manor, 

63  Now  Justices  of  Peace  must  judge  all  pieces 

Of  mischief  of  all  kin^ls,  and  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  the  country  from  caprices 

Of  those  who  have  not  a  licence  for  the  same  ; 
And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases. 

Perhaps  these  are  mrist  difficult  to  tame  : 
Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 
Are  puzzles  to  the  mcst  precautious  benches. 

64  The  present  culprit  was  extri  mely  pale, 

Pale  as  if  painted  so  ;  her  cheek  being  red 
By  na.ture,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale 

'Tis  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed;, 
Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail, 

Poor  soul ;  for  she  was  country  born  and  bred, 
And  knew  no  better  in  her  immoralily 
Than  to  wax  white — for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

t>J  Her  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espiegle  eye. 
Had  gathered  a  large  tear  into  its  corner, 
Which  the  poor  thing  at  times  essayed  to  dry,    - 
For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  mourner, 
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I'arading-  all  her  sensibilUy, 

Nor  insolent  enoug-h  so  scorn  the  scorner, 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation 
To  be  called  up  for  her  examination. 

<66  Of  course  these  groups  were  scattered  here  and  there 
Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 
The  lawyers  in  the  study  ;  and  in  air 

The  prize  pig,  ploughman,  poachers;  the  men  sent 
From  town,  viz.  architect  and  dealer,  were 

Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 
*  Writing  dispatches)  in  their  several  st^itions, 
Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

t)T  But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall, 

While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 

Discvissed  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  "  small") 
A  mighty  mug  of  vioral  double  ale  : 

She  waileJ  uutil  Justice  could  r>ical 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale, 

To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 

Perplexing  for  most  virgins— a  child's  father. 

68  You  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 

For  the  Lord  Henry,  linked  with  dogs  and  horses> 
There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preparation 

Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 
Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 

Those  who  in  counties  have  great  land  resources. 
Have  "  public  days,"  when  all  men  may  carouse, 
Though  not  exactly  what 's  called  "  apen  house." 

69  But  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  ?«einvited 

(Thus  we  translate  a  general  invitation) 
•All  country  gentlemen,  esquired  or  knighted, 

May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their  station 
At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 

With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation  ; 
And  as  th'j  Isthmus  of  the  grand  connection, 
Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  next  election. 

70  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  electioneerer, 

Burrowing  for  boroughs  like  a  rat  or  rabbit, 

But  county  contests  cost  him  rather  dearer, 

Because  the  neighbouring  Scotch  Earl  of  Giflgabbit 

Had  English  influence,  in  the  self-same  sphere  here  ; 
His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dicedrabbit, 

Was  member  for  the  "  other  Interest"  (meaning 

The  same  self-interest,  with  a  difterent  leaning.) 
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71  Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  his  counh> 
He  ^Yas  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 

To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty, 

And  promises  to  all— which  last  commenced 

To  gather  lo  a  somewhat  large  amount,  he 
Not  calculating  bow  much  they  condensed  ; 

But  what  with  breaking  some,  and  keeping  others. 

His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another's, 

"•2  A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders — yet 
No  less  a  friend  to  government — he  held 

That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

'Twixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  compelled, 

Such  was  his  Sovereign's  pleasure  (though  unfit, 
He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  railed) 

To  bold  some  sinecures  he  wished  abolislied. 

But  that  with  them  all  lavi'  would  be  demolished. 

73  He  was  "  free  to  confess"— (whence  comes  this  phrase  ? 

Is  n  English  ?  No— 'tis  only  parliamentary) 
That  innovation's  spirit  now-a-days 

Hail  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  century. 
He  would  not  tread  a  iactiocs  path  to  praise. 

Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  venture  high  j 
As  J'or  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it, 
That  the  fatigue  was  gTeater  than  the  profit. 

T I  Heaven,  and  his  friends,  knew  that  a  private  life 
Had  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition; 

But  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  strife 

Which  threatened  the  whole  country  with  perdition  ? 

"When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher's  knife 
Cut  through  and  through  (oh  !  damnable  incision,) 

The  Gordian  or  the  Geordi-an  knot,  whose  strings    . 

Have  tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  and  Kings, 

15  Sooner  "  corae  place  into  the  civil  list 

And  champion  him  to  the  utmost"  he  would  keep  it  j 
Till  duly  disappointed  and  dismissed : 

Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  others  reap  it; 
But  should  the  day  come  when  place  ceased  to  exist, 

The  country  would  have  far  more  cause  to  weep  it ; 
For  how  could  it  go  on  ?    Explain  who  can  ! 
He  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 

T6  He  was  as  independent — aye,  much  raore-- 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  independence. 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common — Shore, 
Have  in  their  several  art?  or  parts  ascendance 
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O^'er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore, 

\Vho  Ao  not  give  professional  attendance, 
l^us  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a  beggar. 

17  All  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said, 

And  thought.     I  say  no  more — I've  said  too  much  ; 

For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 
Of — or  upon  the  hustings — some  ^ightsuch 

Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 
Of  the  official  candidate.     I'll  touch 

No  more  on  this: — the  dinner-bell  hath  rung, 

And  grace  is  said  ;  the  grace  I  sfwuld  have  sittig — 

"S  But  I'm  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make  play. 

'Twas  a  great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
Was  wont  to  boast-  as  if  a  glutton's  tray 

Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 
But  't\vas  a  public  feast  and  public  day — 

Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold, 
Great  plenty,  much  formality^  small  cheer, 

And  every  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 

79  Tiie  squires  familiarly  formal,  and 

My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending  ; 
The  very  servants  puzzling  how  to  hand 

Their  plates— without  it  might  be  too  much  bending 
From  their  high  place  beside  the  sideboard's  stand — 

Vet  like  their  masters  fearful  of  oflending. 
Fpjr  any  deviation  from  the  graces 

Migiit  cost  both  men  and  masters  too— their  places. 

SO  There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coursers  keen 

Whose  hounds  ne'er  erred,  nor  greyhounds  deigned  to 
lurch ; 
Same  deadly  shots  too,  Septembrizers,  seen 

Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  tlie  search 
OX  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble  screen. 

There  were  some  massy  members  of  the  church, 
Takers  of  tythes,  and  makers  of  good  matches, 
Aud  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than  catches. 

hi  There  were  some  country  wags  too, — and  alas ! 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass. 

And  rise  at  nine  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 
And  lo  !  upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I  sate  next  that  o'erwhelming  son  of  heaven, 
The  verj'  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  I  e'er  was  deafened  with. 
2X2 
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82  I  knf^w  iiim  in  his  livelier  London  days, 

A  brilliiint  diner  out,  lliougli  but  a  curate  : 
And  not  a  joke  be  cut  but  earned  its  praise, 

Until  prelerment,  coniin!5  at  a  sure  rate, 
(Ob,  Providence  !   iiow  wondrous  are  thy  ways, 

Who  would  suppose  thy  gilts  sometimes  obdurate) 
Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o'er  Lincoln, 
A  lat  Ten  vicarage,  and  nought  to  t'sink  on. 

83  His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons  jokes  ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the  fens  ; 
For  wit  hath,  no  great  i'riend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  bon-niot,  or  happy  hoax ; 

The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common  sense, 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long, 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  Irom  the  thick  throng. 

81  There  is  a  difference,  says  the  song,  *<  between 
A  beggar  and  a  queen,"  or  iras  (of  late 

The  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  we  've  seen  — 
But  we'll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state) 

A  difference  "  'twixt  a,  bishoj),  and  dean," 
A  difference  between  cookery  ware  and  plt^e, 

As  between, English  beef  and  Spartan  broth — 

And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 

85  But  of  all  nature's  discrepancies,  none 

LTpon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 
Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town. 

Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 
From  those  who  have  few  resources  of  their  own. 

And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 
To  some  small  piaii  of  interest  or  ambition — 
Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 

86  But  "  en  avant  !" — The  light  loves  languish  o'er 

Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  although 
A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  much  more, 

Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know. 
Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  friends  of  yore 

VV^ith  vivifiying  Venus  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  truffles 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting  ruffles. 

8T  Dully  past  o'er  the  dinner  of  the  day  ; 

And  Juan  took  his  place,  he  knew  not  where, 
Coniused,  in  the  conclusion  and  distrait, 
A\n\  sitting  as  if  nailed  npnr;  iii-  rhjiir  : 


DON  J  I' AX.  513 

Though  knives  aud  forks  chinijed  round  us  in  a  fray, 
He  seeni'd  unconscious  ol  all  passing  there, 

Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  expressed  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fin  ol"  lisli. 

[  88  On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  banns 
He  started  !   and  perceiving  smiles  around 

Broadening  to  grins,  he  coloured  more  than  once, 
And  hastily  as  nothing  can  coniound 

A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  dunce — 
Inrticted  on  the  dish  a  deadly  wound. 

And  with  such  hurry,  that  ere  he  could  curb  it, 

He  had  paid  his  neighbour's  prayer  with  half  a  tmhot. 

89  This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occurred. 

The  supplicator  being  an  amateur; 
But  others,  who  svere  left  wiih  scarce  a  third, 

W^ere  angry  as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  wondered  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 

ijord  Henry  at  his  table  could  endure  ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oat^ 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  nis  host  iLree  vote^. 

90  They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathised, 

Tliat  he  the  night  belore  had  seen  a  ghost ; 
A  prologue  which  but  sliglitiy  harmoniZvul 

VV^ith  the  substantial  company  eugvosst^d 
By  matter,  and  so  much  malerializeil. 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 
on  two  things  (the  question  rather  o.id  is) 
Such  bodies  could  have  souls,  or  souls  such  bodies. 

91  But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  stare 

From  all  the  squires  and  squiresses  around, 
Who  wondered  at  the  abslraclion  of  the  air. 

Especially  as  he  Lad  been  renowned 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair, 

Evtrn  in  the  country  circle's  narrow  bound — 
(For  little  things  upon  my  Lord's  estate 
W'ere  good  small  talk  lor  others  still  less  great) — 

92  Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his 

And  something  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss  : 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 
A  strong  external  motive  ;  and  in  this 

Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique 
Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  tiie  wiles 
Wbich  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies'  smile?. 
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93  'Twas  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 

Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity  ; 
And  Juan  grew  carnation  witii  vexation, 

^Vhich  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less  witty. 
Since  lie  had  gained  at  least  her  observation, 

A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 
As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  sea**? 
By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 

94  But  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn 

Nor  seem  embarassed — quite  the  contrary  ; 
Her  aspect  was  as  usual,  still—  not  stern — 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down  her  eye, 
Yet  grew  a  little  pale — with  what  ?  concern  ? 

I  know  not :  but  her  colour  ne'er  was  high  — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  flushed — and  always  oR'ar 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

95  But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  Fame 

This  day;  and  witching,  watching,  condescending 
To  Uie  consumers  of  fish,  fowl  and  game. 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 
At  their  lord's,  son's,  or  similar  connections 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-elections. 

96  Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  whole, 

And  usual—  Juan,  when  he  cast  a  glance 
On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  role. 

Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  dance, 
(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 

By  a  look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 
<>f  weariness  or  scorn)  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  real : 

97  So  well  she  acted,  all  and  every  part 

By  turns — with  that  vivacious  versatility, 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart, 

They  err — 'ti;  merely  what  is  called  mobility,  (6) 
A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art. 

Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facilily  ; 
And  false—  though  true  ;  for  surely  they're  sineerest, 
AV'ho  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest. 

9>^  This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romances, 

Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom — sages  never  ; 
But  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancers. 
Little  that's  great,  but  rough  of  what  is  clever ; 
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Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers, 

Though  till  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeavour 
Of  late  years  to  dispense  with  Cocker's  rigours, 
And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  figures. 

99  The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 

VVJao,  though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  bo 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  way. 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three, 
Judging  by  what  they  take  and  what  (hey  pay. 

The  Sinking  Fund's  unfathomable  sea, 
That  most  unliquidating  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  receives. 

IQO  While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graces, 

The  fair  Fitz-Fulke  seemed  very  much  at  ease  ; 

Though  too  well  bred  to  quiz  men  to  their  faces. 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  could  seize 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places — 
That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees — 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment ; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employment. 

101  However  the  day  closed,  as  days  must  close  ; 

The  evening  also  waned — and  coffee  came. 
Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose, 

And  curtseying  off,  as  curtseys  country  dame. 
Retired  :  with  most  unfashionable  bows 

Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same> 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host, 
But  with  the  Lady  Adeline  the  most. 

i02  Some  praised  her  beauty  ;  others  her  great  grace  ; 
The  warmth  of  her  politeness,  whose  sincerity 
Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  trails  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity. 
Yes  ;  she  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place  ! 

No  one  could  envy  her  deserved  prosperity  ; 
And  then  her  dress— what  beautifvil  simplicity 
Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity  !  (7) 

103  Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  praises, 

By  an  impartial  indemnification 
For  all  her  past  exertion  and  soft  phrases, 

In  a  most  ediiying  conversation, 
Which  turned  upon  their  late  guests  miens  and  faces, 

And  families  even  to  the  1  ist  relation  ; 
Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves  and  dresses, 
And  truculent  distortion  of  !h;'ir  tresse». 
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10  j  True,  sJi€  said  little — 'twas  the  rest  that  broke 

Forth  into  universal  epigram  ; 
But  then  'twas  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke: 

Like  Addison's  "  faint  praise,"  so  wont  to  damn, 
Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke, 

As  music  chimes  in  with  a  nielodrame. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend  ! 
I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to — not  dei'end. 

10.5  There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen 
Skirmish  of  wits  o'er  the  departed;  one, 

Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  placid  mien  ; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 

In  gay  remark  on  what  he  had  heard  or  seen, 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone  : 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally. 

He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  sally. 

10^  'Tis  true  he  saw  Aurora  look  us  though 

She  approved  his  silence  ;  she  perhaps  mistook 

Its  motive  for  that  charity  w-e  owe 

But  seldom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 

Further  ;  it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so. 
But  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook, 

Observing  little  in  his  reverie, 

Yet  saw  this  much,  which  he  was  glad  to  see. 

J  07  The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good. 

In  making  him  jis  silent  as  a  ghost. 
If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensued 

He  gained  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  most. 
And  certainly  Aurora  had  renewed 

In  him  some  feelings  he  had  lately  lost 
Or  hardened ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 
Are  so  divine,  that  l  must  deem  them  real  :  — 

108  The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  called  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways  : 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own. 
Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  zone. 

109  Who  would  not  sigh  At  a»  ra,v  Kt;9«p"a? ! 

Tiiat  hath  a  memory,  or  tiiat  hiul  a  Iseart? 

Alas !  her  star  must  wane  like  that  of  Dian  ! 

Ray  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 


Aiiacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  an 

Unwithering  myrtle  round  the  unbliinted  dart 
Of  Eros;  but  though  thou  hast  played  us  many  tricks, 
Still  we  respect  thee,  "  Alma  Venus  Genetrix !" 

3 10  And  full  of  sentiment,  sublime  as  billows 

Heaving  between  this  world  and  worlds  beyond. 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his  ;  but  to  despoil] 

Rather  than  rest.     Instead  of  poppies,  wiilo-.v.? 
Waved  o'er  his  couch;  he  meditated,  foiu! 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleei), 

And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep, 

1 1 1  The  night  was  as  before  :  he  was  undrest. 

Saving  his  night  gown,  which  is  an  undress  ; 

Completely  "sans  culotte,"  and  without  vest ; 
In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less  ; 

But  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest. 

He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express, 

(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitations) 

Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operations. 

112  And  not  in  vain  listened— Ilusli !  what's  that? 

I  see— I  see— Ah,  no  !  — 'tis  not — yet  Uis — 
Ve  powers!   it  is  the — the— the— Pooh  !  the  cat ! 

Tiie  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his  ! 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat, 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Mi=s, 
GilJingthe  first  time  to  a  rendezvous. 
And  dreading  the  chcuste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

113  Again— what  is '( ?  The  wind?  No,  no~-this  time 

It  is  the  sable  Friar  as  before. 
With  awful  footsteps  regular  as  rhyme, 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  more. 
Again,  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wore 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a  girdle 
Spangled  with  gems — tiie  monk  made  bis  blood  curdk-, 

1 14  A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass,  (S) 

^Vhich  spt.s  the  teeth  on  edge  ;  and  a  slight  clatter  j 

Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts  will  pass, 
Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water, — 

Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throbbed,  alas  ! 
For  immaterialism's  a  serious  matter; 

So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  the  most  great 

In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  tete-a-'tcte. 
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1 15  Were  his  eyes  open  ? — Yes !  and  his  mouth  tuo. 

Surprise  has  this  effect — to  make  one  dumb, 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  Eloquence  slips  through 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  conoe. 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  drew, 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tympanum  '. 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Stated)  his  mouth.     What  opened  next  I —  the  door, 

1j8  It  opened  with  a  most  infernal  creak, 

Like  that  of  Hell.     "  Lasciate  ogni  speranza 

Voi  che  entrate !"     The  hinge  seemed  to  speak, 
Dreadful  as  Dante's  rhima,  or  this  stanza: 

Or — but  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weak 
A  single  shade  's  sufficient  to  entrance  u 

Hero— for  what  is  substance  to  a  Spirit  ? 

Or  how  is 't  matter  trem'ules  to  come  near  it? 

IIT  The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly— but,  as  fly 
The  sea-gulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight— 

And  then  swung  back ;  nor  close — but  stood  awry^ 
Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light, 

Which  still  in  Juun^s  candlesticks  burned  high, 
For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright, — 

And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  Darkness,  stood 

The  sable  Friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

il8  Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before  ;  but  being  sick  of  shaking. 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken, 

And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking  ; 
His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 

Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal  quaking- 
Hinting  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 
Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

119  And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  fierce 
And  he  arose,  advanced— the  shade  retreated  ; 

But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce. 

Followed,  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated, 

Resolved  lo  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tierce, 
At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated: 

The  ghost  stopped,  menaced,  then  retired,  until 

He  reached  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stone  still. 

iiO  Juan  put  forth  one  arm — Eternal  Powers  ! 

It  touched  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall. 
On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  showers 
Cbfcquered  with  all  the  trnceiy  of  the  hall  j   - 
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He  shuddered,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 

When  he  can  't  tell  what  'tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  non-en ity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity.  (9) 

121  But  still  the  shade  remained  ;  the  blue  eyes  glared, 

And  rather  variably  lor  stony  death  : 
Yet  on,;  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared — 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  good  breath. 
A  straggling  curl  showed  he  had  been  lair-headed; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearls  beneath, 
Gleamed  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
Themoun  peeped,  just  escaped  from  a  grey  cloud. 

122  And  Juan  puzzled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 

His  other  arm  forth — Wonder  upon  wonder  f 
It  pressed  upon  a  hard  tut  glowing  bust, 

Wh: 'li  beat  as  if  there  was  a  warm  heart  under. 
He  iouiui,  as  people  on  most  trials  must, 

That  he  had  made  at  first  a  silly  blunder, 
And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  caugJit 
On  the  wall,  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

123  The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  seemed  a  sweet  soul 

As  ever  lurked  beneath  a  holy  hood  : 
A  dimple  chin,  a  neck  of  ivory,  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood ; 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl. 

And  they  revealed— alasj  that  ere  they  should  ! 
In  full  voluptuous,  but  not  o'crgrown  bulk. 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  Grace Fitz  Fulke  ! 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XVf. 

(1)  The  composition  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple,  whether  from 
»i  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal,  or  from  kermes,  is  still  an  arti- 
cle of  dispute  ;  and  even  its  colour — some  say  purple,  others 
scarlet  :  I  say  nothing. 

(2)1  think  that  it  tvas  a  carpet  on  which  Diogenes  trod,  with 
— **Thus  I  trample  on  the  pride  of  Plato!"  But  ns  carpets 
are  meant  to  be  trodden  upon,  my  memory  probably  misgives 
me,  and  it  might  be  a  robe,  or  tapestry,  or  table-cloth,  or  some 
other  expensive  and  uncynical  piece  of  furniture. 

(3)  I  remember  that  a  mayoress  of  a  provincial  town,  some- 
what surfeited  with  a  similar  display  from  foreign  parts,  did 
rather  indecorously  breiik  through  the  applauses  of  an  intelli- 
gent audience — intelligent,  I  mean,  as  to  music, — for  thy 
2  Y 
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words,  besides  being  in  recondite  languages  (it  was  some'Jeajs 
before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world  had  travelled,  and  while  I 
was  collegian) — were  solely  disguised  by  the  performers ;— this 
mayoress,  I  say,  broke  out  with,  "  Rot  your  italianos!  for  my 
part,  I  loves  a  simple  ballat !''  Rossini  will  go  a  good  way  t<> 
bring  most  people  to  the  same  opinion,  some  day.  Who  would 
imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the  successor  of  Mozart  ?  However, 
I  state  this  with  diffidence,  as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Ita- 
lian mu£i€  in  general,  and  of  much  of  Rossini's :  but  we  may 
say,  as  "the  connoisseur  did  of  the  painting,  in  the  Vicar  of 
WakeSeld,  "that  the  picture  would  be  belter  painted  if  the 
painter  had  taken  more  pains." 

(4)  "Ausu  Romano,  a?re  beneto"  is  the  inscription  (and 
well  inscribed  in  this  instance)  on  the  sea  walls  between  the 
Adriatic  and- Venice.  The  walls  were  a  republican  work  of  the 
Venetians ;  the  inscription  I  believe  Imperial ;  and  inscribed 
by  Napoleon  the  First.  It  is  time  to  continue  to  him  the  title 
— tiiere  will  be  a  second  by  and  bye,  "  Spes  altera  mundi,"  if 
he  live  :  let  him  not  defeat  it  like  his  father.  But  in  any  case 
he  will  be  preferable  to  the  Imbeciles.  There  is  a  glorious 
field  for  him,  if  he  know  how  to  cultivate  it. 

(5)  "Though  ye  laitie ihe  winds  and  bid  them  fight 
**  Against  the  c/it(rches." — Macbeth. 

(6)  In  French  "  mobilite.''  I  am  not  sure  that  mobility  is 
English  ;  but  it  is  expressive  of  a  quality  which  rather  belongs 
to  other  climates,  though  it  is  sometimes  seen  to  a  great  extent 
in  our  own.  It  may  be  defined  as  an  excessive  susceptibility 
oT  immediate  impressions — at  the  same  time  without  losing  the 
past ;  and  is,  though  sometimes  apparently  useful  to  the  pos- 
ses«)r,  a  most  painful  unhappy  attribute. 

(7)  "  Curioso  felicitas.'' — Petronius  Arbiter. 

(8)  See  the  account  of  the  Ghost  of  the  Uncle  of  Prince 
Charles  of  Saxony  raised  by  Schroepfer — Karl— Karl— was— 
wait  wolt  micb ':" 

(9)  "  S/iadoivs  io-night 

"  Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
"  Than  c-an  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers,  Ac. 

See  Richard  III. 


END  OF  DON  JUAN. 
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'« Now  the  SL^rpent  was  more  subtil  thun  auy  beast  of  the 
field  which  Ihe  Lord  God  had  mude," 

Gen,  iii.  1. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.E. 
MEN.  SPIRITS.  WOMEN. 


Adam. 

Cain. 

Abel. 


Angel  of  the  Lord. 
Lucifer. 


Eve. 
Adah. 

ZiLLAH. 


ACT   I. 

SceneI. —  The  Land  without  Paradise — Tiyne,  Su/erise.  Adajc, 
ErE,  Caix,  Abel,  Adah,  Zillah,  offering  a  Saai/ice. 

Adam.  God,  the  Eternal!  Infinite!  All- Wise  !  — 
Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  did'st  malce 
Light  on  the  .waters  with  a  word — all  hail ! 
Johovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hail ! 

Eve.  God !  who  did'st  name  the  duj",  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never  — 
Who  did'st  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament — all  hail ! 

Abel.  God !  who  did'st  call  the  elements  into 
Earth— ocean— air— juid  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds  which  these  illumiiuite 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them, 
And  love  both  them  and  thee — all  hail !  all  hail ! 

Adah.  God  the  Eternal !  parent  of  all  things  I 
Who  did'st  create  these  best  and  .beauteous  beings, 
To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee— 
Let  me  love  thee  and  them  : — All  hail !  all  hail ; 

ZUlah.  Oh,  God  I  who  loving,  making,  blessing  all. 
Yet  did'st  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in, 
And  dcive  my  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
Keep  us  from  further  evil :     Had  !  all  hail ! 
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u4dam.  Son  Cain,  my  first-born,  vberefore  art  tbou  silent ! 

Cam.  Wby  should  1  speak  ? 

j4dam.  To  pray.  , 

Cain.  Have  ye  not  pray'd  ? 

Adam.  We  have  most  ferveMtly. 

Cain.  And  loudly  I 

Hare  heard  you. 

Adam.  So  will  God,  I  trust. 

Cain.  Amen  ! 

Adam.  But  thou,  my  eldest-born,  art  silent  still. 

Cain.     'Tis  better  I  should  be  so. 

Adam.  Wherefore  so  ? 

Cuin.  I  have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam*  Nor  uught  to  thank  for  ? 

Cain.  No. 

Adam,  Dost  thou  not  live  ? 

Cain,  Must  I  not  die  ? 

Eve.  Alas ! 

The  Iruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fall. 

Adam.  And  we  must  gather  it  Again. 

Oh,  God !  why  did'st  thou  plant  the  tree  of  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  And  wherefore  pluck'd  ye  not  the  tree  of  life  ? 
Ye  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.  Oh  !  my  son, 

Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpent's  words. 

Cain.  Why  not  ? 

The  snake  spoke  truth  :  it  was  the  tree  of  knowledge  ; 
It  was  the  tree  of  life:  knowledge  is  good, 
And  life  is  good  :  and  how  can  both  be  evil  ? 

Eve.  My  boy  !  thou  speakest  as  I  spoke  in  sin, 
Bel'ore  thy  birth:  let  me  not  see  renew'd 
Lly  misery  in  thine.     J  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  fall  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
W^hich  e't'D  in  Paradise  destroy'd  his  parents. 
Clontent  thee  with  what  is.     Had  we  been  so, 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented.     Oh,  my  son  t 
Adam.  Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  hence, 
Each  to  his  task  of  toil — not  heavy,  though 
Keedful ;  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us  kindly 
Her  fruits  with  little  labour. 

Eve.  Cain,  my  son, 

Behold  thy  father  cheerful  andresign'd. 
And  do  as  he  doth. 

Ea.it  Adam  and  Eve. 

Zillah.  Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

Ahel.  Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow, 
"Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
Tiie  eternal  anprer. 
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AddJi.  My  beloved  Cain, 

Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me  ? 

Cain.  No,  Adah  !  no  ; 

I  fain  would  be  alone  a  little  while. 
Abel,  I'm  sick  at  heart ;  but  it  will  pass : 
Precede  me,  brother. — I  will  follow  shortly. 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind ; 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met : 
I  '11  follow  you  anon. 

Adah.  If  not,  I  will 

Return  to  seek  you  here. 

Abel.  The  peace  of  Gcd 

Be  on  your  spririt,  brother ! 

Exit  Abel,  Zillah,  and  AnAH. 

Cain,  (solus.)  And  this  is 
Life  ! — Toil !  and  wherefore  should  I  toil?  because 
My  father  could  not  keep  his  place  in  Eden. 
What  had  /  done  in  this  ? — I  was  unborn 
I  sought  not  to  be  born ;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.     Why  did  he 
Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman  ?  or 
Yielding,  why  suffer  ?  what  was  there  in  this  ? 
The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  ? 
If  nof,  why  place  him  near  it,  where  it  grew, 
The  fairest  in  the  centre  ?  They  have  but 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  "  'twas  Ms  will. 
And /^e  is  good*"     How  know  I  that?     Because 
He  is  all-powerful,  must  all-good,  too,  follow  ? 
I  juJge  but  by  the  fruits — and  they  are  bitt+!r — 
Which  I  must  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here  ?     A  shape  like  to  the  angels, 
Yet  of  a  sterner  and  a  sadder  aspect 
Of  spiritual  essence  :  why  do  I  quake  ? 
Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits, 
^\'■hom  I  see  daily  wave  their  fiery  swords 
Before  the  gates  round  which  f  linger  oft, 
Jn  twilight's  hour,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 
Gardens  which  are  my  just  inheritance, 
Ere  the  night  closes  o'er  the  inhibited  walls 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 
The  cherubim-defended  battlements  ? 
If  I  shrink  not  from  these,  the  fire-armed  angels, 
Why  should  I  quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  ? 
Yet  he  seems  mightier  far  than  them,  nor  less 
Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
As  he  hath  been,  and  might  be— isorrow  seems 
Half  of  his  immortality.     And  is  it 
So  ?  and  can  aught  grieve  save  humanity  ? 
He  Cometh. 

2  Y  2 
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Enter  Lucifer, 
Lucifer.  Mortal ! 

Cain,  Spirit  who  art  thou  ? 

I/iicifer'  Master  of  Spirits. 

Cam.  And  being  so,  cans'tthou 

Leave  them,  and  walk  with  dust  ? 

Lucifer.  I  know  the  thoughts 

Df  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

Cain.  How ! 

You  know  my  Ihovights  ? 

Lvcifer.  They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 

Worthy  of  thought ;— 'tis  your  Immortal  part 
Which  speaks  within  you.     ' 

Cain.  What  immortal  part  ? 

This  has  not  been  revealM  :  the  tree  of  life 
"Was  withheld  irora  us  by  my  father's  folly. 
While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's  haste 
Was  pluck'd  too  soon  ;  and  all  the  fruit  is  death  ! 

Lucifer.  They  have  deceiv'd  thee  ;  thou  shalt  live. 

Cain.  I  live. 

But  live  to  die  :  and,  living,  see  nothing 
To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  innate  clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  yet  all  invincible 
Instinct  of  life,  Which  1  abhor,  as  T 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  overcome — 
And  so  I  live.     Would  I  had  never  lived  ! 

Lueifer.  Thou  livest,  and  must  live  for  ever :  think  not 
The  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  cov'ring,  is 
Kxistence — it  will  cease,  and  tliou  wilt  be 
No  less  than  thou  art  now- 

Cain.  jSo  less  !  and  why 

!No  more. 

Lucifer  It  may  be  thou  shalt  be  as  we. 

Cain.  And  ye? 

Lucifer.  Are  everlasting. 

Cain.  Are  ye  happy  ? 

Lucifer.  We  are  mighty. 

CaiU'  Are  ye  happy? 

Lucifer.  No  :  art  thou  ? 

Cain.  How  should  1  be  so  ?     Look  on  roe ! 

Lucifer.  Poor  clay ! 

And  thou  pretendest  to  be  wretched  !  Thou  ! 

Cain.  lam:  and  thou,  with  all  thy  might,  what  art  thou 

Lacifer.  One  who  aspired  to  beAvhat  made  thee,  and 
Would  not  have  made  tliee  what  thou  art. 

Cniny                    Ab  ! 
I'hou  look'st  almost  a  god  ;  and 

Lucifer.  I  am  none  : 

Aiui  Liiving  fail'd  to  be  one,  would  be  aougbt 


CAIN.  62i 

Save  what  I  am.     He  conriuerM  ;  let  him  reign  ! 

(kun.  Who? 

Lucifer.  Thy  sire's  Maker,  and  the  earth's. 

Cain .  A  n  d  h  e  a ve  n '  s, 

And  all  that  in  them  is.     So  1  have  heard 
■Ills  seraphs  sing  ;  and  so  my  father  saith. 

Lucifer.  They  say — what  they  must  sing  and  say,  cm  pni/i    ^ 
Of  being  that  which  I  am — and  thou  art —  ~~- 

Of  Spirits  and  of  men. 

Cain.  And  what  is  that? 

Lucifer,  Souls  who  dare  use  their  immortality — 
Souls  who  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  good  !   If  he  has  made, 
As  he  saith— which  I  know  nut,  nor  believe — 
But,  if  he  made  us — he  cannot  unmake  : 
We  are  immortal  !— nay,  he'd  have  us  so, 
That  he  may  torture  :  let  him  !     He  is  great. 
But,  in  his  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
We  in  our  conflict !  goodness  would  not  make 
Evil;  and  what  else  hath  he  made  ?     But  let  liinj 
Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throne. 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 
Lessburlhensome  to  his  immense  existence 
And  unparticipated  solitude  ! 
Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb:  lie  is  alone 
Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant! 
Could  he  hut  crush  himself,  'twere  the  best  boon 
-He  ever  granted  ;  but  let  him  reign  on. 
And  mulli[)ly  himself  in  misery  I 
S[)irits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathise  ; 
And,  sutrering  in  concert,  make  our  paug;, 
Innumerable,  more  endurable, 
By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 
V/ilh  all  !     But  He  I  so  wretched  in  his  height, 
fio  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  still 
Cerate,  and  re-create 

Cain.  Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  long  have  swt;in 
In  visions  through  my  thoughts ;  I  never  couK! 
Reconcile  what  1  saw  witli  what  I  heard. 
My  fother  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 
Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees  :  I  see 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
(Juarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim, 
\\'hioh  shut  them  out,  and  me  :   I  feel  the  weiglit 
Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought :  I  look 
Around  a  world  where  I  seem  nothing,  witli 
Thouglits  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Cjuld  mj'.s'i'cr  all  things; — but  1  thought, alone 
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This  misery  was  ynine.  -^ly  father  is 
Tamed  down  ;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  miiiJ 
Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 
Of  an  eternal  corse  5  my  brother  is 
A  watching  sheiiherd  boy,  who  oflers  up 
The  firstlings  of  the  flocks  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat ; 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
Than  the  birds'  matins  ;  and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 
The  mind  which  overwhelms  me  :  never  till 
P^'ow  mt>l  I  aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 
|_'Tis  well — I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. , 

Lucifer,  And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine  ov  n  soul 
For  such  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  belore  thee  as  I  am  :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 
Cain.  Ah!  didst  ^/t's;^  tempt  my  mother  ? 
Lucifer.  1  tempt  none. 

Save  with  tlie  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  ?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful  ?    Did  1  bid  her  pluck  them  not? 
Did  /plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious 
By  their  own  innocence  ?     I  would  have  made  ye 
Gods:  and  even  He  who  thrust  ye  forth,  so  thrust  ye, 
Because  "ye  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life, 
"  And  become  gods  as  we."     VVere  those  his  words  ? 

C<dn.  The.y  were,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who  heard  them 
In  thunder. 

Lucifer.  Then  who  was  the  demon  ?     He 

Who  would  not  let  you  live,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  Would  they  had  snatch'd  both 

The  fruits,  or  neither ! 

Lucifer..  One  is  yours  already, 

The  other  may  be  still. 
Cnin.  How  so  ? 

Lucift'r.  By  being 

Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.     Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things— 'tis  made 
To  sway. 

Cain.  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  ? 

Lucifer.  I  ? 

Poor  clay  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how  ? 
Cain.  They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spirit. 

Lucifer.  Who 
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Sailh  that  ?  it  is  not  written  so  on  high 
The  proud  one  will  not  so  far  falsify, 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
His  own  low  failing.     The  snake  was  the  snake — 
No  more  ;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he  tempted, 
In  nature  being  earth  also — more  in  ivisdom, 
Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Thitik'st  thou  Pd  take  the  shape  of  things  that  die  ? 

Cain.     But  the  thing  had  a  demon  ? 

Lucifer.  He  but  woke  one 

In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue, 
i  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent :  usk  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  templing  tree.     \Yhea  thousand  t^e« 
Have  roU'd  o'er  your  dead  ashes,  and  your  seed's, 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a  shape  I  scorn,  as  scorn  I  all 
That  bows  to  him,  who  made  things  but  to  bend 
Before  his  sullen,  sole  eternity ; 
But  we  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  it.     Thy 
Fond  parents  listened  to  a  creeping  thing, 
And  fell.     For  what  should  spirits  tempt  them  ?      What 
Was  their  envy  to  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Space but  I  speak  to  thee  of  what  thou  know'st  not, 

With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

Cain.  But  thou  canst  not 

\Si>eak  aught  of  knowledge  which  jl  would  not  know, 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 

Lucifer.  And  heart  to  look  on  ? 

Cain.  Be  it  proved. 

Lvcifer.     Dar'stthou  to  look  on  Death? 

CaJn.  He  has  not  yet 

Be«n  seen. 

Lucifer.     But  must  be  undergone. 

Cain.  My  lather 

Says  he  is  something  dreadful,  and  my  mother 
Weeps  when  he's  named;  and  Abel  lifts  his  eyec 
To  heaven,  and  Zillah  casts  her  eyes  to  the  earth. 
And  sighs  a  prayer  j  and  Adah  loolcs  on  me. 
And  speaks  not. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  unspeakable 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I  heax 
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Of  this  Almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems, 
Inevitable.     Could  I  wrestle  with  him  ? 
I  wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a  boy, 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

Luci/er.     It  has  no  shape  but  will  absorb  all  things 
That  bear  the  form  of  earth  born  being. 

Cain.  Ah ! 

I  thought  it  was  a  being  :  who  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being  ? 
Lucifer.  Ask  the  Destroyer. 

Cain.  Who  ? 

Jjucifer,  The  Maker— call  him 

Which  name  thou  wilt ;  he  makes  but  to  destroy. 
,     Cain.    I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it,  since  \  heard 
Of  Death  ;  although  I  know  not  what  it  is, 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.     I  have  look'd  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him  \ 
And  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  nrabrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequer'd 
By  the  far  flashing  of  the  cherubs'  swords, 
I  watch'd  for  what  I  thought  his  coming  ; 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  'twas  which  shook  us  all — but  nothing  came. 
And  then  I  turned  my  weary  eyes  from  oflf 
Oar  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  azure. 
Which  are  so  beautiful  :  shall  they,  too,  die  ? 
Lucifer.    Perhaps — but  long  outlive  both  thine  and 

thee. 
Cain.    I'm  glad  of  that ;  1  would  not  have  them  die, 
They  are  so  lovely.     What  is  death?  I  fear, 
I  feel  it  is  a  dreadful  thin^;  but  what 
I  cannot  compass  :  'tis  denounced  against  u«, 
Both  them  who  sinn'd  and  sinn'd  not,  as  an  ill — 
What  ill  ? 
Lucifer.  To  be  resolved  into  the  earth. 

C^n.    But  shall  T  know  it  ? 
Liieifer.  As  I  know  not  death, 

'I  cannot  answer. 

Cain.  Were  T  quiet  earth, 

That  were  no  evil:  woulJ  1  ne'er  had' been 
Aught  else  but  dust  I 

iMcifer.  That  is  a  groVllng  wish — 

Less  than  thy  father's  for  he  wish'd  to  know — 

Cain.    But  jiot  to  live,  or  wherefore  pluck'd  benot 
The  life-tree  ? 
Lucifer  He  was  hinder'd. 

Cain.  Deadly  error ! 

Hot  to  snatch  first  that  fruit : — but  ere  he  plack'd 
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The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  deaths 
Alas  !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is, 
And  yet  I  fear  it — fear  I  know  not  what 

Lucifer.     And  I  who  know  all  things  fear  nothing,  see 
What  is  true  knowledge. 

Cain.  Wilt  thou  teach  me  oil  ? 

Lucifer,     Ay,  upon  one  coDdition. 
Cain.  Name  it. 

Lucifer.  That 

Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me  thy  Lord. 
Cain.    Thou  art  not  the  Lord  ray  father  vTorships. 
Lvcifer,  No. 

Cain.     His  equal  ? 

Ljicifer.    No  : — I  have  nought  in  common  with  him  ! 
Nor  would  :  I  would  be  aught  above — beneath 
Aught  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.     T  dwell  apart  but  I  am  great ; — 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  mor« 
Who  shall — be  thou  amongst  the  first. 

Cain.  I  never 

As  yet  have  bow'd  unto  my  father's  God, 
Although  my  brother  Abel  oft  implore* 
That  I  would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice  ; 
Why  should  1  bow  to  thee  ? 

Lucifer,  Hast  thou  ne'er  bow'd 

To  him  ? 

Cain.  Have  I  not  said  it  ? — need  I  say  it  ? 

Cook!  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teacb  thee  that  ? 
Lucifer.     He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  me  ! 
Cain.        But  I  will  bend  to  neither. 
Lucifer.  Ne'erlheless, 

Thou  art  my  worshipper  :  not  worshipping 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 
Cairu  And  what  is  that  ? 

Lucifer.    Thou'lt  know  here  and  hereafter. 
Cain.  Let  me  but 

Be  taught  the  mystery  of  my  being. 

Lucifer.  Follow 

Where  I  will  lead  thee. 
Cain.     But  I  must  retire 

To  till  the  earth  for  I  had  promised 

Lucifer.  What  ? 

Cain.  To  cull  some  fruits. 

Lucifer.  VVhy  ? 

Cam.  To  ofler  up 

With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucifer*  Saidst  thou  not 

Thou  ne'er  hadstbentlo  him  who  made  Ihea  ? 
Cain^  Yes — 
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But  Abel's  earnest  prayer  has  wrought  upon  me  ; 
The  offering  is  more  his  than  mine — and  Adah— 
Lucifer-     Why  dost  thou  hesitate  ? 
Cain.  She  is  my  sister, 

Born  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb  ; 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise;  and 
Rather  than  see  her  weep,  I  would,  methinks. 
Bear  all— and  worship  aught. 
Lucifer.  Then  follow  me ! 

Cain.     I  will. 

Enter  Adah. 
Adah,  My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee  j 

It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy— and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.     Thou  hast  labour'd  not 
This  morn  ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task  ;  the  fruits 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which  ripens  : 
Come  away. 
Cain.  See'st  thou  not  ? 

Adah.  I  see  an  angel : 

We  have  seen  many :  will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest ;  he  is  welcome. 

Cftin.  But  he  is  not  like 

The  angels  we  have  seen. 

Adah.  Are  there,  then,  others? 

But  he  is  welcome,  as  they  were  :  they  deign'd 
To  be  our  guests — will  he  ? 
Cain,  (To  Lucifer.)  Wilt  thou  ? 
Lucifer.  I  ask 

Thee  to  be  mine. 
Cain.  I  must  away  with  him. 

AdaJi.  And  leave  us  ? 
Cain.  Ay. 

AdaJi.  And  me  ? 

Cain.  Beloved  Adah  ! 

Adah.  Let  me  go  with  thee. 
Lucifer.  No,  she  must  not. 

Adah,  Who 

Art  thou  that  steppest  between  heart  and  heart  ? 
Cain.  He  is  a  god. 

Adah.  How  know'st  thou  ? 

Cain.  He  speaks  like 

A  god. 
Adah.  So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 

Lucifer.    Thou  errest,  Adah  !— was  not  the  tree  Uiat 
Of  knowledge  ; 
Adah.  Ay— to  our  eternal  sorrow. 

Lvcifer.  And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge— so  he  Jied  not 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  'twas  with  trulh  5 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 
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Adah.  But  nil  we  know  of  it  luis  gather'd 

Evil  on  ill ;  expulsion  from  our  home, 
And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  heaviness; 
Remorse  of  that  which  was— and  hojje  of  that 
Which  Cometh  not.     Cain  !  walk  not  with  this  spirit. 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  love  me— I 
Love  thee. 

Lucifer.  More  than  thy  mother  and  thy  sire? 

Adah.     I  do.     Is  that  a  sin  too  ? 

Lucifer'  No,  not  yet; 

It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

Adah.  What ! 

Must  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Enoch? 

Lucifev'  Not  as  thou  lovest  Cain. 

Adah.  Oh,  my  God  ! 

Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things  that  love 
Out  of  their  love?  have  they  not  drawn  their  milk 
Out  of  this  bosom?  was  not  he,  Iheir father. 
Born  of  the  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
With  me  I  did  we  not  love  eacJi  other  ?  and 
^Jn  multiplying  our  being  nndtii)ly 
'  Things  which  will  love  each  oilier  as  we  love 
Them  ? — And  as  I  love  thee,  my  Cain  !  go  not 
Forth  with  this  spirit ;  he  is  not  of  ours. 

Lucifer.     The  sin  is  not  of  my  making, 
And  cannot  be  a  sin  in  you~whate'er 
It  seem  in  those  who  will  replace  you  in 
Mortality. 

Adah.  What  is  llie  sin  which  is  not 

Sin  in  itself  ?  Can  circumstance  make  sin 
Or  virtue  ? — if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slaves 
Of 

Lucifer.     Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaves  ;  and  higher 
Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  independency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation 
In  hymns  and  harpings,  and  self  seeking  prayers 
To  that  which  is  on)!iipotent,  because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  from  love, 
But  terror  and  self-hope. 

Adah.  Omnipotence 

Must  be  all  goodness. 

Lucifer.  Was  it  so  in  Eden  ? 

Adah.     Fiend  !  tempt  me  not  with  beauty;  thou  art  fairer 
Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 

Lucifer.  As  true. 

Ask  Eve,  jour  mother  :  bears  she  not  the  knowledge 
Of  good  and  evil? 

Adah.  Oh,  my  mother,  thou 

VOL.  II.  2  Z 
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Hast  pluck'd  a  fruit  more  fatal  to  thine  offspring  ij 

Than   to  thyself  ;  thou  at  least  hast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  happy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits  : 
But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  wlio  assume 
The  words  of  God,  and  tempt  «s  with  our  own 
Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
Wert  work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 
And  heedless,  harmless,  wantonness  of  bliss. 
1  cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
Which  stands  before  me ;  I  cannot  abhor  him ; 
I  look  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fear, 
And  yet  1  fly  not  from  him  ;  in  his  eye 
There  is  a  fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his  j  my  heart 
Beats  quick  ;  he  awes  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near, 
Nearer,  and  nearer:  Cain— Cain-  save  me  from  him  ' 
Cain.     What  dreads  my  Adah  ?  This  is  no  ill  spirit, 
Adah-     He  is  not  God — nor  God's  ;  I  have  beheld 
The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs ;  he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

Cain.  But  there  are  spirits  loftier  still — 

The  archangels. 

Lucifer.     And  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 
Adah.  Ay — but  not  blessed. 

Lucifer.  If  the  blessedness 

Consists  in  slavery— no. 

Adah.  I  have  heard  it  said, 

The  seraphs /oi'e  mo*^— thecherubims  hioiv  most— 
And  this  should  be  a  cherub— since  he  loves  not. 

Lucifer.    And  if  the  higher  knowledge  quenches  lore. 
What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when  known 
Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least, 
The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance: 
That  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  tby  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge— since  there  is 
No  other  choice  :  your  sire  hath  chosen  already ; 
His  worship  is  but  fear. 

Adah.  Oh,  Cain,  choose  love. 

Caiti.    For  thee,  my  Adah,  I  choose  not — itweis 
Born  with  me— but  T  love  nought  else. 
Adah.  Our  parents. 

Cain.    Did  they  love  us  when  they  snatch'd  from  the  tree 
That  which  hath  driven  us  all  from  Paradise? 

Adah.     We  were  not  born  then — and  if  we  had  been, 
Should  we  not  love  them,  and  our  children,  Cain  ? 
Cain.    My  little  Enoch  !  und  his  lisping  sister  ! 
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Could  I  but  deem  them  happy,  I  would  ti.ilf 
Forc^et  —but  it  can  never  be  lorgotlen 
Through  thrice  a  thousand  generations  !  never 
Shall  men  love  the  remem!)rance  of  the  man 
^Vho  sow'd  the  seed  ot  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour!  theypluck'd  the  tree  of  science 
And  sin  -  and  not  contenr  wilh  tht  ir  own  sorrow, 
Begot  me— thee  -and  all  the  few  that  are, 
And  all  the  \nuHimber'd  and  innumerable 
Multitudes,  millions,  nivriads,  whicii  may  be 
To  inherit  agonies  accumulated  y" 

By  ages  ! — and  1  must  be  the  sire  of  such  things  i 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  love— my  love  and  joy. 
The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placiti  hour. 
All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other, 
But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  years 
Of  sin  and  pain — or  few,  but  still  of  .sorrow 

Intercheck'd  with  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure, 

To  Death — the  unknown  !     Methinks  the  tree  of  knowledge: 

Hath  not  fulfilled  its  promise  ;  if  they  sinn'd 

At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all  things  that  are 

Of  knowledge— and  the  mystery  of  death. 

What  do  they  know  ?— that  they  are  miserable. 

What  need  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach  us  that? 
Adah.    I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thou 

Wert  happy— 

Cain.  Re  thou  h;q)py  then  alone f 

I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness,  \' 

Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 
Adah,  Alone  I  could  not, 

Nor  would  be  happy  ;  but  with  those  around  us, 

1  think  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death, 

Which  as  I  know  it   not,  I  dread  not,  though 

It  seems  an  awful  shadow— if  I  may 

Judge  from  what  I've  heard. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  couldst  not 

Alone y  thou  say'st,  be  happy  ? 

Adah.  Alone!  Oh  my  God  ! 

Who  could  be  happy  and  alone,  or  good  ? 

To  me  ray  solitude  seems  sin  :  unless 

When  I  think  how  soon  I  shall  see  my  brother, 

His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our  parents. 

Lucifer.    Yet  thy  God  is  alone,  and  is  he  happy  ? 
Lonely  and  good  ? 
Adah.  He  is  not  so  ;  he  hath 

The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy, 

And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy  I 

What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy  ? 
Lucifer.     Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh  from  Eden  ; 
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Or  of  his  first  born  son  j  ask  your  own  heart ; 
It  is  not  tranquil. 

Adah.  Alas  !  no  ;  and  you — 

Are  you  of  heaven  ? 

Lucifer.  If  I  am  not,  inquire 

The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness 
(VVhich  you  proclaim)  of  the  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  and  living  things  ;  it  is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.     We  must  bear. 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vain, 
His  seraphs  say ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without  ;  there  is 
A  wisdom  in  the  spirrt,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  young  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
The  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the  morn. 

Adah.     It  is  a  beautiful  star  \  I  love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

Lucifer.  And  why  not  adore  ? 

Adah.  Our  father 

Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

Lucifer.  But  the  symbols 

Of  the  Invisible  are  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible  ;  and  yon  bright  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

Adah.  Our  father 

Saith  that  he  has  beheld  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mother. — 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou-  seen  him  ? 

Adah.  Yes— in  his  works. 

L?icifer.  But  in  his  being  ? 

Adah.  No- 

Save  in  my  father,  who  is  God's  own  image  ; 
Or  in  his  angels  who  are  like  to  Ihee — 
And  brighter,  yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 
III  seeming  ;  as  the  silent  sunny  noon, 
AU  ligl^t  they  look  upon  us  ;  but  thoii  seem'st 
Like  an  ethereal  nigiit,  where  long  white  clouds 
S;reak  the  deep  purple,  and  unnumberM  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  and  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be  suns  ; 
So  beautiful,  unnumber'd,  and  endearing, 
Not  dazzling,  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them. 
They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost  thou. 
Thou  seem^st  unhappy  !  (To  not  make  us  so, 
A\m\  I  will  weep  lor  thee. 

Lucifer.  Alas  !  those  tears  ! 

Could 'St  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will  be  shed- 

Adah,     By  me  ? 
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Lucifer.  By  all. 

Adah,  What  all  ? 

Lucifer*  The  million  millions — 

The  myriad  myriads — the  all  peopled  earth — 
The  unpeopled  earth — and  the  o'erpeopled  hell, 
On  which  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

Adah.  Oh,  Cain?     ' 

This  spirit  curseth  us. 

Cain.  Let  him  say  on  ; 

Him  will  I  follow. 

Adah.  Whither? 

Lucifer.  To  a  place 

IVhence  he  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour  5 
But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 

Adah.     How  can  that  be  ? 

Lucifer.  Did  not  your  Maker  make 

Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  a  few  dnys  ? 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work, 
Show  ill  an  hour   what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  destroyed  in  few  ? 

Cain.  Lead  on, 

Adah.      '  Will  he 

In  sooih  return  within  an  hour. 

Lucifer.  He  shall. 

With  us  acts  are  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 
Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity  ; 
VVe  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement — 
But  Ihat's  a  m5'stery.    Cain  come  on  with  me. 

Adah.     Will  he  return  ? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  woman !  he  alone 

Of  mortals  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  save  one) — shall  comeback  to  thee 
To  make  that  silent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  as  this :  at  present  there 
Are  few  inhabitants. 

Adah.  Where  dwellest  thou  ? 

Lucifer.     Throughout  all  space.     Where  should  I  dwill 
Where  are 
Thy  God  or  Gods — there  am  I :  all  things  are 
Divided  with  me;  lil'e  and  death — and  time — 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth — and  thaJ 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled  with 
Those  who  once  peopled  or  shall  people  both — 
These  are  my  realms  !   So  that  1  do  divide 
His,  and  possess  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
His.     If  I  were  not  that  which  I  have  said. 
Could  I  stand  here  ?     His  angels  are  withio 
Your  vision. 

2  Z  2 
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Adah.  So  they  were  v.  hen  the  /air  serpent 

Spoke  with  our  mother  first. 

Lucifer.  Cain  thou  hiulst  heard. 

If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
That  thirst ;  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 
^V'hich  shall  deprive  thee  of  a  single  good 
The  conqueror  has  lelt  thee.     Follow  me. 
Cain.  Spirit,  I  have  said  it. 

[Exeunt  Luciver  and  Ciivs 
Adah  (follows  exclaiming) 

Cain!  my  brother!   Cain! 


ACT    II. 

ScEXE  I.—  The  Jhyss  of  Space. 

Cniu.     I  tread  on  air,  and  sink  not :  yet  J  fear 
To  >ii,k. 

Ivcifer.  Have  faith  in  me,  and  tboa  shall  be 

J3orne  on  the  air,  of  which  I  am  the  prince. 

Cain.      Can  I  do  so  without  impiety. 

Lucifer.     Believe  and  sink  not  !  doubt  and  perish  !  thas 
Would  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God 
Who  names  me  demon  to  his  angels  !  they 
Echo  the  «ound  to  miserable  things, 
Which  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shallow  senses, 
Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear,  and  deem 
Evil  or  good  what  is  proclaim'd  to  them 
III  their  abasement.     I  will  have  none  such  ; 
Worsiiip  or  worship  not,  thou  shalt  behold 
The  worlds  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
Amerced,  for  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life, 
Witii  torture  of  my  dooming.     There  will  come 
An  hour,  when  toss'd  upon  some  water  drops, 
A  man  shall  say  to  a  mi;n,  "  Believe  in  me. 
And  walk  the  waters  ;"  and  the  man  shall  walk 
The  billows  and  be  safe.     /  will  not  say 
Believe  in  me^  as  a  conditional  creed 
To  save  thee  ;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
What  thou  dar'st  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and'  of  i'uture  worlds. 

Cain.  Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art,  . 
Is  yon  our  earth  ? 

Lucifer.  Dost  thou  not  recognise 

The  dust  v»hich  formed  your  father? 

Cain-  Can  it  be  ? 
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Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether, 
Wich  an  inferior  circle  near  it  still, 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night  ? 
Is  this  our  Paradise  ?     Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them  ? 

Lucifer.  Point  me  out  the  site 

Of  Paradise. 

Cain.  How  should  I  ?     As  we  move 

Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller, 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars,  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise  : 
Methinks  they  both  as  we  recede  from  them, 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are  around  us ;  and,  as  we  move  on. 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Lucifer.  And  if  there  should  be 

Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth, 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 
All  living,  and  all  doomM  to  death,  and  wretched. 
What  wouldst  thou  think  ? 

Cain.  I  should  be  proud  of  thought 

Which  knew  such  things.' 

Lucifer.  But  if  that  high  thought  were 

LinkM  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and, 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things, 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chain'd  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants. 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  fore-doom'd  to  be 

As  frail,  and  few  so  happy 

Cuin.  Spirit!   I 

Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a  dreadful  thir>g 
Of  which  f  have  heard  my  parents  speak,  as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  them 
No  less  than  life?  a  heritage  not  happy, 
Tf  I  may  judge  till  now.     But  spirit !   if 
It  be,  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I  within 
Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth, J 
Here  let  me  die  :  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 
Methinks  is  merely  propagating  death, 
And  multiplying  murder. 

Lucifer.  Thou  canst  not 
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All  die— there  is  what  must  survive^ 

Cain.  The  Other 

Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.     But  at  least 
Let  what  is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  the  rest  as  angels  are. 
Lucifer.  I  am  angelic  :  wouldst  thou  be  as  I  am  ! 
Cain.     I  know  not  what  thou  art :  I  see  thy  power, 
And  see  thou  show'st  me  things  beyond  my  power. 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  born  faculties 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  ray  conceptions. 

Lucifer.  What  are  they,  which  dwell 

So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay  ? 

Cain.  And  what  art  thou  who  dwellest 

So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immortality — and  yet 
Seem'st  sorrowful? 

Lucifer.  I  seem  that  which  I  am  ; 

And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
•  Wouldst  be  immortal  ? 

Cai7i.  Thou  hast  said,  I  must  be 

Immortal  in  despite  of  me.     I  knew  not 
This  until  lately— but  since  it  must  be. 
Let  me,  or  happy,  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 
Lucifer.  Thou  didst  before  I  came  upon  thee. 
Cain,  How? 

Lucifer.  Bysuflfering. 

Cain.  And  must  torture  be  immortal  ? 

Lucifer.  We  and  thy  sons  will  try.     But  now,  behold  I 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

Cain.  Oh,  thou  beautiful 

And  unimaginable  ether  !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-increasing  lights !  what  are  ye  ?  wtiat 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  ? 
Is  your  course  measured  lor  ye?     Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry, 
Through  an  a"erial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  ! 
Oh  God  !  Oh  God  !  or  whatsoever  ye  are  I 
How  beautiful  ye  are  !  how  beautiful 
Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 
They  may  be  !     Let  me  die,  as  atomi  die. 
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(If  (hat  they  die)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge  ?  My  thoughts  are  not  in  this  hour 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  my  dust  is  ; 
Spirit !  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

Luciftr.  Art  thou  not  nearer?  look  back  to  tliine  earth  I 

ikun.    ^Vhere  is  it?  I  see  nothing  save  a  mass 
Of  most  innumerable  lights. 

Liccifcr.  Look  there  ! 

Cain.  I  cannot  see  it. 

Lucifer.  Yet  it  sparkles  still. 

Cain,   What,  yonder ! 

Lucifer.  Yea. 

C-ain,  AfK\  wilt  thou  tell  me  so  ? 

Why,  I  have  seen  the  fire-flies  and  fire-worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green  banks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  bears  them. 

Liicifer.^  Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  worlds, 

Each  bright  and  sparkling,— what  dost  think  of  them  ? 
^  Cain.  That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere, 
\And  that  the  night,  which  makes  both  beautiful 
The  little  shining  fire-fly  in  its  flight, 
And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  course, 
Must  both  be  guided. 

Lucifer.  "But  by  whom  or  what  ? 

Cain.  Show  me. 

Ltimfer.  Dar'st  thou  behoM  ? 

Cain.  How  know  I  what 

I  dare  behold  ?  as  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 
I  dare  not  gaze  on  further. 

Lucifer.  On,  then,  with  me. 
^f  oulJst  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal  * 

Cain.  Why,  what  are  things? 

Lucifer.  Both  partly  :  but  what  doth 

Sit  next  thy  heart  ? 

C4iin.  The  things  I  see. 

Lucifer.  But  what 

fkite nearest  it? 

Quin.  The  things  I  have  not  seen^ 

Nor  ever  shall— the  mysteries  of  death. 

Lucifer.  What,  if  I  show  to  th-^e  things  which  have  died, 
As  f  have  shown  the?  much  which  cannot  die  ? 

Cain.  Do  so. 

Lucifer.  Away,  then  !  on  out  mighty  wingg. 

Cain.  O'l '   how  we  cleave  the  blue  !  The  stars  fade  from  os  ! 
The  earth  I  where  is  my  earth  ?  let  me  look  on  it, 
For  I  was  made  of  it. 

lAicifer.  'Tis  now  beyond  thee. 

Less  in  the  universe,  than  thou  in  it  ; 
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Yet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it ;  thou 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earth,  and  all  its  dust ; 
' Tis  part  of  tby  eternity,  and  mine. 
Cai/i.  Where  dost  thou  lead  me  ? 
Lucifer.  To  what  was  before  thee  ! 

The  phantasm  of  the  world  ;    of  which  thy  world 
Is  but  the  wreck. 

Cain.  What !  is  it  not  then  new? 

Lueifer.  No  more  than  life  is  ;  and  that  was  ere  thou 
Or  /were,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 
Greater  than  either  :  many  things  will  have 
No  end  ;  and  some,  which  would  pretend  to  have 
Had  no  beginning,  have  liad  one  as  mean 
As  thou  :  and  mightier  things  have  been  extinct 
To  make  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
Surmise  ;  for  moments  only  and  tlie  njmce 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  unchangeable. 
But  changes  make  not  death,  except  to  clay  ; 
But  thou  art  clay — and  canst  but  comprehend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt  behold. 
Cain.  Clay,  spirit !   What  thou  wilt,  I  can  survey. 
Lucifer,  Away,  then  1 

Cain.  But  the  lights  fade  from  me  fast, 

And  some  till  now  grew  larger  us  we  approach'd, 
And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 

Lucifer.  And  such  they  are, 

Cain.  And  Edens  in  them  ? 
Lucifer,  It  may  be. 

Cain.  And  men  ? 

Lucifer,  Yea,  or  things  higher. 

Cain.  Ay  ?  and  serpents  too  ? 

hucifer.  Wouldst  thou  have  men  without  them  ?  must  no 
reptiles 
Breathe  save  the  erect  ones  ? 

Cain.  How  the  lights  recede  ! 

Where  fly  we  ? 

Lucifer.  To  the  world  of  phantoms,  whieh 

Are  beings  past,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 
Cain.  But  it  grows  dark,  and  dark — the  stars  are  gone  I 
Lucifer.  And  yet  thou  seest 
Cain.  'Tis  a  fearful  light ! 

No  sun,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerable. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight,  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses  ;  but  unlike  the  worlds 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  light, 
Seem'd  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmosphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  them  taking  shape* 
Unequal,  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mountains  ; 
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And  5ome  emitting  .parks,  and  some  displaying 
>.nurmous  liquid  plains,  and  some  Wa;iit 

T^lelr^TTf"^!''  «"^l.««'-^ting  moons,  which  look 
J.I  e  them  the  features  ol  Jair  earth  :-instead, 
All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadiul. 

Li/«/er.     .  But  distinct. 

1  hou  seeMt  to  behold  death,  and  dead  things  ' 

La/;^.  /seek  it  not :  but  as  I  know  there  are 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 

To  such,  I  would  behold  at  once,  what  I 

Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

Lucifer,  Behold ! 

Y^'"-  ^Tis  darkness. 

IT  r?fi!'-  "^"'^  '°  ^^^*^^"  ^^  ever ;  but  we  will 

L'nlold  its  gales. 

A^fJ/''    u*,.,  ..     Enormous  vapours  roll 
Apart— what 's  this  ? 

Lucifer.  Enter ! 

Y^"^'  Can  I  return  ? 

luZ'JiZ'i    ^^^"'■"•' be  sure:  how  else  should  death  be  peopled'^ 
its  present  realm  is  thm  to  what  it  will  be,  ^    ^      ' 

i  hrough  thee  and  thine. 

A  ^f"'A  ,  ^^^  *^'°"^s  still  open  wide 

And  wider,  and  make  widening  circles  round  us. 

Luci/er.  Advance  ! 

^«*''-  And  thou  ! 

Cn^Z^}fTi  u  /^^'  "°'-  ^"bo"t  me  thou 

touldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On  !  on  ! 

[  They  disappear  through  the  clouds. 


Scene  U.—Hades. 

Enter  Lucifer  and  Caix. 

Cam    How  silent  and  how  vast  are  these  dim  worlds 
for  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  vet  more  peopled 
Ihan  the  huge  brilliant  luminous  orbs  which  swung- 
feo  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  that  I 
Had  deem'd  them  rather  the  bright  populace 
Of  some  old  imaginable  Heaven 
Than  things  to  be  inhabited  themselves, 
But  that  on  drawing  near  them  J  beheld 
Their  swelling  into  palpable  immensity 
Ol  matter.  Which  seeniM  made  for  life  to  dwell  on 
Rath«r  than  life  itself.    But  here,  all  is 
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So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 
It  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

Luci/er.  It  is  a  realm 

Of  death. — Wouldst  have  it  present  ? 

Cain.  Till  I  know 

That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  have  heard  ray  lather 
Deal  out  in  his  long  homilies,  'tis  a  thing- 
Ob  God  !  I  dare  not  think  on't  I  Cursed  be 
He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death  ! 
Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that  being  life 
Could  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forfeit  it-- 
Even  for  the  innocent ! 

Luci/er.  Dost  Ihou  curse  thy  lather  ? 

Cain.  Cursed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my  birth  ? 
Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  biith,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbiddei*  ? 

Lnci/er.  Tbcu  say'st  well : 

The  curse  is  mutual  'twixt  thy  sire  and  thee — 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brother  ? 

Cain.  Let  them  share  it 

With  me,  their  sire  and  brother  !     What  else  is 
Bequeath'd  to  me  ?     1  leave  them  my  inheritance. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes, 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy— what  are  ye  ? 
Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  ? 
Ln'ci/eri-  Somewhat  of  bolh. 

Cain.  Then  what  is  death  ? 

Ltwi/er-  \Vhnt  ?     Hath  not  he  who  niade  ya 

Said  'tis  another  life  ? 

Cain.  Till  now  he  hath 

Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die  : 

Luci/er.  Perhaps 

He  one  day  will  unfold  that  further  secret. 
Cam.  Happy  the  day  ! 

Luci/er.  Yes ;  happy  !  when  unfolded 

Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  mj  riads  of  unconscious  atoms. 
All  to  be  animated  i'or  this  only  ! 

Cai7i.  What  are  these  mighty  phanloms  which  I  s-jw 
Floatine:  around  me  ?— th-.y  wear  not  the  form 
Ol  the  Intelligences  Ihave  seen 
Round  our  regretted  and  unenter'd  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  Ibim  of  man  as  I  have  view'd  it 
Tn  Adam's,  and  in  Abel's,  and  in  mine, 
Nor  in  my  sister-bride's,  nor  in  my  children's  : 
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And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though  not 
Of  men,  nor  angels,  looks  like  something,  which 
If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first. 
Haughty,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  lull 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape:  for  I  never  saw  such.     They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  ihe  face  of  man, 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  aught  that  is 
Now  breathing  I   mighty  yet  ami  beautiful 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  which 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I  scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucifer.  Yet  they  lived. 

Cain,  Where? 

Lucifer.  Where 

Thou  livest. 
Qain.  When? 

Lucifer.  On  what  thou  callest  earth 

They  did  inhabit. 

Cai«.i  Adam  is  the  first. 

Lucifer-  Of  thine,  I  grant  thee — but  too  mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

Cam.  And  what  are  they  ? 

Lucifer.  That  which 

Thou  Shalt  be. 

Qain.  But  what  were  they  ? 

Lucifer.  Living,  high. 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  thing.*, 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 
Adam,  could  e'er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be, 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son;  —and  how  weak  they  are,  judge 
By  thy  own  flesh. 
Cain.  Ah  me  !  and  did  they  perish  ! 

Lucifer.  Yes,  from  their  earth,  asthuu  wvilt  lade  from  tbitie. 
Cain.  But  was  mine  theirs? 
Lucifer.  It  was. 

Cain.  But  not  as  now. 

It  is  too  little  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lucifer.  True  it  was  more  glorioa'^. 

Cain.  And  wherefore  did  it  fall  ? 
Lucifer.  Ask  him  who  fells. 

Cain.  But  how  ? 

Lucifer.  By  a  most  crushing  and  inex  irabio 

Destruction  and  disorder  of  the  elements, 
Which  struck  a  world  to  chaos,  as  a  chaos 
Subsiding  has  struck  out  a  world :  such  things, 
TOL.  II.  3  A 
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Though  rfire  in  time,  are  frequent  in  eterniiy. — 
Phss  on,  and  gaze  upon  thn  past. 

Cain.  'Tis  awful ' 

Lucifer.     Andtrue.  Behold  these  jjhantoms  I  they  were  onc« 
M.iterial  as  thouart. 

Cain.  And  must  I  be 

Like  them  r 

\Mcifer.  Let  he  who  made  thee  answer  that, 

I  sIjow  thee  what  thy  predecessors  are, 
And  what  they  irere  thou  feelest,  in  degree 
Inferior  as  thy  petty  feelings  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  ol"  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  enrthly  strength. 
'.Vhat  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ye  shall  have — death  ;  the  rest 
Of  your  poor  attributes  is  such  as  suits 
Reptiles  engender'd  out  of  the  subsiding 
Slime  of  a  mighty  universe,  crushM  into 
A  scarcely-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things  whose  enjoyments  was  to  be  in  blindness— 
A  Paradise  of  Ignorance,  from  which 
Knowledge  was  barr'd  as  poison.     But  behold 
\Yhvii  these  superior  beings  are  or  were  ; 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task— I'll  watt  thee  there  in  safety. 

Cam.  No:  I'll  stay  here. 

Lucifer,  How  long  ? 

Cain.  For  ever !  Since 

I  must  one  day  return  here  from  the  earth, 
I  rather  would  remain  ;  I  am  sick  of  all 
That  dust  has  shown  me— let  me  dwell  in  shadows. 

hucifer.  It  cannot  be :  thou  now  beholdest  as 
A  vision  that  which  is  reality. 
To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 
Must  pass  through  what  the  things  thou  see'sthave  pass'd — 
The  gates  of  death. 

Cain.  By  what  gate  have  we  entered 

Even  now  ? 

hueifer.  By  mine!  But,  plighted  to  return, 

My  spirit  buoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breathless  save  thyself.     Gaze  on  ; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

Cain.  And  these,  too :   can  they  ne'er  repau 

To  earth  again  ? 

Lucifer.  Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever — 

So  changed  by  its  convulsion,  they  would  not 
Be  conscious  to  a  single  present  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely-harden'd  surface — 'twas — 
Ob,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  wat ! 
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Cain.  Ami  is. 

It  is  not  with  the  t-ailh,  though  I  p.iu>t  till  if, 
I  t'eel  at  war,  but  that  I  nia}'  not  piolit 
By  what  it  hears  u(  beaulilul  uiitoilin;^, 
Nor  gratiiy  my  thousand  swelling  tlioughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  tiiousand  fears 
Of  death  and  life.  ^lu 

Lucifer.  What  tliy  world  is,  thou  setiSMn^j  - 

But  canst  not  comprehend  liie  shadow  of  "..  ,■>• 

That  which  it  was. 

Cain.  And  those  enormous  creatures, 

Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(  At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  passM, 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wilil  inhabitants 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 
Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  terror;  taller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  them, 
And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp'd  of 
Their  bark  and  branches — what  were,  ihey  ? 

Lucifer.  That  which 

The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world  ;  but  these  lie 
By  myriaci)*  undernyalhits  suriiice. 

Cain.  But 

None  on  it ! 

\Mcifcr.  No:  for  !liy  frail  race  to  war 

With  them  would  render  ilie  curse  on  it  useless — 
'T would  be  destroy 'd  so  e;u;\ . 

Cain.  iJul  why  war  f 

Lucifer.  You  have  forgotten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden— war  with  all  things, 
And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most  things, 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness  !  these  are  the  fruits 
Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

Gain.  But  animals  — 

Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die  ? 

Lucifer.  Your  Maker  told  ye,  tliey  were  made  for  you, 
As  you  for  him — You  would  not  have  their  doom 
Superior  to  your  own  ?     Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

Cain.  Alas!  the  hopeles  wretches ! 

They  too  must  share  my  sire's  late,  like  his  sons  ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the  apple  ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so-dear  bought  knoivledge  '. 
It  was  a  lying  tree — for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  \i promised  /c/iowledge  at  the  price 
Of  death — but  knowledge  still :  But  what  knows  man  ? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  highest  knowledge  ; 
And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  certain, 


546  CAIN. 

At  least  leads  to  the  surest  sc\er)ce :  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  detul!)-. 

Cain.  These  dim  realms  ! 

I  see  them,  but  I  know  ttiem  not. 

huirifer.  Because 

Thy  hour  is  yet  afar,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly — but  'tis  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

Cain.  We  knew  already 

That  there  was  death. 

Lucifer.  But  not  what  was  beyond  it. 

Cain.  Nor  know  I  now,  ' 

Lucifer.  Thou  know'sf  that  there  is 

A  state,  and  many  states,  beyond  thine  own — 
And  this  thou  knewest  not  this  morn. 

Cain,  But  all 

Seems  dim  and  shadowy. 

Lucifer.  Be  content  ;  it  will 

Seem  clearer  to  thine  immorlality. 

Cain-  And  yon  in^.measurable  liquid  space 
Of  glorious  azure  which  fioats  on  beyond  us. 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  I  should  deem 
The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Psst  my  own  dwellinq-,  but  that  it  is  biinkless 
And  boundless,  and  of  an  ethereal  hue — 
What  is  it  ? 

Lucifer.  There  is  still  some  such  on  earth, 

Although  inferior,  and  thy  chiUlren  shall 
Dwell  near  it— 'tis  the  phanta«m  of  an  ocean. 

Cain.  'Tis  like  another  world  ;  a  liquid  sun— 
And  those  inordinate  creatuies  sporting  o'er 
I'ts  shining  surface  ? 

Lvcifer.  Are  its  inhabitants. 

The  past  leviathans. 

Cain.  And  yon  immense 

Serp-^-nt,  which  rears  bis  drippinfr  rnane  and  vasty 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  lofliest  cedar 
Forth  fn.'m  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coif 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look'd  on — 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  bask'd  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden  ? 

Lucifer.  Eve,  thy  mother,  best 

Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

Cain.      This  seems  too  terrible.     No  doubt  the  o'.her 
Had  more  of  beuuty. 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  ne'er  beheld  him  ? 

Cain.  Many  of  the  same  kind,  (at  least  so  callM) 

But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

Utcifer*     Vour  lather  saw  him  not ' 
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Cain.  No  :  'twas  my  mother 

Who  templed  him— she  tempted  by  the  serpenl. 

L'ci/er.     Good  man  !  whene'er  thy  wife,  or  thy  son's  wixci 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that's  )iew  or  strange, 
Be  sure  thou  see'st  first  who  hath  tempted  them. 

Cain.  Thy  precept  comes  too  late  ;  there  is  no  more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Luci/er.  But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may  tempt  man  lo. 
And  man  tempt  woman ;  — let  thy  sons  look  to  it ! 
My  counsel  is  a  kind  one  ;  lor  'tis  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expence  :   'tis  true, 
'Twill  not  be   follow'd,  so  there's  little  lost. 

Cain.     I  understand  not  this. 

Lucifer.  The  happier  thou  !  — 

Thy  worhl  and  thou  are  still  too  young  I   Thou  tbinkest 
Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy  :    is  it 
Not  so  ? 

Cain.  For  crime,  I  know  not  ;  but  for  pain. 

I  have  felt  much. 

Luci/er.  First  born  of  the  first  man  ! 

Thy  present  state  of  sin  -and  thou  art  evil, 
Of  sorrow — and  thou  sullVrest,  are  both  Eden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly  may'st  be  ;  and  that  state  again, 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  Paradise 
To  what  thy  son's  sons'  sons,  accumulating 
In  generations  like  to  dust,  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to,)  shall  endure  and  do. — 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth  ! 

Cain.  And  wherefore  didst  thou 

Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this  ? 

Lucifer.   Was  not  thy  quest  for  kiiowledge? 

Cain.  Yes :  as  being 

The  road  to  happiness. 

Luci/er.  If  truth  be  so, 

Thou  hast  it- 

Cain.  Then  my  fallier's  God  did  well 

When  he  prohibited  the  latal  tree. 

Luci/er.     But  had  done  better  in  no;  pUmting  it. 
But  ignorance  of  evil  dotli  riotsavc 
From  evil  !  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 
A  part  of  all  things. 

Cain.  Not  of  all  things.     No: 

['11  not  believe  it— for  I  thirst  for  good. 

Licci/er.  And  who  and  what  doth  not?  fFho  covi-t,  fv;l 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  'r—None~  nothing  !  'lis 
The  leaven  of  all  life  and  lilelessness. 
Cain.  Within  those  glorious  orbs  which  we  b;?ho!<i, 
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Distant  and  Ciazziing  and  innumerable, 
Ere  we  came  Jown  into  this  phantom  realm, 
111  cannot  come  ;  thej'  are  too  beautilul. 
Lucifer.  Tiiuu  hast  seen  them  Irom  afar. 
Cain,  And  what  of  that  ? 

Distance  can  but  diminish  glory — they 
When  nearer  must  be  more  ineflable. 

Lucifer.  Approach  the  things  ot  earth  most  beautiful. 
And  judge  iheir  beauty  near. 

Cain.  I  have  done  this — 

The  loveliest  thing  I  know  is  loveliest  nearest. 

Luciftr.  Then  there  must  be  delusion — VVhat  is  that, 
VVhich  being  nearf.sl  to  thine  eyes  is  slill 
More  beautilul  than  beauteous  things  remote  ? 

Vain.  My  sister  Aciah.-  All  the  stars  of  heaven, 
The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world — 
The  hues  o;  twilight — the  sun's  gorgeous  coming — 
His  seltiiig  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  witli  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 
liim  sink,  and  ieel  my  heart  iloatsoitly  with  him. 
Along  that  western  I'aradise  of  clouds — 
The  Jore.st  shade— the  green  bough — tlie  bird's  voice — 
The  vesper  bird's,  which  seems  to  sing  of  love, 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim. 
As  the  Uay  closes  over  Eden's  walls  ; 
All  these  are  nothing  to  nv^  eyes  and  heart, 
Like  Adah's  face  :  1  turn  Irom  earth  to  heaven 
To  g;!/,e  on  it. 

Lucifer.  'Tis  frail  as  fair  mortality. 

In  the  lirst  dawn  and  bloom  of  yo\uig  creation 
.Ai\d  eailiesl  embraces  of  earth's  parents. 
Can  n.ake  its  oU'spring  ;  still  it  is  delusion 
Cain.     You  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 
Lucifer,  Mortal! 

My  biotlierhood  's  with  those  who  have  no  children. 
Cain.     Then  thou  caivst  have  no  fellowship  with  ms^ 
Lucifer*     It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  me.    . 
But  il  thou  dost  possess  a  beautilul 
Being  beyuud  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes. 
Why  art  thou  wretched  ? 

Cain.  Why  do  I  exist  ? 

Why  art  thou  wretched  ?  why  are  all  things  so  ? 
Ev'n  he  wlio  m;ide  us  must  be,  as  the  Maker 
Of  things  unhappy  !  I'o  prociuce  destruction 
Can  surtly  never  be  the  task  of  joy. 
And  yet  n)y  sire  says  he  is  omnipotent : 
Then  why  is  evil  ? — he  being  good  ?  \  ask'd 
This  question  oi  my  lather  ;  and  he  said, 
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Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 

To  good.    Stranp^e  good,  Ihul  must  arise  /rem  out 

Its  deadly  opposite.     I  lately  saw 

A  Iamb  stung  by  n  re[itile  :  the  poor  suckling 

Lay  foaming  on  Ihe  eartli,  beneaih  the  vain 

And  piteous  bleating  ol'  its  restless  dam 

My  father  pluclc'd  some  herbs,  and  laid  them  to 

The  wound  ;  and  by  degrees  the  hel[)less  wretch 

Resumed  its  careless  lite,  and  rose  to  drain 

The  mother's  milk,  who  o'er  it  tremulous 

Stood  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy, 

Behold,  my  son  !  said  Adam,  how  Irom  evil 

Springs  l  ood ! 

Lucifer,  What  didst  thou  answer  ? 

Cain.  Nothing:  for 

He  is  my  father :  but  I  thought,  that  'twere 
A  better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  stung  at  all,  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispell'd  by  antidotes. 

Lucifer.  But  as  thou  saidst 

Of  all  beloved  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milk,  and  giveth  hew 

Unto  thy  children 

Cain.  Most  assuredly ; 

What  should  I  be  without  her  ? 
Lucifer.  What  am  I  ? 

Cam.  Dost  thou  love  nothing? 
Lucifer.  What  does  thy  God  love  ? 

Cain.  All  things,  my  lather  says  ;  but  I  confess 
I  see  it  not  in  their  allotment  here. 

Lucifer.     And  therefore  thou  canst  not  see  if  I  love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose, 
To  which  particular  things  must  melt  like  snows* 
Cain.  Snows,  what  are  they? 

Lucifer.     Be  happier  in  not  knowing  , 

What  liiy  remoter  otlspring  must  encounter; 
But  bask  beneath  the  clime  which  knows  no  winter. 
Cain.    But  dost  thou  not  love  something  like  thyself  ? 
Lucifer.     And  dost  thou  love  thyself  ? 
Cain.  Yes,  but  love  more 

What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable, 
And  is  more  than  myself  because  I  love  it.  > 

Lucifer.     Thou  lovest  it,  because  'lis  beautiful 
As  was  the  apple  in  thy  mother's  eye  ; 
And  when  it  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease  like  any  other  appetite. 
Cain.     Cease  to  be  beautiful !  how  can  thai  be  ? 
Lucifer.     Wiih  time. 
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Cain.  But  time  has  past,  and  hitherto — 

Even  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fair : 
Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim — 
But  very  lair. 

Lucifer.  All  that  mnst  pass  away 

In  them  and  her. 

Cai}i.  I'm  sorry  for  it ;  but 

Cannot  conceive  my  love  for  her  the  less. 
And  when  her  beauty  disappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  me  in  seeing  perish  such  a  work. 

hiicifer.     I  pity  thee  who  lovest  what  must  perish. 
Cain.     And  I  thee  who  lov'st  nothing. 
ViUcifer.  And  thy  brother — 

Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart  ? 

Cain.  W^iiy  should  he  not  ? 

liHcifer.     Thy  fathtr  loves  him  well  so  does  thy  God, 
Cain.     And  so  do  I. 

hiicifer.  'Tis  well  and  meekly  done. 

Cain.     Meekly ! 

hucifer.  He  is  the  second  born  of  flesh, 

.\nd  is  his  mother's  favorite. 

Cain.  Let  him  keep 

Her  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

Lucifer.  And  his  father's  ? 

Cain.  What  is  that 

To  me  ?  should  I  not  love  that  which  all  love  ? 

hucifer-  And  the  Jehovah — the  indulgent  Lord, 

And  bounteous  planter  of  barr'd  Paradise — 
He  too  looks  smilingly  on  Abel. 

Cain.  I 

Ne'er  saw  him,  and  know  not  if  he  smiles. 
Viucifer.     But  you  have  seen  his  angels. 
Cain.  Rarely. 

hiicifer.  But 

Sufficiently  to  see  they  love  your  brother  : 
His  sacrifices  are  acceptable. 
Cain.     So  be  they  !  wherefore  speak  to  me  of  Ihis  .' 
hucifer.  Because  thou  hast  thought  of  this  ere  now. 
Cain.  And  if 

1  have  thought,  why  recall  \h-di— (he pauses  as  agitated) 

Spirit ! 
Here  we  are  in  thy  world,  speak  not  of  mine. 
Thouhast  shown  me  wonders  ;  thou  hast  shown  me  those 
Mighty  J're-Adamites  who  walk'd  the  earth 
Of  "which  our's  is  the  wreck  ;  thou  hast  pointed  out 
Myriads  of  starry  worlds,  of  whicli  our  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  companion,  in 
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Infinity  of  life :  tlion  Iiast  sliown  me  shadows 

Of  thai  existence  with  the  lireaded  name 

Which  my  sire  broii/rht  us— Deal h  ;  Ihou  hast  shown  me  much 

But  not  all :  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 

In  his  especial  Paradise— or  thine  : 

Where  is  it  ? 

Lucifer.  Here.,  and  o'er  all  space. 

Cain.  But  ye 

Have  some  allotted  dwelling— as  all  things; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  th'-'ir  tenants  ; 
All  temporary  breat!)ing  creatures  their 
Peculiar  element ;  and  things  which  have 
Long  ceased  to  breathe  our  breath,  have  theirs,  thou  say'st ; 
And  the  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine — 
Ye  do  not  dwell  together? 

Lucifer .  N  o ,  w  e  r  e  i  g  n 

Together,  but  our  dwellhigs  are  asunder. 

Cain.  Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye  ?  perchance 
An  unity  of  purpose  might  make  union 
In  elements  which  seem  now  jarr'd  in  storms. 
How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  infinite. 
To  separate  ?     Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
Your  essenc",  and  your  nature,  and  your  glory? 

Lucifer.  Ail  thou  not  Abel's  brother? 

Cain,  We  are  bretliren, 

And  so  we  shall  remain  ;  but  were  it  not  so, 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh  ?  can  it  fall  out  ? 
Infinity  with  immortality? 
Jarring  and  turning  space  to  misery — 
For  what  ? 

Lucifer.  To  reign. 

Cain.  Did  ye  not  tell  me  Vj-aI 

Ye  are  both  eternal  ? 

Lucifer.  Yea ! 

Cain.  And  what  f  have  seen, 

Yon  blue  itnmensily,  is  boundless? 

Lucifer.  •    Ay. 

Ca//?.   And  cannot  ye  both  reis^n  then  ?— is  there  not 
Enough  ? — why  should  ye  ditler? 

Lucifer.  We  hntk  reign. 

Cam.  But  one  of  you  makes  evil. 

Lucifer.  Which? 

Qain.  Thou,  for 

If  thou  canst  do  man  good,  why  dost  thou  not? 

Lucifer.  And  wl)y  not  he  who  made  ?  /  made  ye  not ; 
Ye  are  his  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

Cain.  'I"lien  leave  us 

His  creatures,  as  Ihou  say'st  we  are,  or  show  ma 
Thy  dwelling,  or  his  dwelling. 
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hudfer.  I  could  show  Ihee 

Both  ;  but  the  time  will  come  when  thou  shall  see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore. 

Cain.  Anil  why  not  now  ? 

hucifer.  Thy  humai>  mind  hath  scarcely  grasp  to  gather 
The  little  I  have  shown  thee  into  calm 
And  clear  thought ;  and  thoii  wouldst  go  on  aspiring 
To  the  great  double  Mysteries  !  the  tv.o  Prind/'les ! 
And  gaze  upon  them  on  their  secret  thrones! 
Dust!  limit  thy  ambition  ;  lor  to  see 
Either  of  these,  wouhl  be  lor  thee  to  perish  ! 
Cain.  And  let  me  perish,  so  I  see  them  ! 
Lucifer.  There 

The  son  of  her  whosnatcli'd  the  apple  .'•pake  ! 
But  thou  wouldst  only  perish,  and  not  see  them  ; 
That  sight  is  for  the  other  slate. 
Cain.  Ofdeatli? 

Lucifer.  That  is  the  prelude. 
Cain.  Then  1  dread  it  less. 

Now  that  I  know  it  leat's  to  something  definite. 

Lucifer.  And  now  I  will  convey  thee  to  thy  world, 
Where  thou  shall  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 
Eat,  drifik,  toil,  trensblf,  laugh,  weep,  sleep,  and  die. 
Cain.  And  to  what  end  h.rve  I  beneld  these  things 
Which  thou  hasl  shown  me  ? 

Lucifer.  Didst  thou  not  require 

Knowledge  ?  And  have  I  not,  in  what  1  show'd, 
Taught  thee  to  know  th3self  ? 
Cain.  Alas  !  I  seem 

Nothing. 

Lucifer.  And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature's  nothingness? 
Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 
'Twill  spare  them  many  tortures. 
Cain.  Haughty  spirit ! 

Thou  speak'st  it  proudly ;  but  thyself,  though  proud, 
Hast  a  superior. 

Lucifer.  No!  By  heaven,  which  He 

Holds,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  immensity 
Of  worlds  and  lile,  which  1  hold  with  him— No ! 
1  have  a  victor— true  ;   but  no  superiorc 
Homage  he  has  from  all— but  none  from  me  : 
I  battle  it  against  him,  as  I  battled 
In  highest  heaven.     Through  all  eternity. 
And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Hades, 
And  the  interminable  realms  of  space, 
And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages, 
All,  all,  will  I  di.spute  !     And  world  by  world, 
And  star,  by  star,  and  universe  by  universe 
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Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  lilJ  the  great 

Conflict  shall  cease,  il  ever  it  shall  cease, 

Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  lie  or  I  be  quench'd  I 

And  what  can  quench  our  ininiorlalily, 

Or  mutual  uiul  irrevocable  hate  ? 

He,  as  a  conqueror,  will  call  tlie  conquered 

Evil;  but  what  will  be  the  good  he  gives? 

Were  I  the  victor,  /lis  works  would  be  deem'd 

'I'he  only  evil  ones.     Y\nd  you,  ye  new 

And  scarce-born  mortals,  wliut  iiave  been  his  gift* 

To  you  already  in  your  little  world  ? 

f'ttin.  But  lew ;  and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 
Lucifer.  Back 

With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  essence. 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver  ; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good— so  call  him  ;  if 
Evil  springs  from  hitn,  do  not  name  it  mine., 
Till  ye  know  better  its  true  Ibunt ;  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given — 
Your  reason  :—  let  it  not  be  over-sway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
'Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feelings  : 
Think  and  endure — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom — where  the  outward  fails ; 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 


[They  disappear. 


ACT    III. 

Scene  I.— The  Earth  near  Ede7i,  as  in  Act  I, 
Enter  Cain  ant/ Adah. 

j4dah.  Hush!  tread  softly,  Cain. 

Cain.  I  will ;  but  wherefore  ? 

Adah.  Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves,  beneath  the  cypress. 

Cain.  Cypress!   'tis 

A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  mourn'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows  ;  wherefore  didst  thon  choose  it 
For  our  child's  canopy? 
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Adah.  Because  its  branches 

Shut  out  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  seemM 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 

Cain.  Ay,  the  last — 

And  longest ;  but  no  matter— lead  me  to  him. 

[  They  go  up  to  the  child. 
How  lovely  he  appears  !  his  little  cheeks, 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose  leaves  strewn  beneath  him. 

Adah.  And  hii  lips,  too. 

How  beautifully  parted  !  No  ;  you  shall  not 
Kiss  bin),  at  least  not  now  ;  he  will  awake  soon — 
His  hour  of  mid-day  rest  is  nearly  over  ; 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
'Tis  closed. 

Cai7i.  You  have  said  well ;  I  will  contain 
My  heart  till  iben.     He  smiles  and  sleeps  ! — sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young  :  sleep  on  and  smile  ! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent!  thoit  hast  nol  pluck'd  the  fruit — 
Thou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked  !  Must  the  lime 
Come  thou  shalt  be  amerced  for  sins  unknown, 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine  ?  But  now  sleep  on  ! 
His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles. 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypre>s  which  waves  o'er  them  j 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber,     He  must  dream— 
Of  what  ?     Of  Paradise  !  —Ay  !  dream  of  it, 
My  disinherited  boy  !     'Tis  but  a  dream  ; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  lath'irs, 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy  ! 

Adah.  Dear  Cain  !  Nay,  do  not  whisper  o'er  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  past : 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  Paradise.' 
Can  we  not  make  another? 

Cain.  Where  ? 

Adah.  Here  or 

Where'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  I  feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  J  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother, 
And  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth  ? 

Cain.  Yes— death,  too,  is  amongst  the  debts  we  owe  her. 

Adah.  Cain  '   that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee  L«iice, 
Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.     I  had  liop'-i; 
The  promised  wonderswhich  thou  hast  behelc'.. 
Visions,  thou  say'st,  of  past  and  prtseul  \vorli>, 
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Would  have  composM  lb)'  mind  into  the  calm 
Of  a  contented  knowledge ;  but  I  see 
Tby  guide  batb  done  tbee  evil;  still  I  tbank  hira, 
And  can  forgive  bini  all,  that  be  so  soon 
Hath  given  tbee  back  to  us. 
Cain.  So  soon  ? 

Adah.  'Tis  scarcely 

Two  hours  since  ye  departed  :  two  lojig  hours 
To  me,  but  only  hoicrs  upon  the  sun. 

Cain.  And  yet  I  have  approach 'd  that  sun,  and  seen 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never  more 
Shall  light ;  and  worlds  he  never  lit :  raetbought 
Years  had  roll'd  o'er  my  absence. 
Adah.  Hardly  hours. 

Cain.  The  mind,  then,  hath  capacity  of  time, 
And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds. 
Pleasing  or  painful ;  little  or  almighty. 
I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless  beings  ;  skirt'd  extinguish'd  \vorlds  ; 
And,  gazing  on  eternity,  methought 
I  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  ieel 
My  littleness  again.     Well  said  the  spirit, 
That  I  was  nothing ! 

Adah.  Wherefore  said  he  so  ! 

Jehovah  said  not  that. 

Cam.  No  :  he  contents  him 

With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  after  flattering  dust  wilh  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  Immortulit}-,  resolves 
It  back  again  to  dust — for  what  ? 

Adah.  Thou  know'st  — 

Even  for  our  parent's  error. 

Cain.  What  is  that 

To  us  ?  they  sinn'd,  then  let  them  die. 

Adah.  Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that  thought 
Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  thee. 
Would  /  could  die  for  them,  so  they  might  live  ! 

Cain.  Why,  so  say  I — provided  that  one  victim 
Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  lift*. 
And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human  sorrow. 
Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from  him. 

Adah.  How^  know  we  that  some  such  atonement  one  day 
May  not  redeem  our  race  ? 

Cain.  By  sacrificing 

The  harmless  for  the  guilty  ?   what  atonement 
Were  there  ?  w-hy  we  are  innocent :  what  have  we 
3  B 
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Done,  that  vre  must  be  victims  for  a  deed 
Before  our  birtb,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  lor  this  mysterious,  nameless  sin— 
Jl'  it  be  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

Adah.    Alas  !  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain  I  ihy  words 
Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 

Cain.  Then  leav?  me. 

Adah.  Never, 

Though  thy  God  left  thee. 

(Zain.  Say,  what  hare  we  here  ? 

A.duh.  Two  altars,  which  our  brother  Abel  made 

During  thine  absence,  wherepon  to  oiler 
A  sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  return. 

Cain.  And  how  knew  he  that  /would  be  so  ready 
With  the  burnt  offerings,  which  he  daily  brings 
AVith  a  meek  brow,  whose  base  humility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a  bribe 
To  the  Creator. 

Adah.  Surely  'tis  well  done. 

Cain.  One  altar  may  suifice  ;  /  have  no  offering. 

Ada't.  The  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  early,  beautiful 
Blossom,  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers  and  fruits  ; 
These  are  a  goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a  gentle  and  a  contrite  spirit. 

Cain.   1  have  toilM,  and  tilPd,  and  sweated  in  the  sura 
According  to  the  curse  : — must  I  do  more  ? 
For  what  should  1  be  gentle  ?    lor  a  war 
With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 
The  bread  we  eat  ?    For  what  must  I  be  grateful  ? 
For  being  dust,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust. 
Till  I  return  to  dust  ?   If  I  am  nothing — 
For  nothing  shall  I  be  an  hypocrite, 
And  seem  well  pleased  with  pain  ?  For  what  should  I 
Be  contrite  ?  for  my  father's  sin,  already 
Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  undergone. 
And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upon  our  seed. 
Little  deems  our  young  blooming  sleeper,  there, 
The  germs  of  an  eternal  misery 
To  myriads  is  within  him  !    better  'twere 
Isnatch'd  him  in  his  sleep,  and  dash'd  him  'gainst 
The  rocks,  than  let  him  live  to 

Adah.  Oh,  my   God! 

Touch  not  the  child— ray  child  !  thi/  child  !  Oh  Cain  ? 

Cain.  Fear  not !    for  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
Which  sways  them,  I  would  not  accost  yon  infant 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

Adah,   Then,  why  so  awful  iu  thy  speech? 
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Cat7i.  I  said, 

*Tvvere  better  that  he  ceased  to  live,  than  give 
Lile  to  so  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath  ;  but  since 
That  sayin,c(  jars  vou,  let  us  onlj-  say — 
'Twere  better  that  he  never  had  been  born- 

Jdah.  Oil,  do  not  say  so!    Where  were  then  the  joys, 
The  mother's  joys  ot"  watching,  nourishins;, 
And  loving- him  ?    Soil  I   he  awakes.     Sweet  Enoch  ! 

[  She  goea  to  tha  chihL 
Oh  Cain  !  look  on  him  :  see  how  full  of  life. 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy  : 
How  like  to  me — how  like  to  Ihee,  when  gentle, 
For  then  we  are  alt  alike  ;  is't  not  so,  Cain  ? 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  ieatures  are 
Reflected  in  each  other  ;  as  they  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  they  are  gentle,  and 
When  thou  art  gentle.    Love  us,  then,  my  Cain  ! 
And  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  thee. 
Look  !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms, 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine, 
To  hail  his  father:  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.     Talk  not  of  pain  ! 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !  Bless  him,  Cain  ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

Cain.  Bless  thee,  boy  ! 

If  that  a  mortal  blessing  may  avail  thee, 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent's  curse  ! 

Adah.  It  shall. 

Surely  a  father's  blessing  may  avert 
A  reptile's  subtlety. 

Cain.  Of  that  I  doubt  J 

But  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

Adah'  Our  brother  comes, 

Cain.  Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abel. 

Abel.  Welcome,  Cain  !  my  brother, 
The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee  ! 

Cain.  Abel,  hail ! 

Abel.  Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  hast  been  wandering 
In  high  communion  with  a  spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  range.     Was  he  of  those 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to  our  father  ? 

Cain.  No. 

Abel.    VV^hy  then  commune  with  him  ?  be  may  be 
A  foe  to  the  Most  High. 
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Cam.  And  friend  to  man. 

Has  the  Most  High  been  so — if  so  you  term  him  ? 

Afjel.  Term  him  I  your  words  are  strange  to-day  my  brother. 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  a  while — 
We  mean  to  sacrifice. 

Adah.  Farewell,  my  Cain  ; 

But  first  embrace  thy  son.     J^Iay  his  soft  spirit, 
And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness  I 

[  Exit  Abah,  xnith  her  child. 

AheL  Where  has  though  been  ? 

Cain.  I  know  not. 

Abel.  Nor  what  thou  hast  seen  ? 

Cain.  The  dead. 

The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omnipotent, 
The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space — 
The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are — 
A  whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things, 
Suns,  moons,  and  earths, upon  their  loud-voiced  spheres 
Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  have  made  me 
Unfit  for  mortal  converse  :  leave  me,  Abel. 

Abel.     Thine  eyes  are  flahsing  with  unnatural  light — 
Thy  cheek  isflush'd  with  an  unnatural  hue — 
Thy  words  are  fraught  with  an  unnatural  sound — 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

Cain.  It  means—  I  pray  thee,  leave  me. 

AheL  Not  till  we  have  prayM  and  sacrificed  together. 

Cain.  Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone — 
Jehovah  loves  thee  well. 

AheL  Both  well,  I  hope. 

Cain.  But  thee  the  better  :  I  care  not  for  that ; 
TLou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am: 
Revere  him,  then— bullet  it  be  alone—- 
At  least  without  me. 

Abel.  Brother,  I  should  ill 

Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  lather's  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  thee  not, 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  calPd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood — 'tis  thy  place. 

Cain,  But  I  have  ne'er 

Asserted  it. 

AbeL  The  more  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 

To  do  so  now  :  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion  :  It  will  calm  thee. 

Cain.  No ; 

Nothing  can  calm  me  more.     Calm  !  say  I  ?     Never 
Knew  I  what  calm  was  iu  the  soul,  although 
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I  have  seen  the  elements  still'd.     jNIy  Abel,  leave  nne  ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

Xbel.  Neither  }  we  must  perform  our  task  together. 
Spurn  me  not. 

C<dn.  If  it  must  be  so— well,  then, 

What  shall  I  do  ? 
Abel.  Choose  one  of  those  two  altai-s  : 

Ckun.  Choose  for  me  :  they  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 
\l>el.  Choose  thou! 

Cain.  I  have  chosen. 

Abel.  'Tis  the  highest.  / 

And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.     Now  prepare 
Thine  offerings. 
Cain.  Where  are  thine  ? 

Abel.  Behold  them  here— 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock,  and  fat  thereof— 
A  shepherd's  humble  oilering. 

Cain.  I  have  no  flocks  ; 

I  am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  ami  must 
Yield  what  ityieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fruit  : 

[He  gathers Jruita. 
Behold  them  in  their  various  bloom  and  ripeness. 

[They  dress  their  altars,  and  kindle  a  jlanie  upon  them. 
Abel.  My  brother,  as  the  elder,  oiler  first 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  sacrifice. 

Cain.  No  —  I  am  new  to  this  ;  lead  thou  the  way 
And  1  will  follow — as  I  may. 

Abel.  {Kneelino.]0\\y  God! 
Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  life 
^V'ithin  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessed  u?, 
Any.\  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  to  make 
His  children  all  lost,  as  Ihey  might  liave  been. 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  so  tenipev'd  with 
The  mercy  which  is  thy  delight,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  Paradise, 
Com[»ared  witii  our  great  crimes :     Sole  L<ird  of  light  ! 
or  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity  ; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  anil  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end — 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolence — 
Inscrutable,  but  still  lo  be  fulfiUM — 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shepherd's 
First  of  the  first  born  flocks — an  offering, 
In  itself  nothing --as  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  ?— but  yet  accept  it  for 
Tile  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  luce  of  thy  higli  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
3  B  2 
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Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honour 
Ot  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  ever  more  ! 

Cain.  [Standing  erect  during  this  speech}.     Spirit! 
whate'er  or  whoso'er  thou  art, 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be — and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  evil  j 
Jehovah  upon  earth!  and  God  in  heaven  ! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  semi  many,  as  thy  works  : — 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers, 
Take  them  !     If  thou  must  be  induced  with  altars, 
And  soften'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receive  them  ! 
Two  beings  here  erect  tliem  unto  thee. 
If  thou  lov'st  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  which  smok*»s 
On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  it  for  thy  service 
In  the  first  of  his  flocks,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies  ; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth, 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  turf 
I  spread  them  on  now  oflers  in  the  face 
or  the  broad  sun  which  rii)enM  them,  may  seem 
Good  to  thee,  inasmuch  a*  they  have  not 
Sufler'd  in  limbs  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours  !      If  a  shrine  without  victim, 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour, 
Lock  on  it !  and  for  him  who  dresseth  it, 
[He  is— such  as  thou  mad'st  him  ;  and  seeks  nothing 
Which  must  be  \Aon  by  kneeling  :  if  he's  evil, 
Strike  him,  tliou  art  omnipoteiit,  and  may'st, — 
For  what  can  he  oppose  ?     If  he  be  good. 
Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt !  since  all 
Uests  upon  thee  ;  and  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  thy  will ; 
And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not, 
Not  being  omnipotent,  not  fit  to  judge 
Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 
Its  mandate  ;  which  thus  far  I  have  endured. 

[The fire  npon  the  altar  of  Abel  kindles  into  a 
cohimn  of  the  brightest  fame,  and  ascends  to 
heaven  ;  while  a  ivhirln-ind  throws  down  the 
altar  afCxiy,  and  scatters  the  fruits  abroad 
npon  the  earth. 
Abel,  [kneeling].      Ob,   brother,   praj  !     Jehovah's  wroth 

with  thee  ! 
Cain.  Why  so  ? 

Abf^/.  Thy  fruits  are  scatter'd  on  the  earth. 

Cain.  From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  them  return ; 
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Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ere  the  summer  : 

Thy  burnt  flesh  offerinr?  prospers  better  ;  see 

How  heaven  licks  up  the  flames,  when  thick  with  blood  ! 

Abel.  Tliink  not  upon  my  ofl'ering's  acceptance, 
But  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  is  too  late. 

Cain.     I  will  build  no  more  altars 
Nor  suffer  any. — 
Abel.     [Rising].    Cain!  what  meanest  thou  ? 
Cain.     To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatterer  of  the  clouds, 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayer — 
Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids, 
Which  tVd  on  milk,  to  be  destroyed  in  blood, 
Abel.  [  Opposing  him].      Thou  shalt  not ;  add  not  impious 
works  to  impious 
Words  !  let  the  altar  stand—  'tis  hallow'd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleas\ire  of  Jehovah, 
In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims, 

Cain.  His — 

His  pleasure!  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking  blood, 
To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  offspring  ?  or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  underneath 
Thy  pious  knife  ?  Give  way  !  this  bloody  record 
Shall  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation  ! 

Abel.     Brother,  give  back  !  thou  shalt  not  touch  my  altar 
With  violence  ;  if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  it, 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  'tis  thine. 

Cain.     Another  sacrifice  !   Give  way,  or  else 

That  sacrifice  may  be • 

Abel.  What  meanest  thou  ! 

Cain.  Give 

Give  way !— thy  God  loves  blood  !— then  look  to  it  :~ 
Give  way,  ere  he  hath  more  ? 

Abel.  In  his  great  name, 

I  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which  hath 
Had  his  acceptance. 

Cain.  If  thou  lov'st  thyself, 

Stand  back  till  I  have  strewM  this  turf  along 

Its  native  soil : — else 

Abel-  [Opposing  hini\.  I  love  God  far  more 
Than  life. 

Cain.  [  SfriA-ing  him  ivith  a  brand  or  the  temples^ 
which  he  snatches  from  the  altar. \ 

Then  take  thy  life  unto  Ihy  God, 
Since  he  loves  lives. 

Abel.  [Falls.]        What  hast  thou  done,  my  brother? 
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Cain.     Brother ! 

Abel.  Oh,  God  receive  thy  servant,  and 

Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.— Cain,  give  me  thy  hand  ;  and  tell 

Poor  Zillah 

Cain-     {\fter  a  momenVs  stupefaction]' 

My  hand !  ^tis  all  red,  and  with 
What? 

[A  long  pause. — Looking  slowly  round]. 
Where  ami?  alone:   Where's  Abel?  where 
Cain  ?  Can  it  be  that  I  am  he  ?  My  brother 
Awake  ! — why  liest  thou  so  on  the  green  earth  ? 
'Tis  not  the  hour  of  slumber  : — why  so  pale  ? 
AVhat  bast  thou  I — thou  wert  full  of  life  this  morn  ! 
Abel !  1  pray  thee,  mock  me  not !   I  smote 
Too  fiercely,  but  not  fatally.     Ah,  why 
Wouldst  tliou  oppose  me  ?  This  is  mockery  ; 
And  only  done  to  daunt  me :— 'twas  a  blow-  - 
And  but  a  blow.     Stir — stir — nay,  only  stir  I 
Why  so— that's  well! — thou  breath'st ?  breathe  upon  me  ! 
Oh,  God  !  oh,  God  ! 

Abel,     (very  faintly).     What  -'s  he  who  speaks  of  Go<.l  ? 
Cain.     Thy  murderer. 

\bel.  1  hen  may  God  forgive  him  !   Cain  ! 

Coml'ort  poor  Zillah  :  she  has  but  one  brother 
Now.  [Ac ft  dies 

Cain.     And  I  none  I   Who  makes  me  brotherless  ? 
His  eyes  are  open  then  he  is  not  dead  ! 
Death  is  like  sleep  ;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lid?. 
His  lips,  too,  are  apart  ;  why  then  he  breathes  ! 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not. — His  heart ! — his  heart  I  — 

Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat  ?  methinks No  I  no  ! 

This  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 

The  native  of  another  and  worse  world. 

Tlie  earth  swims  roinid  me  :— what  is  this  ?  'lis  wet ; 

[Puts  his  hand  to  his  bro'Vy  and  then  looks  at  it]. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews  !   'Tis  blood  — my  blood — 
IMy  brother's  and  my  own  ;  and  shed  by  me  ? 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  life, 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  my  own  flesh  ? 
But  he  cannot  be  dead  !   Is  silence- death? 
No ;  he  M  ill  wake  :  then  let  me  watch  by  him. 
Life  cannot  he  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench'd 
Thusquickly  ! — he  hath  spoken  to  me  since — 
Wliat  shall  I  say  to  him  ? — my  brother  ? — No  ; 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name  ;  for  brethren 
Smite  not  each  other.     Yet — yet — speak  to  me 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  gentle  voice, 
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That  I  may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again  ! 
Enter  YJllalu 

Zillah,     1  heard  a  heavy  sound  :  what  can  it  be  ? 
'Tis  Cain  ;  and  watching  by  my  husband.     What 
Dost  thou  there  brother  ?  Doth  he  sleep  ?  Oh,  heav'n  ! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  ? — No  !  no  ! 
It  is  not  blood  ;  lor  who  would  shed  his  blood  ? 
Abel !  what's  this?— who  hath  done  this  ?  lie  moves  not ; 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  hands  drop  down  from  mine, 
With  stony  lilelessness  ?  Ah,  cruel  Cain  ! 
Why  cam'stthou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence.     Whatever  hath  assail'd  him. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  should'st  have  stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and  aggression  ?  Father  !  — Eve  ! — 
Aduh  ! — come  hither  !  Death  is  in  tlie  world  ! 

(Exit  Zillah,  calling  on  her  parents,  Sff\ 

Cain  (solus.)  And  who  hath  brought  him  there  ?  1  who  abhor 
The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect  -I  have  led  him  here,  and  giv'n 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace, 
As  if  he  would  have  not  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last— a  dreary  dream 
Had  madden'd  me  ;  but  Ae  shall  ne'er  awake  ! 

Enter  Adam,  Eve,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 

Ailam.     A  voice  of  wo  from  Zillah  brings  me  here.— 
What  do  I  see  ?— 'Tis  true  !— My  son !— my  son  ! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine ! 

[To  Eve* 

Eve.    Oh  speak  not  of  it  now :  the  serpent's  fangs 
Are  in  my  heart.     My  best  beloved,  Abel ! 
Jehovah  !  this  is  punishment  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  me  ! 

Adam.  Who, 

Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  ?— speak  Cain  since  thou 
W^ert  present— was  it  some  more  hostile  angel. 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah?  or  some  wild 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

Eve.                        Ah  !  a  livid  light 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  thunder  cloud  !  yon  brand 
Massy  and  bloody  !  snatch'd  from  off  the  altar 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 

Adam,  Speak,  my  son! 

Speak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  we  are, 
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That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

Ariah.     Speak  Cain  !  and  say  it  was  not  thou  ! 

Eve.  It  was. 

I  see  it  now — he  hangs  his  guilty  head, 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eyes  with  hands 
Incaniadine. 

Adah.  Molher,  thon  dost  him  wrong  — 

Cain  ?  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal, 
Which  grief  wrings  from  our  parent. 

jEw.  Hear,  Jehovah  ! 

May  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him  ! 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate  !     May — 

Mah.  Hold ! 

Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son- 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother, 
And  my  betroth 'd. 

Rve.  He  haih  left  thee  no  brother — 

Zillah  no  husband — me  no  son  ! — for  thus 
I  curse  him  from  my  sicrht  for  evermore  ! 
All  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 

That  of  his  nature,  in  you Oh,  death  !  death  I 

Why  didst  tliou  not  take  7ne,  who  first  incurr'd  thee  ? 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

Adam.  Eve!  let  not  this, 

Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety  ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forspoken  to  us  : 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

Eve.  (Pointing  to  Cain.)  His  will  I  thewillof  yea  incarnate 
spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.     May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him  !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother  !     May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruits  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions  !     May  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim  ! 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death  ! 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood  as  he 
Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  lip  ! 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him  I 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  others  die  with  ! 
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And  death  itself  wnx  sometliinp^  worse  Hum  death 
'J'o  him  wlio  first  ;u(;ii;iii)te(l  him  Milh  niiiii  I 
IJence,  Jratricide  !   henct  I'uilh  that  wrjrd  is  laiu, 
'^I'hrough  ail  the  coming  myriads  ol"  maiilciiid, 
^Vllo  shall  aiihor  thee,  thou  vert  their  sire  ! 
May  the  grass  witlier  from  thy  feel !   the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter  !  earth  a  home  !  the  dust 
A  grave  !  the  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  God  ! 

[Ejff  Evi.. 

Adam.  Cain  I  get  thee  forth  :  we  dwell  no  more  together 
Depart  ;ind  leave  the  dead  to  me — I  am 
Henceforth  alone — we  never  must  meet  more. 

Adah.  Oh,  part  not  with  liim  thus,  my  father  :  do  not 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve's  upon  his  head  ! 

Adam.  I  curse  him  not :  his  spirit  be  his  curse. 
Come  Zillnh ! 

TAllali.  I  must  watch  my  husband's  corse. 

Adam.  We  will  return  again,  when  he  is  gone 
Who  hath  provided  for  us  this  dread  office, 
Come  Zillah  ! 

Zillah.  Yet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  claj-. 

And  those  lips  once  so  warm— my  heart !  my  heart ! 

\^Ea:eioit  Aii\u  and  Zillah  weeping- 
Adah.  Cain  !  thou  hast  heard,  we  must  go  forth.     I  am 
ready, 
So  shall  our  children  be.     I  will  bear  Enoch, 
And  you  his  sister.     Ere  the  sun  declines 
Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Under  the  cloud  of  night. —  Nay,  speak  to  me, 
To  me — thine  own. 

(Jain.  Leave  me ! 

Adah.  Why,  all  have  left  thee. 

Cain.  And  wherefore  lingerest  thou  !    Dost  thou  not  fear 
To  dwell  with  one  who  hast  done  this? 

Adah.  I  tear 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Shrink  from  the  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherless. 
I  must  not  speak  of  this — it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God. 
A  voice  from  within  exclaims — Cain  !  Cain  ! 

Adah.  Hear'st  thou  that  voice  ! 

The  voice  within— Cam  !  Cain  ! 

Adah,  It  soundeth  like  an  angel's  tone. 

Enttrthe  Angel  of  theLoi-d. 

An^cl.  Where  is  thy  brother  Abel? 

i'ain.  Am  I  then 

My  broihei's  keeper  ? 

Angel.  Cain   what  hast  thou  done  ? 
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The  voice  of  thy  slain  brother's  blood  cries  out, 
Even  from  the  ground,  unto  the  lord  ?— Now  art  thou 
Cursed  from  the  earth,  which  open'd  late  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brother's  blood  j'rom  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,  when  thou  shalt  till  the  ground,  it  shall  not 
Yield  thee  her  strength  ;  a  fugitive  shalt  thou 
-Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth  ! 

Adah.  This  punishment  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 
Behold,  thou  drivest  him  from  the  face  of  earth. 
And  from  the  face  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 
A  fugitive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 
'Twill  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  findeth  him 
Shall  slay  him. 

Cain.  Would  they  could  !  but  who  are  they 

Shall  slay  me  ?  where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth 
As  yet  unpeopled  ? 

Angel.  Thou  hast  slain  thy  brother. 

And  who  shall  warrant  thee  agahist  thy  son  ? 

Adah.  Angel  of  Light!  be  merciful,  nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 

Angel.  Then  he  would  but  be  what  his  father  is. 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thou  now  see'st  so  besmear'd  with  blood  ? 
The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parricides. — 
But  it  shall  not  be  so— the  Lord  thy  God 
And  mine  commandeth  me  to  set  his  seal 
On  Cain,  so  tiiat  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 
Who  sla}eth  Cain,  u  sevenfold  vengeance  shall 
Be  taken  on  his  head.     Come  hither! 

Cam.  '^^'hat 

Would'st  thou  with  me  ? 

Angel.  To  mark  upon  thy  brow 

Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 

Cain.  No,  let  me  die  ! 

Angel.  It  must  not  be. 

[  The  Angel  sets  the  mark  on  Cain's  brow, 

Cain.  It  burns 

My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is  within  it. 
Is  there  more  ?  let  me  meet  it  as  I  may. 

Anoel,  Stern  hast  thou  been  and  stubborn  from  the  womb, 
As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ;  but  he 
Thou  slew'st  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tended. 

Cain.  After  the  fall  too  soon  was  I  begotten; 
Ere  yet  my  mother's  mind  subsided  Irom 
The'serpent,  and  my  sire  still  mourned  for  Eden  : 
That  which  I  am,  I  am  ;  I  did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  I  make  myself;  but  could  I 
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With  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the  dust — 

And  why  not  so  ?  let  him  return  to  day, 

And  I  lie  ghastly  !  so  shall  be  sestored 

By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved  :  and  taken 

From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

Angel.  Who  shall  heal  murder?  what  is  done  is  done. 
Go  forth  !   fulfil  thy  days  !  and  be  thy  deeds 
UnUke  the  last ! 

[The  AxGEL  disappears^ 

Adah.  He  is  gone,  let  us  go  forth  I 

I  hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
Our  bower. 

Cahi.  Ah  !  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for  ! 

An  1  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears  ! 
But  the  four  rivers*  would  not  cleanse  my  soul. 
Think'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me  ? 

Adah.  If  I  thought  that  he  would  not,   I  would — 

Cain,  (iyiterrifpting  her.)  No, 

No  more  of  threats :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them  : 
Go  to  our  children  ;  I  will  follow  thee* 

kdah.  I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead  ; 
Let  us  de|)art  together* 

Otin.  Oh!  thou  dead 

And  everlasting  witness  I  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven  !  what  thou  now  art, 
T  know  not  !  but  if  thmi  see'st  whut  /am, 
I  think  thou  wilt  Ibrgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  his  own  soul. — Farewell ! 
[  must  not,  dare  not  touch  what  1  have  made  thee, 
I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with  thee,  drained 
The  same  breast,  clasped  thee  often  to  my  own, 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  I 
Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  should'st  have  done 
For  me— compose  thy  limbs  into  their  grave — 
The  first  grave  yet  tiug  for  mortality. 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave  ?     Ob,  earth  !   Oh,  earth  ! 
For  all  the  fruit';  thou  hast  render'd  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  back  this. — Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[Adah  stoops  donm  and  kisses  the  body  of  Abel. 

Adah*  A  dreary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother, 
Has  been  thy  lot  I     Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.     My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them  ; 

•  The  "  four  rivers"  which  flowed  round  Eden,  and  conse- 
quently the  only  waters  with  which  Cain  was  acquainted  upon 
the  earth. 
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Bat  yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me, 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain  I  will  divide  thy  burthen  with  thee. 

Caiyi'  Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way ! 
'Tis  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

Adah.  Lead  !  thou  shall  be  my  guide,  and  may  our  God 
Be  thine  !  Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children, 

Cain.  And  he  who  lieth  there  was  childless,     t 
Have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race, 
Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  couch. 
And  might  have  temper'd  this  stern  blood  of  mine, 
Uuitiog  with  our  children  AbePs  oflfspring ! 
O  Abel ! 

Adah.  Peace  be  with  him  ! 

Cain.  But  with  me 

{Ejceiini 
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PREFACE 

To  the  l^ision  of  Judgment » 


It  hath  been  wisely  said,  that  "One  fool  makes  niany;"aud 
it  hath  been  poetically  ^observed, 

"  That  fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread." — Pope. 

If  Mr.  Southey  had  not  rushed  in  where  he  had  no  business,  and 
where  ho  never  was  before,  and  never  will  be  again,  the  fol- 
iowiiij^  poem  would  not  have  been  written. — It  is  not  impossible 
that  it  may  be  as  good  as  his  own,  seeing  that  it  cannot,  by  any 
species  of  stupidity,  natural  or  acquired,  be  ivorse.  The  gross 
flatter)',  the  dull  impudence,  the  renegado  intolerance  and  ira* 
pious  cant  of  the  poem  by  the  author  of  "Wat  Tyler,'^  are 
something  so  stupendous  us  to  form  the  sublime  of  himself — 
containing  the  quintessence  of  his  own  attributes. 

So  much  for  his  poem — a  word  on  his  preface.  In  this  preface 
it  pleased  the  magnanimous  Laureate  to  draw  the  picture  of  a 
supposed  ''Satanic  School,"  the  which  he  doth  recommend  to 
the  notice  of  the  legislature,  thereby  adding  to  his  other  laurels 
the  ambition  of  those  of  an  informer.  If  there  exists  anywhere, 
excepting  in  his  imagination,  such  a  school,  is  he  not  suffici- 
ently armed  against  it  by  his  own  intense  vanity?  The  truth 
is,  that  their  are  certain  writers  whom  INIr.  S.  imagines,  like 
Scrub,  to  have  "  talked  of  him  ;  for  they  laughed  consumedly." 

I  think  I  know  enough  of  most  of  the  writers  to  whom  he  is 
supposed  to  allude,  to  assert,  that  they,  in  their  individual  capa- 
cities, have  done  more  good  in  the  charities  of  life  to  their 
fellow-creatures  in  any  one  year,  than  Mr.  Southey  has  done 
harm  to  himself  by  his  absurdities  in  his  whole  life  ;  and  this  i$ 
saying  a  great  deal.     But  I  have  a  few  questions  to  ask. 

Istly.     U  Mr.  Southey  the  author  of  Wat  Tyler  ? 

2ndly.  Was  he  not  refused  a  remedy  at  law  by  the  highest 
Judge  of  his  beloved  England,  because  it  was  a  blasphemous 
and  seditious  publication  ? 

3dly.  Was  he  not  entitled  by  William  Smith,  in  full  Parlia- 
ment,  ''  a  rancorous  Renegado  :" 

4thly.  Is  he  not  Poet  Laureate,  with  his  own  lines  o«  Martin 
the  Regicide  staring  him  in  the  face  ? 
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And  5thly.  Putting  the  four  preceding  items  together, 
■with  what  conscience  dare  he  call  the  attention  of  the  laws  to 
the  publications  of  others,  be  they  what  they  may  ? 

I  say  nothing  of; the  cowardice  of  such  a  proceeding;  its 
meanness  speaks  for  itself:  but  I  wish  to  touch  upon  <he  viotive, 
which  is  neither  more  or  less,  than  that  Mr.  S.  has  been  laughed 
at  a  little  in  some  recent  publications,  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the 
"Anti-Jacobin'^  by  his  present  patrons.  Hence  all  this 
"  skimble  scamble  stuff''  about  "Satanic,"  and  so  forth.  How- 
ever, it  is  worthy  of  him — "  Quaiis  ab  incepto.^' 

If  there  is  any  thing  obnoxious  to  the  poetical  opinions  of  u 
portion  of  the  public,  in  the  following  poem,  they  may  thank 
Mr.  Southey.  He  might  have  written  hexameters,  as  he  has 
written  every  thing  else,  for  aught  that  the  writer  cared— had 
they  been  upon  another  subject.  But  to  attempt  to  canonize 
a  Monarch,  who,  whatever  were  his  household  virtues,  was 
neither  a  successful  nor  a  pairiot  king, — inasmiich  as  several 
years  of  his  reign  passed  in  war  with  America  and  Ireland,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  aggression  upon  France, — like  all  other  ex- 
aggeration, necessarily  begets  opposition.  In  whatever  manner 
he  may  be  spoken  of  in  this  new  "  Vision,"  h'\s, public  c?Lxeev 
will  not  be  more  favourably  transmitted  by  histor;-.  Of  bis 
private  virtues  (although  a  little  expensive  to  the  nation)  there 
can  be  no  doubt. 

With  regard  to  the  supernatural  personages  treated  of,  I  can 
only  say  that  I  know  as  much  about  them,  and  (as  an  honest 
man)  have  a  better  right  to  talk  of  them  than  Robert  Southey. 
I  have  also  treated  them  more  tolerantly.  The  way  in  which 
that  poor  insane  creature,  the  ^Laureate,  deals  about  his  judg- 
ments in  the  next  world,  is  like  his  own  judgment  in  this.  If 
it  was  not  completely  ludicrous,  it  would  be  sometliing  worse. 
I  don't  think  that  there  is  much  more  to  say  at  present. 

QUEVEDO    RrDIVIVUS. 

P.S. — It  is  possible  that  some  readers  may  object,  in  these  ob- 
jectionable times,  to  the  freedom  with  which  saints,  angels,  and 
spiritual  persons,  discourse  in  this  "Vision."— But  for  prece- 
dents upon  such  points  I  must  refer  him  to  Fielding's  "Journey 
from  this  World  to  the  next,"  and  to  the  Visions  of  myself  the 
said  Quevedo,  in  Spanish  or  translated.  The  reader  is  also  re- 
quested to  observe,  that  no  doctrinal  tenets  are  insisted  upon  or 
discussed ;  that  the  person  of  the  Deity  is  carefully  withheld  from 
sight,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said  for  the  Laureate,  who  had 
thought  proper  to  make  him  talk,  not  "like  a  school  divine,'^ 
but  like  the  unscholarlike  Mr.  Southey.  The  whole  action 
passes  on  the  outside  of  Heaven ;  and  Chaucer's  Wife  of 
Bath,  Pulci's  Morgante  Maggiore,  Swift's  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and 
the  other  works  above  referred  to,  are  cases  in  point  of  the 
freedom  with  which  saints,  <fec.  may  be  permitted  to  converse  \rx 
works  not  intended  to  be  serious,  Q.  R* 
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**  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment :  yea,  a  Daniel  ! 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  lor  teaching  me  that  word.'' 


1  Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late  ; 

Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full, 
But  since  the  Gallic  era  "  eighty  eight'' 

The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  pull, 
And  "  a  pull  altogether,"  as  they  say 
At  sea — which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

2  The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune, 

And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do, 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 

Or  curb  a  runaway   young  star  or  two, 
Or  wild  coll  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 

Broke  out  of  bounds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue. 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail. 
As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

3  The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high. 

Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below ; 
Terrestrial  business  filled  nought  in  the  sky 

Save  the  recording  angePs  black  bureau  ; 
Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 

With  such  raiiidity  of  vice  and  woe, 
That  he  had  stripped  oft"  both  his  wings  in  quills, 
And  yet  was  in  arrear  of  human  ills. 

4  His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years. 

That  he  was  forced,  against  his  will,  no  doubt, 
(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers.) 

For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  about, 
And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 

To  aid  him  ere  he  would  be  quite  worn  out 
By  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks; 
Six  aDgels  and  twelve  saints  wer.e  named  hi-s  clerks. 

5  This  was  a  handsome  board  at  least  for  heav'n  ; 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do. 
So  many  conquerors  cars  were  daily  driven. 
So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew, 
3  C  2 


472  THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT, 

Each  day  too  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven, 
Till  Ht  the  crowning  Ccirnage,   NVaterloo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust — • 
The  page  was  so  besmeared  with  blood  and  dust. 

6  This  by  the  way,  'tis  not  mine  to  record 

What  angels  shrink  from  ;  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorred, 

So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel ; 
Though  he  himself  had  sharpened  every  sword, 

It  almost  quenched  his  innate  thirst  of  evil, 
(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion — 
Tis,  that  he  has  both  generals  in  reversion.) 

7  Let's  skip  a  few  short  years  of  hollow  peace, 

Wliich  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 
And  heaven  none— they  form  the  tyrant's  lease 

With  nothing  but  few  names  subscribed  upon  't ! 
'Twill  one  day  finish  :  meantime  they  increase, 

<'  W'ith  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  all  in  front. 
Like  St  John's  foretold  beast;  but  ours  are  born 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 

8  In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 

Died  George  the  third  ;  although  no  tyrant,  one 
Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 

Left  liim  nor  mental  nor  external  sun  : 
A  better  farmer  ne'er  brushed  dew^  from  lawn, 

A  weaker  king  never  left  a  realm  undone  ! 
He  died — but  left  his  subjects  still  behind. 
One  half  as  mad-  and  t'other  no  less  blind. 

9  He  died !— his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp  :  there  was  profusion 
Of  velvf  t,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tears— save  those  shed  by  collusion  ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth  ; 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also  ;  and  the  torches,  cloaks  and  banners. 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners, 

10  Formed  a  sepulchral  melodrame.     Of  all 

The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show, 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse  ?  The  funeral 
IMade  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

There  throbbed  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  pall ; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 

It  seemed  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 

The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 
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1 1  So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !   It  might 

Return  to  what  it  must  I'ar  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air, 
But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 

What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay — 
Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

12  He's  dead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done : 

He's  buried:  save  the  undertaker'sbill, 
Ot  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

For  him,  unless  he  lelt  a  German  will ; 
But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still, 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon, 
Of  constancy  to  an  unhandsome  woman. 

13  "  God  save  the  king  !"  It  is  a  large  economy 

In  God  to  save  the  like  ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better  ;  for  not  one  am  I 

Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 
I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing  with  some  slight  restriction, 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 

14  I  know  this  is  unpopular  ;  I  know 

'Tis  blasphemous  ;  1  know  one  maybe  damned 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so  ; 

I  know  my  catechism  ;  I  know  we  are  crammed 
With  the  best  doctrine  till  we  quite  o'erflow  ; 

I  know  that  all  save  England's  church  have  shammed 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churches 
And  synagogues,  have  made  a  damnedhixdi  purchase. 

15  God  help  us  all !  God  help  me  too  !  lam, 

God  knows,  as  lielpless  as  the  devil  can  wish, 
And  not  a  whit  more  dilhcult  to  damn 

Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late.hooked  fish, 
Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  the  lamb  ; 

Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  born  to  die. 

16  Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o'er  his  keys  ;  when  lo  !  there  came 
A  wond'rous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late— 
A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flame  ', 
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In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great. 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  samt  exclnim , 
But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink. 
Said,  "There  's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think  !'' 

17  But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 

A  cherub  flapped  his  right  vsing  o  er  his  eyes- 
At  which  St.  Peter  yawned,  and  rubbed  his  nose: 

«Sah.t  porter,"  said  the  Angel,  "prithee  rise  !" 
Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glowed,  as  glows 
iTearthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes ; 
To  which  thl  Saint  replied,  "Well,  wha   sthe  matter? 
Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter?" 
IS  u  No  "(luoth  the  Cherub;  "  George  the  Third  is  dead.'-' 
^^       «  AndS  is  George  the  Third  ?"  replied  the  A posle 
mTGeorgel  whatThird?-  "The  King  of  England,"  said 

The  Anid.     "  Well !  he  won't  find  kings  to  jostle 
Him  on  hil  way  :  but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 

Because  the  lastwe  saw  here  had  a  tussle, 
Ai!d  ne'er  would  have  got  into  heav'n's  good  graces, 
Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  iaces. 

19  He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of  France  ; 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  crown 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 

A  claim  to  those  of  mariyrs-like  my  own  : 
If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 

When  1  cut  ears  ott',  I  had  cut  him  down  , 
But  having  but  my  keys,  and  not  my  brand, 
I  only  knocked  his  head  from  out  his  hand. 

90  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl, 

Tha   dl  the  sain's  came  out  and  took  him  m  ; 

Ami  there  he  sits  by  St    Paul,  cheek  by  jow^; 
That  fellow  Paul-the  parvenu  !     The  skin 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeemed  his  siu 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 

Better  than  did  ihis  weak  and  wooden  head. 

21  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  ^boulders,  ^ 

There  would  have  been  a  different  tale  to  tell  . 

The  fellow  feeling  in  the  saints  beholders 
Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell. 

And  so  this  very  foolish  head  heaven  solders 
Back  on  its  trunk  ;  it  may  be  very  well, 

And  seems  the  custom  here  toover  hrow 

Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below- 
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23  The  Angel  answered,  "  Peter  do  not  pout ; 

The  king  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire, 
And  never  knew  much  what  it  was  ahout — 

He  did  as  doth  the  puppet — by  its  wire, 
And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt ; 

My  business  and  your  own  is  Jiot  to  inquire 
Into  such  matters,  but  to  mind  our  cue — 
VVhich  is  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do." 

23  While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  caravan. 

Arriving  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind, 
Cleaving  the  fields  of  space,  as  doth  the  swan 

Some  silver  stream  (say  Ganges,  Nile,  or  hv\e, 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed)  and  midst  them  an  old  man 

With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind. 
Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fellow-traveller  on  a  cloud. 

21  But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  briglit  host 

A  Spirit  of  a  dillerent aspect  waved 
His  wings,  like  thunder  clouds  above  some  coast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  paved  j 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost: 

Fierce  and  uufathonmble  thoughts  engraved 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face, 
And  when'  he  gazed  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 

'2')  As  he  drew  near,  Ue  ga/.ed  upon  the  gate 

Ne'er  to  bb  entered  more  by  him  or  sin, 
With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate. 

As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  within  ; 
He  pattered  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate, 

And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skin  : 
Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 
Or  some  sueb  other  spiritual  liquor. 

26  The  yery  cherubs  huddled  together. 

Like  birds  when  soars  the  falcon  ;  and  they  felt 

A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather, 
Andform'da  circle  like  Orion's  belt 

Around  their  poor  old  charge  :    who  scarce  knew  whither 
His  guards  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 

With  royal  manes  (for  by  many  stories. 

And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  tories.) 

21  As  things  were  in  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 
Asunder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 
Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 

or  many  coloured  flame,  until  its  tinges 
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Reached  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 

Aurora  borealis  spread  its  fringes 
O'er  the  North  Pole  ;  tiie  same  seen,  when  ice-bound, 
By  Captain  Parrj^'s  crews,  in  "Melville's  Sound.'' 

28  And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  issued  beaming 

A  beautiful  and  mia:bty  Thing  of  Light, 
Radiant  with  glory,  like  a  banner  streaming 

Victorious  from  some  world  oe^rthrowing  fight : 
My  poor  comparisons  must  needs  be  teeming 

With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 
Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Johanna  Southcote  or  Bob  Soulbey  raving. 

129  'Twas  fhe  archangel  Michael :  all  men  know 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show, 
From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels'  prince. 

There  also  are  some  ai«ar-pieces,  though 
I  reully  can't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One's  inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits- 

30  Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good  ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise  ;  the  portal  past — he  stood  ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoarj', 
(I  say  ?/oung,  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years  ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  they  seemed  a  little  sweeter.) 

31  The  cherubs  and  the  saints  bowed  down  before 

That  arch-angelic  Hierarch,  the  first 
Of  Essences  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god ;  but  this  ne'er  nurst 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom  in  whose  care 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service,  durst 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high  : 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

32  He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met — 

They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 
Such  was  their  power  that  neither  could  forget 

His  former  iriend  and  future  foe;  but  still 
There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regret 

In  either  eye,  as  if  'twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  "  Champ  Clos"  the  spheres. 
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33  But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space  ;  we  knovr 

From  Job,  that  Sathan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so  ; 

And  that  "  the  Sons  ot  God,"  like  those  of  cluy, 
Must  keep  him  company  ;  and  we  might  show 

From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  Powers 
Of  Good  and  Evil — butHwould  take  up  hours. 

34  And  this  is  notatheologic  tract, 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic 
If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact, 

But  a  true  narrative  ;  and  thus  I  pick 
From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 

Assets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 
'Tis  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 
And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 

3i  The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 

The  gate  of  heaven  ;  like  eastern  thresholds  is 

The  place  where  Death's  grand  cause  is  argued  o'er> 
And  souls  despatched  to  that  world  or  to  this  ; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kiss. 

Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightness 

There  passed  a  mutual  glance  of  great  politeness. 

"36  The  Archangel  bowed,  not  like  a  modern  beau. 

But  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend, 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
He  turned  as  to  an  equal  not  too  low. 

But  kindly ;  Sathan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  Castilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rich  civilian. 

3T  He  merely  bent  his  diabolic  brow 

An  instant,  and  then  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 

Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 

Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kings  endued 

With  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  mentions. 

Who  long  have  "  paved  hell  with  their  good  intentions.' 

38  Michael  began  :  "  What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man, 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?    VV'hat  ill 
Hath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began. 
That  thou  canst  claim  him  ?  Speak  I  and  do  thy  will, 
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If  it  be  just:  if  in  his  early  span 

He  hath  been  greatly  Jailing  to  fulfil 
His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 
And  he  is  thine  ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way." 

B9  "  Michael  \"  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  "  even  here; 

Before  the  gate  of  him  thou  servest,  must 
I  claim  my  subject !   and  will  make  appear 

That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 
So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 

To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 
Were  of  his  weaknesses  ;  yet  on  the  throne 
He  reigned  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  alone* 

40  Look  to  onr  earth,  or  rather  mme  ;  it  was, 

07icey  more  thy  master's  :  but  I  triumph  not 
In  this  poor  planet's  conquest,  nor,  alas  ! 

Need  he  thou  servest  envy  me  my  lot ; 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  iorgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things; 
T  think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings, 

41  And  these  but  as  ukind  of  quit-rent,  to 

Assert  my  right  as  lord  ;  and  even  had 
I  such  an  inclination,  'twere  (as you 

Well  know)  superfluous  ;  they  are  grown  so  bad, 
That  hell  has  nothing  better  lelt  to  do 

Than  leave  them  to  themselves :  so  much  more  mad 
And  evil  by  their  own  internal  curse. 
Heaven  cannot  make  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 

42  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said)  and  say  again  ; 

When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor  worm 
Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  to  reign. 

The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  diil'erent  form, 
And  much  of    earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 

Of  ocean  called  him  king  ;  through  many  a  storm 
His  isle  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  Time  ; 
For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  clime. 

A7>  He  came  to  his  sceptre,  young  ;  he  leaves,  it  old  j 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm, 

And  left  il  ;  and  his  annals  too  behold, 
How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm  ! 

How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  golil. 
The  beggar's  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 

The  meanest  hearts  I  and  for  the  rest,  but  glance 

Thine  eye  along  America  and  France  I 
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44  'Tis  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last ; 

(I  have  the  workmen  sale) ;  but  as  a  tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed  !     From  out  the  past 

Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 
Of  monarchs — I'rom  the  bluodj'  rolls  amassed 

Of  sin  and  slaugliter — from  the  Cwsar's  school, 
Take  the  worst  pupil;  and  produce  a  reign 
More  drenched  with  gore,  more  cumbered  with  the  slain. 

45  He  ever  warred  with  freedom  and  the  free  : 

Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes, 
So  that  the)'  uttered  the  word  *  Liberty  !' 

Found  George  the  Third  their  first  opponent.     Whose 
History  was  ever  stained  as  his  will  be 

VVith  national  and  individual  woes? 
I  grant  his  household  abstinence  :  I  grant 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  want} 

46  1  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 

He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne  ; 

As  temperence,  if  at  Apicius'  board. 
Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shown. 

I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord  : 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression  Chose. 

47  The  new  world  shook  hinrt  off;  the  old  yet  groans 

Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 
Completed  :  lie  leaves  heirs  on  many  thrones 

To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him — his  tame  virtues  ; 

VVho  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  forgot 
A  lesson  Which  shall  be  re-taught  them,  wake 
Upon  the  throne  of  Earth ;  but  let  them  quake  ! 

48  Five  millions  of  primitive,  who  hold 

I  The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  implored 

A  part  of  that  vast  all  they  held  of  old, — 

Freedom  to  worship — not  alone  your  Lord, 
Michael,  but  you,  and  you,  Saint  Peter  I     Cold 

Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  not  abhorred   ^ 
The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 
In  all  the  licence  of  a  Christian  nation. 

49  True  !  he  allowed  them  to  pray  God  ;  but  as 

A  consequence  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
Which  would  have  placed  Ihem  upon  the  same  base 
With  those  that  did  not  hold  the  Saints  in  awe.'' 
VOL.  II.  3  D 


5*»0  THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 

But  here  Saint  Peter  started  from  bis  place, 

And  cried,  "  You  may  the  prisoner  withdraw  : 
Ere  Heaven  shall  ope  her  portals  to  this  Guelf, 
While  I  um  guard,  may  I  be  damned  myseli' ! 

/^O  Sooner  will  1  with  Cerberus  exchanj^e 

My  office  (-And  his  is  no  sinecure) 
Than  see  this  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  azure  fields  of  heaven,  of  that  be  sure  I" 
'^  Saint!"  replied  Sathan,  "  you  do  well  to  avenge 

The  wrongs-  he  made  your  satellites  endure  ; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  you  should  be  given, 
I'll  try  to  coax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaveu." 

51  Here  Michael  interposed  :  "  Good  saint !  and  devil ! 

Pray  not  so  fast ;  you  both  out-run  discretion. 
Saint  Peter !  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil ; 

Sathan  !  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression, 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgar's  level : 

Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  session. 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  V.'—'<  No  !"— «  If  you  please 
I'll  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses.'^ 

52  Then  Sathan  turned  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand, 

Which  stirred  with  its  electric  qualities 
Clouds  farther  off  than  we  can  understand, 

Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skies  ; 
Infernal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 

In  all  the  planets,  and  helPs  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Sathan's  most  sublime  inventions. 

53  This  was  a  signal  unto  such  damned  souls 

As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 
Extended  far  beyond  the  mere  controls 

Of  worlds  past,  present,  or  to  come  ;  no  station 
Is  theirs  particularly  on  the  rolls 

Of  hell  assigned  ;  but  where  their  inclination 
Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 
They  may  range  freely— being  damned  the  same. 

54  They  are  proud  of  this— as  very  well  they  may. 

It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  in  their  loins  ;  or  like  to  an  *'  enlre" 

Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry  ; 
I  borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay. 

Being  clay  myself.     Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  such  base  low  likenesses  ; 
We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  these. 
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55  When  the  great  sigii;il  run  from  heaven  to  hell, — 

About  ten  niillion  times  the  distance  reckoned 
From  our  sun  toils  earth,  us  we  cun  tell 

How  much  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second, 
For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dis^pel 

Thei'og;soi'  London;  through  which,  dimly  beaconev!, 
The  we.-itherco'jks  are  gilt,  some  thrice  a  year, 
If  that  the  summer  is  not  too  severe  : — 

56  I  say  that  I  can  tell — 'twas  half  a  minute ; 

f  know  the  sohir  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,  packed  up  lor  their  journVy,  they  be^in  it; 

But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime, 
And  if  fhey  ran  a  race, "they  would  )iot  win  it, 

'Gainst  Siithan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  clime. 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  Its  gotii--the  devil  not  half  &  day. 

ft!  Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  size 

Of  half  a  crown,  a  little  speck  appeared, 

(I've  seen  something  like  it  in  the  skies 
In  the  iEgean,  ere  a  squall,)  it  neared. 

And  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise  ; 
Like  an  aerial  ship  it  tacked,  and  steered 

Or  was  steered  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stanza  stammer  : — 

58  But  take  your  choice  ;)  and  then  it  grew  a  cloud. 

And  so  it  was — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cloud  !     No  land  ere  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw  these  : 
They  shadowed  with  the  m\  riads  space  j  their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild  geese, 
(If  nations  may  be  likened  to  a  goose) 
And  realized  the  phrase  of  "  hell  broke  loose."  ' 

59  Here  crashed  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  damned  away  his  eyes  as  heretolbre  ; 
There  Paddy  brogued  "  by  Jasus  !"— "  What's  your  wull  ? 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaim'd  ;  the  French  ghost  swore 
In  certain  terms  I  shan't  translate  in  full, 

As  the  first  coachman  will ;  and  mid|t  the  roar 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  exjiress, 
'•  Our  President  is  going  to  war  I  guess." 

&Q  Besides  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dane  : 
In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
From  Otaheite's  Isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and  trades, 
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Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign, 
Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades  5 
All  summoned  by  this  grand  "  subpana,"  to 
Try  if  kings  may'nt  be  damned,  like  me  or  you, 

61  When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale, 

As  angels  can  ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight. 
He  turned  all  colours — as  a  peacock's  tail, 

Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  Gothic  sky  light 
In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  by  night. 
Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 
Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 

62  Then  he  addressed  himself  to  Sathan  :  "  Why— 

My  good  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you,  though 
Our  different  parties  makes  us  fight  so  shy, 

I  ne'er  mistake  you  i'or  n personal  foe ; 
Our  difference  is  political,  aqd  I 

Trust  that  whatever  may  occur  below. 
You  know  my  great  respect  for  you  ;  and  this 
Makes  me  regret  whate'er  you  do  amiss — 

63  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 

My  call  for  witnesses  ?  I  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produce ; 

'Tis  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest,  clean, 
True  testimonies  are  enough  :  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eter.iity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence  ;  if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  immortality." 

64  Sathan  replied,  ^'  To  rae  the  matter  is 

Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view  : 
I  can  havefifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Already  ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  Majesty  of  Britain's  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form  ;  ye  may  dispose 


60  Thus  spoke  tho  Demon  (late  call'd  "  multifaced" 
By  muUo-'Scribbling  Southey.)     Then  we'll  call 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  mjriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 

The  rest  quoth  Michael ;  "  Who  may  be  so  graced 
As  to  speak  first !  there's  choice  enough — who  shall 

It  be !  Then  Sathan  answered,  "  There  are  many 

But  you  may  choose  Jack  WilKes  as  we^l  ^  afl^^'' 


TirE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT.  583 

66  A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  lookino^  Sprile, 

Upon  the  instant  started  ironi  tlie  throng, 
rjress'd  in  a  fashion  now  fore:otten  quite  ; 

For  all  the  fashions  of  tlie  llesh  stick  long 
By  people  in  the  next  world  ;  where  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam's,  ri^ht  or  wrong, 
From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 
Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

67  The  Spirit  looked  around  upon  the  crowds 

Assembled,  and  exclaimed,  "  ]My  friends  of  all 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  clouds  ; 

So  let's  to  business  :  why  this  general  call  ? 
If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds. 

And  'tis  lor  an  eleT:tion  that  they  bawl. 
Behold  a  candidate  with  unturned  coal ! 
Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  ?" 

68  "  Sir,"  replied  Michael,  "  you  mistake ;  these  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Above  is  more  august :  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met :  so  now  you  know.'^ 
"  Then  I  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings," 

Said  Wilkes,  "  are  cherubs  :  :ind  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third  ;  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older — Bless  me  !   is  he  blind?" 

69  "  He  is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 

Depends  upon  his  deed,"  the  Angel  said 
If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 

Gives  licence  to  the  immblest  beggars  head 
To  lift  itself  against  the  loftiest."     "  Some," 

Said  Wilkes,  "don't wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead, 
For  such  a  liberty — and  I,  for  one. 
Have  told  them  what  I  thought  beneath  the  sun." 

70  "  Above  the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 

'i'o  urge  against  him,"  said  the  Archangel.  "  Why," 
Replied  the  Spirit,  "  since  old  scores  are  past, 

Alust  I  turn  evidence?  In  faith  not  I, 
Besides  I  beat  iiim  hollow  at  the  last, 

With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons  ;  in  the  >ky 
I  don't  like  ripiiing  up  old  stories,  since 
His  conduct  was  but  natural  ni  a  prince. 

71  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked  to  oppress 

A  poor  unlucky  devil  without  a  shilling  ; 
But  then  I  blame  the  man  himself  much  Jess 
Thau  Bute  aiid  Grufton,  and  shall  be  unwilling 
3  D  2 
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To  see  him  punished  here  for  their  excess, 

Since  they  were  both  damned  long  ago,  and  still  in 
Their  place  below ;  lor  me,  I  have  iorgiven. 
And  vote  his  '  habeas  corpus'  into  heaven." 

72  «  Wilkes,''  said  the  Devil,  "  I  understand  all  this; 
You  turned  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died, 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Cliaron-s  ferry  ;  you  forget  that  his 

Reign  is  concluded  ;  whatsoe'er  betide. 
He  won't  be  sovereign  more  :  you've  lost  your  labour. 
For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

13  However,  I  knew  what  to  think  of  it. 

When  1  beheld  you  in  your  jesting  way 

Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 
VMiere  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 

With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  say  : 

Thatl'ellow  even  in  hell  breeds  farther  ills  ; 

I'll  have  him  gagged — 'twas  one  of  his  own  bills. 

"ii  Call  Junius  !"  From  the  crowd  a  Shadow  stalked, 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  squeeze, 

So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease. 

But  M-ere  all  rammed  and  jammed  (but  to  be  balked, 
As  we  shall  see)  and  jostled  hands  and  knees, 

Like  wind  compressed  and  pentwithin  a  bladder, 

Or  like  a  human  cholic,  which  is  sadder. 

15  The  Shadow  came  !  a  tall,  thin,  gray-haired  figure, 
That  looked  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth  ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigor. 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birth  : 

Now  it  waxed  little,  tben  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom  or  savage  mirth  ; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  every  instant  to  what  none  could  say. 

76  The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 

Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  were, 

The  Devil  himself  seem'd puzzled  even  to  guess  ; 
They  variedlikea  dream — nowhere,  now  there; 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press, 
The}-  knew  him  perfectly  ;  and  one  could  swear 

He  was  his  father  ;  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  he  was  his  mother's  cousin's  brother  : 
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77  Another,  that  he  was  a  duke,  or  knight, 

An  orator,  a  hiwyer,  or  a  knight, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwile  ;  but  the  wight 

Mysterious,  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oi't  as  they  their  nniids  :  though  in  full  sight 

He  stood,  the  puzzle  only  was  increased  ; 
The  man  was  phantasmagoria  in 
Himself— he  was  so  volatile  and  thin  ! 

78  The  moment  that  you  had  pronounced  him  one, 

Presto!  his  face  changed,  and  he  was  another  j 
Aud  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  on. 

It  varied,  till  I  don't  think  his  own  mother 
(If  that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  son 

Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t'other 
Till  guessing  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task, 
At  this  epistolary  "  iron  mask." 

79  For  sometimes  he  like  Cerberus  would  seem  — 

"  Three  gentlemen  at  once,"  as  sagely  says 
Good  Mrs.  Malaprop  ;)  then  you  might  deem 

That  he  was  not  an  even  one  ;  now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  round  him  ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 

Hid  him  from  sight — like  fogs  on  London  days; 
Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  fancies. 
And  certes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

80  iVe  an  hypothesis— His  quite  my  own  ; 

I  never  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne. 

And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown  ; 

It  is — my  genlle  public,  lend  thine  ear  ! 
'Tis,  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call. 
Was  really,  truly,  nobody  at  all. 

811  don't  see  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 

Written  without  hands,  since  we  daily  vievr 

Them  without  heads  ;  and  books  we  see 
Are  fill'd  as  well  without  the  latter  too  : 

And  really  till  v\"e  fix  on  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  claim  them  as  his  due. 

Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  bother 

I'he  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 

82  "  And  who  and  what  art  thou  ?"  the  Archangel  said. 
"For  that,  you  may  consult  my  litle-page,"" 

Replied  this  mighty  Shadow  of  a  shade, 
"  If  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
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I  scarce  can  tell  it  now.'^ — "  Canst  thou  upbraid," 

Continued  Michael,  "  George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further  V  Junius  answered,  "  You  had  belter 
First  ask  him  for  his  answer  to  my  letter  : 

83  My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 

The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 

"Repent'st  thou  not,"  said  Michael,  "of  some  past 
Exaggeralion  ?  something  which  may  doom 

Thyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true  ?     Thou  wast 
Too  bitter — is  it  not  so  ?  in  thy  gloom 

Of  passion?"     "Passion!"  cried  the  Phantom  dim, 

"  I  loved  my  countrj',  and  I  hated  him. 

84  What  I  have  written,  I  have  written  :  let 

The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine  !"     So  spoke 
Old  "Xominis  Umbra;"  and  while  speaking yat, 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 
Then  Sathansaidto  Michael,  "  Don't  forget 

To  call  George  Washington,  and  John  Home  Tooke, 
And  Franklin  :" — but  at  this  tiiiie  there  was  heard 
A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirred. 

85  At  length  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post, 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 

His  way,  and  looked  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.     When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

"  What'sthis?"  criedMichael,  "wiiy,  'tis  notaghost?- 
"  I  know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus  ;  "  but  he 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  affair  to  me. 

86  Confound  the  Renegado  !  I  have  sprained 

My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 
Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chained. 

But  to  the  point ;  while  hovering  o'er  the  brii>k 
Of  Skiddaw  (whereas  usual  it  still  rained) 

I  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink, 
And  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel — 
No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible.  ' 

87  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 

The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affair 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 

I  snatched  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there, 
And  brought  liim  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand  : 

I've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air — 
At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be  : 
1  dare  say  that  his  wile  is  still  at  tea." 
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88  Here  Satan  said,  *'I  kbow  this  man  of  old, 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here  ; 
A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold, 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere: 
But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear  ! 
Wrt  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (wiihout  being  bored 
With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

89  But  since  he's  here  let's  see  what  he  has  done." 

"  Done  !"  cried  Asmodeus,  "  he  anticipates 
The  very  business  you  are  now  upon, 

And  scribbles  as  if  head  clerk  to  the  Fates. 
Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run. 

When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates?" 
"  Let's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  <'  what  he  has  to  say  ; 
You  know  we're  bound  to  that  in  every  way." 

00  Now  the  Bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 

By  no  means  was  his  case  below, 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 

His  voice  into  that  aW'ful  note  of  woe 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme  's  in  flow  ; 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 

91  But  ere  the  spavined  dactyls  could  be  spurred 

Into  recitative,  in  great  dismaj' 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  loudly,  through  their  long  array  ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  foundered  verses  under  way. 
And  cried'  "  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend  !  'were  best— 
*  Xou  Diy  non  homines — '  you  know  the  rest." 

92  A  general  bustle  spread  throughout  the  throng, 

Which  semed  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation  ; 
The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

When  upon  service  ;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 

Belbre  to  proht  by  a  new  occasion  ; 
The  Monarch,  mute  till  tlien,  exclaimed,  "  What !  whftt 
Pye  come  again  ?  No  more — no  more  of  that  I" 

93  The  tumult  grew,  an  universal  cough' 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enougbi 
(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  stale, 
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I  mean — the  slaves  hear  Jioiv  ;  some  cried  "off,  off," 

As  at  a  farce  5  till  grown  qsiite  desperate, 
The  Bard  Saint  Peter  prayed  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  author;  only  for  his  prose. 

94  The  varlet  Was  not  an  ill-favoured  knave  ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vuliure  in  the  face. 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

VVus  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case  | 
But  that  indeed  Was  hopeless  as  can  be, 
Qulta  tt  poetic  felony  «•  ds  ^eJ* 

0.5  Th«^n  Michael  bUnv  bis  Irnnip.  nnd  stilled  the  noise 
With  one  still  grautej-,  w^  l8  yt*t  ths  mode 

On  eai'th  besides* ;  tixoept  sonui  grumblin.^  voico 
Which  now  luui  tht-n  will  maka  tt  slight  inroad 

TTtion  decorous  sliencu,  few  will  twice 
i.vlfl  up  their  lung.s  when  ftiirly  overcrowed 

And  now  the  Bard  cguld  plend  bis  own  bud  cause, 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  s^lfsappluuse • 

96  He  said— (I  0)ily  give  the  heads) — he  said, 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling  ;  Hwas  his  way 
Upon  all  topics ;  'twas,  besides,  liis  bread. 

Of  which  he  buttered  both  sides  ;  'twould  delay 
Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to  dread) 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day. 
To  name  his  works — he  would  but  cite  b  few — 
Wat  Tyler — Rhymes  on  Blenheim — Waterloo. 

97  He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide  ; 

He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever  ; 
He  had  written  for  republics  far  and  wide, 

And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever  ; 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 

Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  'twas  clever  ; 
Then  grew  a  hearty  anti-jacobin — 
Had  turned  his  coat — and  would  have  turned  his  skin. 

98  He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 

In  their  high  praise  and  glory  ;  he  had  called 
Reviewing  (1)  "the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then 

Become  as  base  a  critic  as  ere  crawled — 
Fed,  paid,  and  pampered  by  the  very  men 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  mauled  : 
He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prose, 
And  more  of 'both  than  any  body  knows. 
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He  bad  written  AVe^sJey's  life  :— here,  turning  round 
To  Siitluin,  *'  Sir  I'm  ready  to  write  your*!, 

Tn  two  octavo  Yolunies,  nicely  bound, 

Witli  notes  and  preiace,  all  that  most  allures 

The  pious  purchaser;  and  there's  no  ground 
For  tear,  ior  I  can  choose  my  own  reviewers  : 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents, 

That  1  may  add  you  to  my  other  saints. 

100  Sathan  bowed,  and  was  silent.     "  Well,  if  you, 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael  ?     There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  rendered  more  divine. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work  ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet ;  by  the  wa}',  my  own 
Has  more  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  well  blown. 

101  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here's  my  Vision  ! 

Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people  ;  yes,  you  shall 
Judge  with  my  judgment !   and  by  my  decision 

Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall ! 
I  settle  all  these  tbijigs  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  and  all^ 
Like  King  Alfonso  !   (2)     When  I  thus  see  double, 
I  save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

102  He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 

Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints, 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 

He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents  ; 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 

Had  vanished,  with  variety  of  scents. 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang. 
Like  lightening,  off"  from  his  "  melodious  twang."  (.3) 

103  These  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell : 

The  angels  stopped  their  ears  and  plied  their  pinions  ; 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafened,  down  to  hell  ; 

The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own  diminions — 
(For  'tis  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 

And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  opinion  ;) 
Michael  took  refuge  in  his  trumi>— but  lo  ! 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  could  not  blow. 

104  Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been  known 

For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  his  keys. 

And  at  the  fifth  line  knocked  the  Poet  down  j 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease. 
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Info  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 
A  different  web  being  b)-  the  Destinies 
Woven  for  the  Laureate's' final  wreath,  whene'er 
Reform  shall  happen  here  or  there. 

105  He  first  sunk  to  the  bottom— like  his  works, 
But  soon  rose  to  the  surface — like  himself; 

For  all  corrupted  things  are  buojed,  like  corks  (4) 
By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf, 

Or  wisp  that  flits  o'er  a  morass  :  he  lurks. 
It  may  be,  still,  like  dull  books  on  a  shelf, 

In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  "Life"  or  "Vision," 

As  Wellborn  says — "the  devil  turned  precisian." 

!06  As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 

Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 
Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion, 

And  showed  me  what  I  in  my  turn  have  shown  : 
AH  I  saw  farther  in  the  last  confusion, 

Was,  that  King  George  slipped  into  heaven  for  one  ; 
And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm, 

I  left  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 

■♦»    ■ 


NOTES 
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( 1 .)  See  "  Life  of  II.  Kirke  White.  " 

(2.)  King  Alfonso  ,  speaking  of  the  Ptolomean  system,  said, 
that  "  had  he  been  consulted  at  the  creation  of  the  world 
he  would  have  spared  the  Maker  some  absurdities." 

(3.)  See  Aubrey's  account  of  an  apparition  which  disappeared 
"  with  a  curious  perlume  and  u  melodious  twang  ,"  or  see 
the  Antifiuary,  Vol.  1. 

(4.)  A  drowned  body  lies  a>  the  bottom  till  rotten  ;  it  then 
floats,  us  most  people  know. 
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